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CHAPTER I.

CONSULTATIONS.

A TADY sat by her breakfast table in one of the quietest
hotels of the city, where she had been staying some weeks,
She was somewhat under thirty, dark almost as a gipsy, with

. quantities of bright blue-black hair, drawn away from a low

broad forehead, full of power and mobile with expression;
large almond-shaped eyes, slumbrous in repose, but full of
fiery spirit, when anything disturbed their tranquillity,

lighted up the face into something more impressive than

mere beauty. At such times there was the rich coloring of
a peach in those dusky cheeks, brightness and wonderful
fascination in that slow burning smile, an influence subtle
as deceit and winning as a bird-song in the varied tones of
her voice. You would imagine the Queen of Sheba such a
woman as that, when she came to match her intellect and
beauty against the whole array of fascinations by which Sol-
omon was held in thrall, You could not tell where the
chief power of her attractions lay—the beauty of her facq
was rare in itself, but its most glorious power lay in an ever
varying expression, sometimes gentle ay a child’s, some-
times fiery as an Arab’s, again soft and passive as the face

(23)




24 LORD HOPE'S CHOICE

of Evangeline, All that was bright and triumphant in her
character broke over that face as she laid down the daily jour-
nal, which a waiter had brought in answer to her impatient
demand, after reading a single paragraph. “No, I though$
—as I hoped,” she exclaimed, excitedly, leaving her un-
 touched breakfast, and moving with qmck animation about
" the -room, tossing books and papers in and out of place.
Sitting dewn to write a note, and throwing aside the. pen,
guite unable to control her hand. It is sudden, but per-
haps all the better for that.”

Then she started up and rang the bell; the door opened
on the instant, and the man she wished to send for stood
before her. A young man, dark like herself, and evidently
‘with as dusky blood in his veins, and as quick thoughts in
his brain.

#You were about to send for me, I saw the list of pas-
gengers, and came at once. Quick work, isn’t it? That
cable helps one to perform wonders.”

% Are you sufe this-is the name you proposed ? ”

“ Exactly to the mlddle initial. There is no doubt on
* that point.” '

“ Apnd he knows that I am here? Tell me frank!y, was
it that which bronght him ?”

“ Undoubtedly. I wrote him Iong ago that she was dis- _

covered “but he lingered irresolute. My opinion is that he
was searching for you over ‘thers, for the moment I tele-
" graphed: ¢ Rachael Closs is in this city,” back comes 2 mes-
sage telling me to expect him, and in ten days here be is.”
“Will he not be dlsappomted when he finds that so little
progress has been made in attaining her consent to a
divorce ?
. “Perhaps; but I-cannot help it. She is not to be per-
suaded by anything, I can say, though, in all things else
she trusts me. entirely. On'this subject she bas religious
scruples; besides, T am sure she still loves her husband too
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well for any hope that she will fling aside all chance of re-
corciliation. 'The very silence she has kept with regard to
ber friends proves that. I have tried to believe that she
fled his house from repugnance, but it was from the pride
of affection which she believed to have been wronged. At
any rate the lady positively rejects any ideas of an Ameri-
cau divorce.”

“That is not strange,” said Rachael Closs, in a low,
thoughtful tone. “What would be the value of an Ameri-
can divorce in the British courts ?” |

“He seems to think it would be sufficient, and may pre-
vail upon her to grant it. Heaven knows I have tried hard
enough without success. Bub we cannot discuss this now.
He is here, and I must meet him. 'What am I to say about
your presence in New York ?”

“Bay that having no friends to protect me and no home,
I came here to claim both from my only brother, and that
you gave it to me.”

“That is truth, and easily told; but if he asks to see
y0u‘?”

“Tell him where I am, but say that he had better come-
without asking, as you are sure I should refuse him. - You
understand, he must take me by surprise.”’ |

“1 understand.”

- “Bay that I have suffered enough through him and hig—
suffered innocently, and have fled from my native land
to avoid him, and the undeserved censure, which was
sure to fall on me, if I remained under his roof a.fter she
left it.”

“1 will make him understand thls.”

“ Hepworth !

“Well, Rachael 7” .

“Tell me, is there no danger in this visit? He loved
her once; will it brmg back old memories, awake new
affections ? . -

% .
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“«No! no! it is useless to- ask the question; have vo
fear of your hold on him. The man loves you, Rachael.”
Her face brightened—her lips parted with a faint sigh.
“Ah1 yes—he has followed me here,” she murmured.
4T think we understand each other now,” said the young
man. “He knows that you are here; thinks you came
~ to escape him and join me—a wronged and insulted girl,
driven from' her country for his sake and by his wife’s
means. This will touch all the chivalry of his character,
and fire him with fresh indignation against her. Heisa
man of terrible force when offended, and may so wound or
terrify her that a divorce will follow. Then it will be your
own fault, Rachael, if you do mot go back to Oakhurst, its
mistress. She, too, may marry again; they do such things
- easily in the free lands.” | o
Rachael’s face darkened, as it always did when that young

man spoke of a divorce:. She sat for some time looking

vaguely into the street ; then a clock struck, and she started
up, looked hastily into a mirror, and saw that her dress
was incomplete. She fastened its whité’ muslin folds over
her bosom with a head of Ceres cut in massive coral, twisted
a band of coral around the back braids of her hair, and
clasped her wrists with bracelets to match. Then she stood
awhile before the looking-glass, asking herself if in anything
her beauty had diminished. A. footstep in the passage, a

sharp knock, and before she could move or speak, the man’

she was thinking of stood before her.

These two persons stood looking at each other, white and
trembling with disturbed passions. They called themselves
innocent, yet could not look bravely and fairly in each oth-
er's faces, Somehow, their hands met and clasped each
other. Then they sat down together and spoke a word or
two of welcome; then low, confidential whispers crept to
their -lips, and for the time Rachael Closs forgot her craft,
snd evé):ything else, save that the man she loved was by her

b A L AR
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side. When she had seemed to escape him, he had found
her—had crossed the seas, and forced her %o receive him
again. Thus taken by surprise, how could she help it ?

“How did you find me ?” Rachael inquired, at last re-
membering her lesson. “ Why did you seek me ?

She could not look in his face and ask this false question;
but he bent. down to gaze in her downcast eyes, and saw :1
sparkle of delight throngh their dark lashes.  Because I
couldn’t help it, Rachael, any more than you can help being:
glad that I have come.” ‘ |

“Ah!” she said. “I hoped—1I thought it was all over,
That, in coming across the ocean, I had removed the only
obstacles. to your wife’s return to her home. Are you here
to say that this is so ? ¥ : :

“.I am here to say that I love you!—that I never will
again live with that other woman, whose Jjealousy has
driven you forth, alone and helpless; into a strange land.”

“Ab, it was hard!” said Rachael, lifting her eyes to his
face, and he saw that they were heavy with tears. « You
know that I never wronged her in a single act of my life,
Was it my fanlt that she overheard the mad language Witﬁ
which you overwhelmed me that night ? ” |

“I 'do not regret it, Rachael, My heart chafed under its
restraints. She had hecome hateful to me, and 1 said so,
To live under the same roof with her and you was terrible.
The very earth you trod upon had become dear to me—the
?ound of your voice made my heart leap! She saw it, felt

it, and at last heard it in words, . Another woman mighf 3
have loaded me with reproaches and heaped ignominy upon
her rival, Innocent or guilty, it would have made no differ-
ence; but she fled without a word. The old Carset pride
would not permit of reproaches. She made no scandal bup
fled out of my life.” o
“8Bhe had no right to make scandal, Ihad done her np

- wrong,” said Rachael, with kindling spirit, % Jf yon loved
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me, how was I to help it? After you spoke out so rashly
—s0 madly—I should have left the house, had she given
me time. That night I went to my room and packed up
everything, If I wept—if my heart was broken—~no one
was the wiser. When I came down in the morning, ready
{o go without ‘knowing where, she had fled from your home
with her child, leaving that fearful letter behind. Did I
romain .an hour after that? No! Silently as she had
gone; I departed, leaving no trace, asking nothing, hoping
nothing but concealment and oblivion.” a

‘4« Hoping only impossibilities! T searched half over
England —not for her, but for you. In this pursuit I
chanced to meet your brother. He gither did not know or
would not tell me where you could be found, but.thought
it possible you had left the country. I made him my
friend. She had gone to America under an assumed
name. My agents learned that much, thongh her own
mother did not know that we had parted, but believed us to
be travelling together. Then I remembered the facility
and secrecy with which divorces can be got in this country,
and resolved to free myself from a tie that kept me chained
down from all happiness like a dog. The youth is sharp,
capable, and superbly handsome —in short, your brother,
Rachael. He undertook this matter; got recommended to
my wife’s trustees, who knew nothing of ber changed name
or our separation. She had desired them to send out a
capable person who would take charge of her affairs, and
they sent him. It was not long before he gained her entire -
confidence, and bega to talk with her of a divorce.”

“A divorce! How is that possible? I do not under-

stand.” _ .-
& Qh, it is the easiest thing in the world in some of the -

States. You have but to make a residence, pay liberally to
some- easy-conscienced lawyer, and the marriage ties drop

~ away like burnt pods.”

CONSULTATIONS,

“ And is a second marriage legal ? # ‘

. “In this country, yes. With us there might be a ques-
tion; but all places are alike to those who love. If this
can be a_rranged, you will no longer shun me, Rachaol 27 -

She lifted those eyes to his face one instant, then the
!ash?s slowly drooped over their brightness, but half-veil-
mgit. . :

“But she will never consent toit. How can she ?—how
can she? I would perish first.” '

¢ Ytou_ are right. She refuses; but T have a way of
reachln'g her —the child! I will take it from her. She
shall give that up, or give me up.” |

“You would not be so cruel. 'Thi
by rael. h.mk how she loves the
" h“ S(l)].;;mch the better. That love will insure success.

e child ence in my possession, she will mak i
to get her back.” - K Pk any smonifie

“But are you willing to be separated fr :
daughter?_” | P: om your little

“I would separate from everything on earth, Rachael, to

- besure that you love me, and will be mine forever. Be-

l.sides, the best interests of the child will be secured by hav-
ing her with her mother, who will be an heiress, with a
great property at her disposal. You know what ’a. Vproud
old family she came from, and how little need she has of
anything from me.”

“This is a strong reason why you should conciliate the
matter,” said Rachael, sadly. - “ Oh! Norton, would it not
be far better that I should go away again and hide myself?
A fow months of separation, and this feeling, which yOI.I

~ think so strong, will change, perhaps ; and oh! what can I

say? What shall Ido? ”
Her words were broken with sobs; the slender fingers

~ clasped over her eyes were wet with tears. He took hew

two hands in his, and wrung them passionately.
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“T would rather risk my own soul than trust you away

from me again” he said. “No-—mnol Al I ask is an -

assurance—a certainty that you will become my wife the
hour that I am free from -this woman-—that you will love
me—not as I love you, that is impossible, and I would not
gee your sweet nature so maddened ;—but you must give
me more than woman’s love—more than common trust.”

Rachael drew her hands away from his passionate clasp.
“When you are free—when you can ask these things hon-
orably —— I will answer,” she said, gently; “ but you have
a difficult task, and may never be able to claim the promise
you seek.” ‘ '

%This very night I will demand the child—then it will
be her turn to negotiate, Hepworth has gone to her now.
She does not know of my presence here. If she refuses
him, I will take her by surprise, and force her to a favorable
conclusion. You will remain here, Rachael, until my free-
dom is accomplished.” '

«That is impossible. I must not stay here another
week. Whatever her course is, mine must be above re-
proach.” ;

“But a week. You will give me this one week?

« T would give you my life, but not the good name which
is dearer to me than life.” _

« Oh, Rachael | what a grand creature you are !” ,,

« Grand, Norton? Oh, if you could comprehend how
weak I am-~how much I suffer—how my heart yearns for

the privilege of resting ! ”

& Ag it shall rest, my noble girl, when you are all in all -

to me!”

 Hush! not yet. You must not speak in this way to
‘me while another woman can call you husband. Remem-
ber, if she is proud, so am 1.”

« And with good reasons ; for where is there a woman to

match you?
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« Hush—~hush! Was not that a knock ? ¥

Rachael arose and opened the door as she spoke, Young
Hepworth stood on the outside. ‘

~ %1 hardly expected to find this gentleman hefé,” he said
addressing Rachael, and bowing to Norton; “in fact, Wa;
on my way to his hotel.”

Norton—for so the man bhad registered himself on the
 steamer-list and at the hotels, though a much higher name
sometimes trembled on the lips of Rachael Closs—came for-
ward af once. ' '

“Have you seen her ?” he questioned eagerly.

“She refuses—absolutely refuses—to seo you. I never
saw a creature so terrified in my life; but I have made
arrangements for admitting you when she will be quite

~alone. The child is there. I-heard it laughing in the next
room. There is the latch-key. The servants are disposed
}(i ,t el}n;t”hush! Rachael is listening. Shall we to go to your

The person they called Norton took his hat, and the two
went out together.

CHAPTER 1II.
THE SLEEPING CHILD,

“WonMAN, where is my child ? ”
. A shriek broke from the poor lady on whom these words
ell, Sh'e started up, white and trembling, flung out her
arms as if to repulse some object that threatened her, and
sank back in her chair, gaspiug for breath. ‘
, A tall and rather powerful man, haughty and stern in his
.rt;;lgth:, wag bend.mg over her, almost smiling at the terror
with which she quivered and shrank away from him. The
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poor creature caught & gleam of his white teeth through
the curving waves of his thick beard, and uttered another
cry, for she knew how hard and relentless was the feeling
from which that smile sprang. She could not move her
eyes from the man’s face; but as they met the_ cruel look in
his, they filled with wild terror, and her pallid Tips fell ajar
in deathly helplessness, as if they never would close again.
She was trying to speak, but could not.

“Woman, I say, where is my child ?”

Still she could mot speak; a shiver ran through her ab
each attempt, and she looked. piteously into that stern face,
imploring compassion with those frightened eyes.

But there was no pity in the man; his gray eyes dark-
ened with rage, a curse trembled unspoken on hig lips—the
very hairs of his soft, amber-hned beard curved and shook
under the excitement that possessed him. Ie laid his
hand upon her shoulder with a force that made her wince.

#Tell me where she is, or I will search for myself.”

“No, no! She is not here. I cannot tell. For mercy’s
sake—for mercy’s sake, leave me—leave me!” '

The wild voice broke; she clasped her hands, and held
them up imploringly; but he pressed that strong white hand
more sternly upon her shoulder, and under it she cowered
lower and lower in her chair, till the clasped hands fell
‘supinely in her lap, and she began to moan like a dumb

animal in pain. - |

Do not lift your hands to me, nor dare to look in my
face,”” cried the man, stooping his tall figure menacingly
over her; “for with you there shall be neither mercy nor

forbearance till that child is given up.”
“There never was - there never was! From the first

you had neither love nor mercy for me.”

& More than you deserved—a thousand times more than
you had a right to expect. But I did not come here to
bandy words. Will you speak out, and tell me where I can

find my child ?”
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“What do you want of her? Will 6 ¢
2 oub
what & ’ | you be qontent only
“No! I shall be content only when I have made certain
that you can never see her again,” ‘ '
. A wild terror came into the woman’ - '
terr, 8 eyes; they grew
dark as midnight, and she began to struggle,under gthat
powerful hand. ’ |
“Bub you shall not have her! I will di |
! I will die firgt—yes, die
ten thous::md deaths! She is my child as well as yoﬁrs,! »
'Thett}r]owe rang sharply throngh the room. Anguish had
given the poor mother strength to resist, b
her in the same stern resolve:  but he ansmerod
“It is useless, I have hunted you down, searched you
01?!:. Now comes the issue. Give her up peaceably, and I
will leave you in quiet, Resist—" ’
“But I will resist. So 1 ‘
Lt ong as I have a breath to draw,
h']:‘he woman broke from his hold and struggled out of her
c alrh.as she spoke. He stepped back and stood aloof
:&;}a‘tc ing hfar. Two doors opened from the room——one
1ou,c3.rh. jivhlch the man had entered, another, leading intc;
;1 ady_nn;ng chamber, that had access to the outer hall
¢ saw her eyes turn anxiously on that ing
by bon, dan oo y at door, and pushing
mA child ]a‘y upon a bed, which stood in the middle of the
: 0;1. A pillow around which a quantity of delicate lace
’tu ered as the draft swept over it, had been removed from
L S usu.ml .place to the centre of the bed, where the child lay
fopo}r;l.lt, l§ke & cherub pillowed among the clonds of Feaven :
b:: hlgh over 1t were silken gleams of delicate blue, such as,
ta'lg ten the skies after a thunder-storm, from which cur-
; léls' of trfznspztrent whiteness floated mistily, as if they
ac just drifted in through a snow-storm. Tt was after ten

Y
0 clock,z bat gas was turned down, as if for the night, under
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* 3 large alabaster shade, and the chamber was softly flooded,
as with the radiance of a harvest moon. _ |

Thus, the sleeping child was gpiritualized, and that man
~ who rushed through the door like a fiend, stood upon the
threshold rebuked by its innocent beauty. ‘While he thus -
paused, the woman sprang before him, and threw herself
toward the bed. This action aroused the demon in the man
he sprang upon her, seized her by the waist, and pinioned
her to his side with one strong arm, while be flung back the
curtains with a violence that wrenched them down, and
buried the child in a flood of whiteness.

All at once two plump white arms were flung sleepily
upward, and a pair of rosy little feet and dimpled legs
cleared their way out of those waves of foam-like lace—
then the child sat up and looked about with a bewildered
look of sudden wakefulness in her great violet eyes, and a
tremor of the mouth which threatened an outburst of tears,
Tor an instant the man seemed fascinated out of his evil
purpose by the earnest look of the child. The next he
darted toward her, but the woman caught his arms, and
with all her frail strength attempted to fling him back from
his prey. ' : _

¢ She is mine ! she is mine! you shall not touch her!”
He seized her by the two arms, and attempted to hurl her
from between him and the bed ; but she clung to him with
insane force, girded his neck with her arms, and pressing
herself against him, still cried out—*She is mine—she is
mine—you shall kill me before you reach her!” .

But the poor woman’s strength was nothing when op-
posed to the vast force of the man. He wrenched her arms
from his neck, and lifting her from his bosom, hurled her
from him fiercely and loathingly, as if she had been some

hideous reptile. |
She did not fall, but staggered against a eonsole table on

which the alabaster lamp was burning. It went over with
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a crash, scatteltinguthe carpet with fragments ; and now the
room had no .1Hum1natiou save the moonbeams that fell
thfm;gh ,the windows, for she bad turned off the gas
“Yes,” she cried out, in bitternes -
. 8 and fear, ¢
kill me first! I am not afraid to die.” ) tyon shal
& 1 {

B;t I wish you to live—you have not suffered half
:poug yet.. To kli! you would be meagre satisfaction,”
I.]SWGI‘Ed the man, with cutting sneers in his voice and ',
his face, as the moonlight struck it. ' "

H‘e did nof; observe it, but while he spoke the lady had
cautiously glided toward the bureau, and was opening a
sr}r}zal{l} ‘upper drawer. She was in shadow, and noiseless fs a
fh 08 ,hb_ub he. stood, as it were, on a flag of silver, cast
1. toug the window by the moonlight, which also se;lt its
ays on the bed. She saw that he had the child in hj
and became frantie. TS
‘ .
; ‘Com.e Do nearer. She is mine now,” he said, in astern
n;zs':ateﬁltr;gt-\;ome tI:iat sounded terribly through the still,
. ntil your ’ .
o y eath you shall never set eyes on her
“ .
taken’l‘h;n let dea:)h come now. Better that than see her
Irom me—Dbetter i i
ith etter in her grave with me than living
S The still in?ensity of passion was in her voice. She
cg;a.drl% upon him with sudden vehemence, snatched the
od. rom his grasp, wrenched the curtains of the window
. fta rom the silken cords that held them back, and in an
. ;i:nt th; room was enveloped in midnight blackness
o wzs ollowed. b:y a confusion of sounds, fearful Wh'is-.
per r?:ntl curses hissing through clenched teeth, the rush
o ;}s] ehof drapery, and low cries of terror. Then out
o wiih t:zl;ed tulr:ault and the darkness, crept a I’ittle
ars on her face, but too h fri
: _ , much frightened f
h(;l::d hcry;ng. She let herself down the broad ftaircase l:m
ands and feet, creeping through the darkness like i

¥
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cherub escaping from purgatory, and led by the gleam of a
street lamp, which flung an arrow of light through the door
that evil man had left ajar, the little creature pressed her
tiny figure into the opening, and directly stood upright,
with her naked little feet upon the cold stones of the pave-
ment, and her night-gown of snowy linen falling away from
her dimpled shoulders and sweeping the stones with its
" whiteness. She stood a moment, lookingup and down the
street in her innocent bewilderment, Then some sound
from the house frightened her, and she scampered away,

with her little arms in quick motion, and her lovely head -

thrown back, looking altogether like a lily drifting through
the moonlight.

Meantime the front door had closed with a jar that
‘thrilled through the silence which had fallen on the house—
for all was darkness above. A hand of some one mad with
affright had turned off the last jet of gas left burning in
the second story, and a white figure fluttered like a ghost
from toom to room, now in darkness, mow in gleams of
‘moonlight, and anon down the dusky stairs, where a light
was dimly shining. |

She paused here in deathly terror, looked up and down
the passage, then, hearing a footstep moving overhead, leaped
upward like a. deer, turned off the burning core of flame
from a painted lantern that swung there, and stood under it
with bated breath, whispering : '

“Clara, Clara, Clara!”

Nothing answered, nothing stirred,

" «8he has gone below,” thought the woman, with a gleam
of joy at her trembling heart; “I will find her and flee
into the street.” _

That moment she felt that a dark figure was leaning over
the banisters listening for some sound to guide him. She
“could hear the hot rush of breath as it escaped his lips, and
* knew that she had only. won a moment upon her enemy.
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Stealthily as a cat, noiseless as night-frost, she crept down
the passage into the basement.

A few moments the man listened, then his fierce tread
shook the stairs. Out from the lighted basement came the
woman, shutting herself into the darkness. 'When the man
attempted to grope his way downward, she stood in the pas-
sage a gleam of whiteness which he might have passed by
but for the shivering of her garments, and the heavy breath
which throbbed up from her bosom. . o

Not a word was spoken, not a shriek escaped her when his
hand clenched her wrist like a manacle, and he turned her
forcibly toward the stairs.

She went unresistingly; there was no need of the force
with which he half-dragged, half-carried her back to the
rooms she had left. In the clear radiance of a moonlit win-
dow he paused, still holding those hands firmly, and looking
all the evil passions of his soul down into her eyes.
~ “Woman, what have you done with the child ?”

#I do not know where she is. I could not find her.”

“Fool! I heard you talking with her.”

#No, no. - I spoke to the servant.”

The man laughed, and tightened his hold on her wrist,

¢ Iivery servant had left the house before I entered it.”

“(Oh, why did you enterit? We were ab rest. We
were getting to be so content.”

That moment the noise of a door closing made the man
start, and sent a wild smile over the pale face he looked
upon. In 'his surprise he loosened his grasp on her hand.
Quick as lightning she freed herself, darted through the
chamber door, and bolted it against him. ‘ ~
_ This was an awful moment to the poor woman ; she stood
inside the room, with her hand upon the bolt, and her face.
resting against the door, holding her breath, and cold as

stone from head to foot, S ’

What would he do next? How avenge himself upon her ?
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Every moment she expected the door to be beaten in, but

nothing came. Then the stillness itself became horrible.
It would have been some relief could she have heard the
man’s curses through the bolted door.

What was that? Smothered footsteps in the next room.-

Great heavens ! that door was unbolted ! ¥or a moment the
thought froze her to ice, but desperation made her bold, If
she could but reach the door—the bolt was inside. She
crept through the darkness with both hands extended, feel-
ing for the door. Not a breath passed her lips. The very
heart in her bosom stood still. Another step, and two pow-
erful arms were flung aroundher—a shriek, only one, and
an awfu] hush fell upon the darkness.

CHAPTER IIL

THE LOST CHILD.

TarousH the door which had closed so suddenly, a man
had passed who now stood within the railings waiting for
an opportunity to pass into the street,

After waiting in this situation awhile, the man ventured
out upon the sidewalk, and looking cautiously around, moved
swiftly away as if in haste to leave the mansion.

A policeman who stood in the shadows opposite, watched
the man with some professional curiosity, and got a fall
view of his face as the moonlight lay for the duration of
half a minute fall upon it.

This thing he observed particularly :

The man carried some small object under his arm, a box
- or a parcel, he was not sure which, but it was carried with
unusual carefulness, and the policoman thought with an
effort at concealment,
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When he reached the corner, this man hesitated and
looked up and down the cross streef, as if uncertain what
direction to take. This thoroughly aroused the suspicion of
the policeman, who moved in the same direction, still keep-
ing on the shady side of the street.

Much to his surprise, the object of his vigilance turned
back, and walked up and down the block, locking anxiously
about as if he expected some one, or had lost something.
He stood a moment or two opposite the house he had left,
and seemed to go away reluctantly. Just as he was turn-
ing the corner a second time the policeman was relieved,
but instead of going home kept on his way, holding the
man well in sight, until he entered what seemed to be a
tenement house in a narrow cross street near the water.

Not very long after this, another man of imposing pres-
ence, also opened the front door of the deserted dwelling,
and walked leisurely down the steps, and went away,
taking the direction in which the little glrl had d1sap-

peared.

It was not yet so late in the night that any chance
visitor might not be seeking his home, yet few persons were
passing just then, and there was none to observe that no

- light streamed from vestibule or window of the mansion.

The new policeman was at the other end of the block,
and it chanced that this tall stranger paSSed onf of the
house and the street quité unobserved.

But the first policeman who followed that suspicious
character, who carried a package under his arm, observed
that the man looked about all the time, as if he was in
search of something. Whenever he turned a corner, it was
to stand awhile and look up and down the block, then move
on slowly.

Once or twice he walked back, peering into an alley way
or down a cross street; but all the time he progressed to-
ward the tenement house, which the policeman had seen
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him enter. Satisfied that the man had been traced to his
lair, the patrolman went home, and took no further interest
in the matter-that night; but he had scarcely gone, when
the man came forth again, and began his slow search a
second time. He walked back almost to the house he had
left, lingered about it awhile, and returned down another
street, searching every shadow and corner as he went. He
carried no parcel with him this time, but seemed terribly
anxious to find something or some person that was lost.
But after awhile he returned to his home, and was seen no
more in the street that night,

* About half an hour after the man disappeared an old
woman came into the street he had left, who seemed in

haste to reach home, for it was getting late, and beyond the

hour when any woman should have been in the streets

alone.
-~ She was somewhat tall and neatly dressed, though evi-

dently of the poorer classes. The face which was clearly
gseen from under her black silk hood had a look of past
beauty in it, which, softened by the moonlight took the
semblance of an old picture,

In truth there was something of exultation in if, as if
some pleasant, if not eager thought were straying across
those old features, and she walked with the upright, vigor-
ous motion of & much younger person. All at once the

‘woman stopped and looked around, as if some one had

called to her.

Several persons were in sight, but all were occupied about
their own business, and had not heeded her. She stopped
“perfectly still, and listened in utter bewilderment.

“Gammal” ‘ '

Where had that voice come from 2" That piteous,. plead-
ing voice, soft as the coo of a dove, but with a sob of child-
ish grief in it,

“Gamma!”
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The old woman drew close to an iron railing, which
hedged in the area of a basement, and Jooked down. There,
sitting upon the eold bricks, in one corner, sat a little child;

with its white feet huddled under a linen nightgown, and

its little hands held up in pathetic pleading.

The old woman leaned over the railing, to make sure that
both eyes and ears did not deceive her. Then, with an
exclamation, she forced open the iron gate, and, in an
instant, stood wn;hm the enclosure, holdmg the child in her
arms,

“ My precious —my own, own darling — how came you
here ? - Who ?~—who ? Oh, mercy! what is the meaning
of this?”

The old lady began to ery; for the little creatute tram-

. bled in her arms like a chilled lamb, and began to pat her

cheeks with its mite of a hand, while dying sobs of grief
shook its little frame, as gusts of rain make a lily tremble
on its stalk. .

“Gamma |—gamma!” she sobbed, cresping under the
shawl that the old woman folded lovingly around her,
“Tara ecold.”

“Dear little creatilre, I know it; but how came you
here? Who on earth could have been so cruel? Did you
run away, darling 77’

The child sat up on the old woman’s arm, and held the
shawl like a tent over her head with hoth hands, as she

:  nodded her head, and gave out a lisping Yes,” plainly as
ping plainly

her imperfect speech and grieving mouth would permit.

“ And will little Clara go back again ?”’ ‘

The child nodded, and made a little struggle, as if she
wished to get down and walk. -

“No, no, pretty dear. Grandma is strong enough to
carry you that far. Bless me! how cold its little feet are.
Who could haye let her out ?”

Thus holding the shivering child in her arms, the old




42 LORD HOPE’S CHOICE,

woman made her way toward the house from which she had
escaped, wondering in her heart how the dear little soul had
chanced to be crouching in that damp area.

She found the house closed and perfectly dark. The ves-
tibule was still open, but not a gleam of light came through
the plate glass over its door, nor was there a sign of life in
the building. The old woman mounted the steps, and with
a thrill of something like horror, rang the bell. Why her
band should have trembled so, she could not have told. It
was not fear from the lateness of the hour, for Mrs. Yates
was a poor woman, and knew that old age, in garments that
provoked no man’s cupidity, was always safe, Besides, the
moonlight made the streets luminous almost as day. There
was nothing to fear; but the old woman trembled from
head to foot under the burden of that little child, and her
hand fell away from the silver knob at first, without pulling
ity for all strength seemed to have left her.

She conquered the strange emotion at last, and rang the
bell. * Its sharp tinkle reached her ear in the stillness, but
no one came, The house was four stories from the ground,
-and she reflected, while waiting there, that servants in the
upper story would be lifted far above the reach of any sound
" she could make,

Still she rang the bell more and more vigorously; for the
fair little face peeping out from under her sha.w.l seemed fo
plead with her for shelter.

Nothing came of it, however. The bell sounded gloomily
through the basement and up the halls, but it failed to
arouse the lady in the second story, or the servants under
the French roof; and after waiting minutes that seemed
hours, the old woman went down the steps again, and fold-

ing the child still more. closely under her shawl, made the.

best of her way home,
Daniel Yates was up, and sitting by the window when
his mothet came, toiling up a double flight of stairs, and

lips :
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entered one of the apartments in that tenement house
which he occupied.

His wife sat by the table, on which a lamp shed its im-
perfect light, sewing on some coarse garments which she
had taken from the shops. She looked up when the mother
came in, and dropped the work into her lap, lost in aston-

_ ishment, and arose.

¢Qh, the darling! the darhng' Thank God, they have
sent her back; but what is this, mother — her feet bare,
nothing but a- nlghtgown on? In the name of mercy, what
does this mean ?

The child reached forth her arms, and called out in the
swoetest and most caressing voice that ever left a baby’s

“It’s Tara—-take Taral”

The young matron snatched the child to her bosom, and
gathered the broken words from her sweet lips.

“She has been crying, mother., Her face is web w1th'
tears.” 4

“Poor thing, I know it. No wonder—no wonder, Ehza.-
abeth. Where do you think I found her ?”

“ Where ? 7 demanded Daniel Yates, standing up in visi-
ble excitement. “Where did you find her ? ”

% Huddled up, like a drift of snow, in the corner ¢ of a
damp area, crying softly to herself like a lost angel that
she is.” ,

“ Hush,” said the man, looking keenly around; “not so
loud, mother-—the very walls have ears.” '

“Well, what then?” said his wife. “Mother is only
tellmg the trath—what if they do hear ?

“They must not know that the child was even taken
away. No matter why—there is a reason,” answered the
man, almost in a whisper. “I have been scarching for it,
up and down, up and down. How came you to find it,
mother ? 7
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# Chance. Oh! yes, God does sometimes make such
chances. She called to me. The night was still, and her
little voice made the heart leap into my mouth. Then I

saw her face uplifted, like a lily in the moonlight, and her,

little hands moving to and fro, as she attempted to help

herself up from the bricks. Fow she came there is beyond

ny knowing, but she is here again, God bless ber.”

The young mother tlghtened her arms, and drew the little
creature to her besom with a sigh of infinite tenderness.
The ¢hild clung to her lovingly, laid her head upon the
motherly bosom, and, after a few soft murmurs, dropped
asleep.

¢ Shall I put her into bed with the other‘?” asked the
grandame, reaching forth her arms for the child.

% No, let her sleep with us,” interposed Yates, who had
been walking up and down the floor. “Itis better so. She
must not be left out of our sight. Remember that.”

Mrs. Yates arose, and carrying the child into an adjoin-
ing room, laid it on her own neat bed, leaving a kiss
apon the smiling mouth, as she prepared to lay down by its
side.

Another bed-room opened through an opposite door, in
" which old Mrs. Yates slept. In this was a fanciful little
bedstead, large enough for two children, but quite out of

keeping with the furniture of the apartment, for a canopy’

of lace looped back with rose-colored ribbons fell over it,
and a silken quilt, rich in brilliant colors, but somewhat
soiled, gleamed under it like a trampled flower-bed, in which

a child had fallen asleep. This child was about the same

age as little Clara, but her form was more robust, her fea~
tures coarser, her hair of a deeper color; but to a casual ob-
server, the two children were not unhke.

A low cot-bed in one corner of the room should, at this
hour, have been occupied by the old lady; but she only

looked jnto the room, and closed the door a little cautiously, -
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as if she did not wish the wife to hear. Then she sat
down by her son, and asked what it was that troubled him.
Yates answered in a low voice. Then she asked a series

breath, casting his eyes anxiously at the bed-room door, as
if fearful of being overheard. After some minutes of this
suppressed conversation, Yates went into the hall, opened a
side closet there, and brought in a malachite box, wluch the

. old woman locked in the drawer of a bureau that stood in

the room, and of which she always kept the key.

After this, mother and son went to their rooms, oppressed
with anxiety.

One thing had happened that night which no one had
observed. Just after old Mrs. Yates took up little Clara, a
tall man came slowly round the corner, looking up and
down as if in search of something. When he saw the old
‘woman coming up from a neighboring area, with a child in
white garments clinging to her neck, he uttered a sharp ex-
clamation, and started forward as if to intercept her; but a
second thought seized upon him, and he stood a moment as
if to consider, then withdrew into the shadows and walked
after the woman, always keeping her at a distance, but still
in sight, exactly as the policeman had dogged the steps of
Daniel Yates.

When Mrs. Yates entered the tenement house, this man
followed her closely, and crossing the street, he went up to
the door, and was evidently searching for the number.

The woman, he observed, had used no latch-key, and he
judged, that, like many other tenements of the kind, the
outer door was left unlocked. He tried the latch, 6pe,ned
the door softly, and picked his way up two flights of stairs,
just in time to see what apartment the old woman entered.
Then he went softly dowh stairs, and disappeared.

- of brief, sharp questions, which he answered under his

-
LI
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CHAPTER IV.
THE MIDNIGHT VISIT.

Berwrex eleven and twelve o'clock that night Rachael
Closs was alone in her room.

Early in the evening young Hepworth had been there,
and conversed with her in a hurried way about the man in
whom they both took so much interest. ‘

- «He is determined he will not leave her without some
written agreement for a divorce or the child. It is Satur-
day evening. I know the habits of her household, The
gervants are sure to go out. He will have a clear field.
The mother and child will be entirely in his power, and she
is afraid of him. I know that from the shudder of dread
that crept over her when I first spoke of the possibility that
_ he might cross the ocean. 'She is a timid woman with all
her pride, and turned white as death when I gave his mes-
sage.”
«Ts it possible that she loves bim yet 77 inquired Ra-
chael, in a low, thoughtful voice, as if asking the question of
her own thonghts. ' ‘ '

4T do not know. It is difficult judging of these quiet,
proud women ; but.the persistence with which she refusés
to accede to a divorce seems to point that way. Don’t you

think so?*
% Think so—think what?” demanded Rachael, starting

put of her reverie.

“«Qh! you are thousands of miles away—there is no use
in talking when no one listens.”

« But I do listen—~what were you saying?” _

«That it was just possible that beautiful lady was in love
‘with her husband yet.”’

“You think so~—you deem it likely ?”
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“Well, yes; where women are concerned, I think all
sorts of contradictions likely. She certainly listens with
strange eagerness when I speak of him.”

“She thinks you his friend.”

“I am simply the business agent recommended by her
trustees to transact her business, and communicate with her
friends abroad under her directions. She knows me only in
that _capacity. But she has been led to trust me .a little
al_:td in a friendly way I have suggested this idea of ;
d'IVOI’CB. At first she received it angrily. I never saw a
lively color in her face before, but this time it flamed up

- hotly enough.”

“ But she listened, you say ?* | .

“Very impatiently; for awhile she seemed snspi(:ious
that'by some means the proposition came from him, but I
convinced her that it was only a passing idea, and hc;r hus-
band probably was ignorant that a divorce was pessible.”

“Did she ever speak of me ?7” |

“No; I think the name would blister her tongue.”

A dark smile swept over Rachael’s face.

“I think she hated me from the first,” she said.

“ Probably,” answered Hepworth; “ women like you are

- not generally popular with their own sex.”

¢ ’l‘h-at is:, perhaps, because we do not seek popularity in
that direction,” answered Rachael, and a flash of humor

shot over her dark face;  women are not generally kind or -

merciful to each other, I think this lad .
i ' ; ¥ would not
if she heard that Rachael Closs were dead.” grieve
Hepworth Closs — for that was hi . :
- as his full —
unusually serious. : ull name — looked

“1 sometimes wish we had never meddled ‘with this rﬁat—

ter, Rachael, It must be wrong, when his nime makes a °

cr}e:ature 80 ‘g(_)o‘d and gentle turn deathly white as she did
V;'I en I mentioned it. I think if you were out of her wa;a
she would draw a free breath for the first timeé since she left
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England. Poor lady! I do pity her, so young, so beautiful,
and alone!” -

Rachael answered nothing to this, but fell into thought
again, while Hepworth amused himself with a lot of ivory
counters which he arranged in piles, and assorted over and
over before his companién exhibited a wish to converse.

All at once she looked up and spoke:

“ Then you think there will be no danger in this inter-
view, though, as you said just now, she is a beantiful

woman.” ‘

_«Danger—no! As for beauty, that is a thing which has

little influence when a man once gets familiar with it;
"besides, the interview will be a stormy one—she will not
give up readily.” - o

«But there may come up old memories —she may be
gentle and forgiving.” '

"«All in vain I tell you; these two persons are separated
forever! The man who has once loved Rachael Closs well
enough to put away his wife in the wild hope of attaining
her, will never look back again.”

“You really think this, Hepworth ?”

«Think! Why, how can you ask ? In my whole life T
have never met a woman so gifted with the subtle power
which holds men prisoners. Can you fear that this one
will be stronger than the rest?”’

. %Yes, Hepworth, I do fear.,” -

“And why?? -

¢ Because I love him.”

% Rachael, are you so weak? Are you really jealous of
this poor, deserted lady ?”

“Yes; I tremble at the thought that she can be permit-
ted to speak with him agsinj for, after all, he must have
loved her once. She is the mother of his child.”

Hepworth took up his hat angrily. :

“ Norton told me that he intended to call here some time
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before midnight,” he said: “but T advise you to let him
see nothing of this folly. He is your slave now. XKeep
bim s0.” :

She did not seem to hear him, or know when he left the
apartment, Hours and hours after that she sat alone, wait-
ing, not in a reverie, but anxious and alert. Her face was
pallid under its waves of black hair, her eyes were restless,
her lips in constant motion, though they uttered no sound.

Now and then she would lean forward and listen. At

last she heard the footsteps she had been waiting for; but

it was far down the staircase, and, for the first time, she
seomed to become conscious that her room was in some dis-
order. A striped camel's-hair shaw], such as ladies of the
botter classes sometimes use when travelling, lay on a sofa,
and, near it, a pretty straw bonnet, with long strings that
trailed to the floor. :

She took these articles up, opened a travelling trunk, and

- crammed them in reckiessly, as if used to such rude pack--

ing. ‘

Then she picked up a book and some papers from the
floor,"smoothed her bair in front of the mantel glass, and,
casting a quick glance around the room to make herself sure
that everything was in order, sat down under the centre
gas-light, and took a newspaper in her hand, which she
seemed to be reading. Still her head was bent sideways.

She was, in fact, listening for the footsteps that had never

failed to bring the blood, in irregular beats, from her heart
—sometimes in joy, sometimes in fear, but always tumul-
t}lously, for she loved the man who was coming, with a pas-
sion intense as it was dangerous. ‘

The door opened, and the man called Norton, entered. -

Sl-lé restrained the impulse to start up and meet him, but
laid down the paper quietly, and seemed waiting for him to
speak, But he remained silent, lifting his hat from his

kead with a heavy sigh. Then she looked up, and their

3
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eyes ‘met. Hers were heavy with an expression whmh he
had never seen before, It was shrinking, apprehensive, as
if she dreaded the news he might bring her. He was pale
and terribly excited. With a precaution, which seemed to
thrill her with fear, he turned back and tried the door.

«Well” she questioned, rising slowly from her chair,
and laying a hand upon his shoulder, “have you nothing
to tell me?2”

He pushed her hand from his shoulder, and turned away.

¢ Nothing that can give you pleasure.” |

“ But you have seen her; I know it by your face.”

#Yes, I have seen her.”

“And the child?” ,

¢ T gaw that too, as far as the half-light would let me.”

#And you secured it—you brought it away ?”

The woman spoke eagerly, and her eyes began to kindle.

“No,” he answered; “she baffled me there, The child
escaped.” ‘ '

Rachael made an impatient gesture with her hands

¢ Escaped you, Norton ? I will not believe it.”

¢ Stil) it is true. She escaped, or was hidden from me—
T cannot tell which., 'When I saw her, she was undressed,
and sound asleep.”
~ % Upon her bed 2

%Yes, upon her bed. I had the child in my arms.”

“Who was strong enough to take her from you?”

The man took out his handkerchief, wiped some heavy
drops from his forehead, and laughed till the edges of his
white teeth shone through the golden curve of his mous-
tache as he answered :

% She was strong enough, At any rate, she did it.”

“But not without a struggle, I should think.”

#No; we had a struggle—in the dark, too, for she put
out the lights, and thus baffled me.” -

“And you were alone with her. I wonder—”
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% Well, what do you wonder.? That I did not kill her ? ?

“«Kill her!” repeated the woman, with a shudder,
“ What put that idea into your head ?”

“ What put this whole infernal scheme into my head ?
Can you tell me that? This woman was the mother of my
child. She loved me once, or I thought she did, and I—”

Rachael uttered a sharp cry. You would have thought
the word he hesitated to speak had been a blow, she shrank

- from it so piteously.

“(Oh, Norton, do not say that! !

“ What dxd Isay? Nothmg, except that the child has
escaped me.’ '

“I thought nothing could escape you,” answered the
woman, bitterly, for through all her love she felt the sting
of that unuttered word, and the insalt of his deﬁant
manner,

The man laughed, and becran to pull his sﬂken moustache
fiercely, as if she had angered him. '

She sat down by the table again, and took up the paper,
grasping the edge hard, as if she were making a strong
effort to keep her hand steady.

“So you intend to leave the child with her,” she said,
after awhile, looking up from the paper, as if she had been
reading. )

“Who says that I intend any such thing? I tell you
what, Rachael Closs, I would not go through another scene
like that T have come from -to-night for all the fortunes in-
England. T did not think it would have been so hard, but
when [ felt her hands clinging to mine, and heard the old,
pleading voice, imploring me not to—not to—why, Rachael,”
how strangely you look at me ! how white you are! Surely

you did not expect me to force the only child from a moth- * %

er’s arms without a strurrgle, and without such pleading as
would break a common man’s heart ? .
Rachael Closs did not answer at once. She was locking
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at him steadily, but with a far-off expression of the eyes, as
if she observed some painful object in the distance, with
which he had nothing to do.

% She was hard to persuade. She pleaded, she clung to
you, with her arms around your neck, perhaps,” she said,
dreamily. .

“Yes, her arms were around me more than once, poor
thing ! poor, wronged woman,” answered the man, leaning
his elbow on the mantelpiece, and covering his eyes with
one hand, . .

Rachael broke up her abstracted gaze at once, and
a strange, wild flash shot from her eyes.

“And yet you did not cast her from you ?”

“«No matter what I did,” answered the man, dropping
his arm from the mantelpiece. “Have you any brandy in
the room ?” : |

She brought a flask from her travelling-basket, and he
poured some of its contents into a glass; but his band
shook so nervously that the dark liquid was spilled over it.

Rachael attempted to pour some water into the brandy,
but he pushed her back with one hand, and lifting the glass.
to his mouth with the other, drained it eagerly.

“Now,” he said, turning upon her, as the hot potation

mounted to his brain, and burned in his eyes, “let us have"
this question settled. You needn’t look so disappointed. I -

mean to have the child, let what will follow, and have her
quietly, too. She is not in that house, and I know where to
find her. My wife will never have a chance to thwart me
again,” : '

“What do you mean? Why?”

The woman asked these questions under her breath,

“What do I mean!” answered the man, imitating the
low huskiness of her voice, while a mocking smile stirred
his mouth. “Why, this: The child is safely housed where
1 can find her. Children are swarming like bees in the
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building they carried her to. One, more or Tess, will never
bo missed. Had I known as much yesterday as I do now,
this disturbance might have been avoided.”

« But you have seen her ?” said the woman, with feline
gentleness. - -

«Yes. I have seen her scared face; I have felt her poor,
trembling arms clinging around me; I can hear her voice
now, pleading, begging, moaning, as animals do when their

© young are torn from them. I tell you, Rachael Closs, if I

could live a thousand years, that voice would haunt me to
the end.” :

The woman stood motionless gazing on his face. What
did his speech mean? What secret reason had he for
knowing that his memory would be so baunted ? She dared
not ask the terrible question that looked dumbly through
the smouldering blackness of her eyes; but, unspoken, they
seemed to disturb him, for he flung impatiently away from
her, and began to pace the room, up and down, up and down,
like an unchained maniac, She watched him awhile very
anxiously, but waited till he paused a moment close to her,
when she laid her hand on his arm and attempted to soothe
him. ' |

¢“ Do not walk so heavily, my friend. It may arouse per-
sons in the adjoining room, and the hour is late.”

“TLate? Ves; I daresay! It seems an eternity since
the sun went down.” '

“Yes,” answered the woman, wearily; “it has been a
bitter night for more than yourself. Woaitiug is worse than
action,” '

The man took her hands between his and pressed them
hard.

“You are not disappointed, Rachel; I can see that. I<
have not secured the child, and have failed to persuade her
into the other arrangement. But I had no time. She was
terrified at first, and the whole interview was so stormy
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that talking of a divorce was out of the question. I went
prepared to offer terms—to explain how easily such things
are done in this country; but she gave me no chance.
After a parting like ours, it was not to be expected.”

“T did not expect that she would ever consent to a divorce.
How could she, being your wife? And if she had, there
would still be an impediment to the other marriage, which
you at one time seemed so anxious for.”

“At one time, Rachael? Always—always! Since I
first dreamed it possible that you could love me, this marri-
age has been the one wish of my heart. When you fled
here to avoid me, I resolved that nothing could keep us
apart-—that po tie should prove strong enough to keep me
from your presence.”

“But a tie does exist, Norton, which even you can nevér
break or put aside, and which must forever keep us apart.
No divorce that could be obtained in this country would
sanction any woman in assuming the place of your wife.
Remember the haughty and powerful family to whlch she
could appeal 1”

“I forget nothing. But all the dxfﬁcultles you point
out only make me more resolute-—more determined. But

why talk this over again? Men who have the courage to .

~ work out their own destinies, do it without counsel or help,
cruel or not.” :

“ Cruel—cruel—” Rachael checked herself, and put one

hand to her forehead, as if to collect her thoughts, “What
did you mean by that, Norton ? 7/ "

“No matter. 1 am tired, and harsh things have hap-
pened to-night that make me savage. Forgive me, Ra-
chael, if I have said anything wrong. What with excite-
ment and a little too much of the brandy, I am not my rself.”

Norton wiped away some heavy drops that stood on his
forehead. Certainly the excitement must have been terrible
which brought the moisture back, almost instantly, where 1t
stood, like ra.m, a8 he spoke.
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«T will go away now, Rachael, for you look tired, and I
am no company for a delicate female, who ought to love me
in spite of my rudeness, To-morrow I shall see you again,
and we will begin this battle afresh, for it promises to be &
hard one. Good—mghb You forgive me ?”

¢ Yes.”

Rachael made an ~effort to smile, but he had frightened
her too thoroughly for that. She laid her hand in his, and
he felt that it was cold as ice.

“My poor girl! how my rough words have hurt y(m'
Say once more that you forgive them ! 1%

T cannot! T cannot!” she cried ouf, Wlth a burst of

passion.
« Cannot forgive me, Rachael 77

T did not mean that, I do forgive; bub my throat pains
me, and words come through it like sharp things that cut
their way. I am nervous—sick.”

« Disappointed,” said Norton, humbly.

“ Disappointed ¢ Yes; I may as well own 1t—but nob
much, I shall be well to-morrow.”

% Good-night, then. Go and and get some rest. We
both need it. Good-night.”

““(ood-night,” she said, watching him with heavy eyes
as he went away.

Then she fell into a chair, ﬂung out her arms on the

~ table, and sat there, drearily, till the clock had struck

twice.
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CHAPTER V.

THE CHAMBILR OF DEATH,

TaE soft, warm light of a summer’s moming broke -

through the falling draperies of that shrouded window, and
filled the room with an atmosphere of serene quiet. But
what should have been the delicate resting-place of a sleep-
ing woman, was one scene of wild disorder. "The bureaq
drawer was half open, and its contents tossed toward one end,
Toilet bottles were overturned, and their contents staine(i
the white marble; one of the delicate satin chairs wag
knocked down and broken.

The carpet was strewn with the broken pieces of an ala-
baster lamp, and scattered over with torn fragments of lace.

In the midst of this still picture thrown across the dark-
ened whiteness of the bed, a beautiful woman lay prone and
cold, her violet oyes open, her lips apart, and one hand
grasping the muslin of her dress, where it lay in folds upon
her bosom, as if she had died struggling for breath. RBil-
lows of lace fell over and around her; but close to her per-
son they were stiffened and red with blood. The hair

bright and glossy, had broken Ioose over her shoulders as it;
fell around them, the only lifelike thing in that ghastly
ToOm.

Just where a gleam of sunshine shot like an arrow be-
tween the parted folds of the curtain something bright glite
tered upon the carpet. It was a small poniard, the handle
fretted with enamel, the blade sharp as a serpent’s tongue -
on which venom burned redly. v ;

As the morning wore on, a knock came softly from the

“chamber-door, then the latch was softly turned and g ruddy
Irish face looked in. A shriek—a wild rush down the stairs
cries of distress, and in ten minutes a crowd was before th;
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house, a policeman at the door, and the terrible mystery of
that death-chamber was given to the world. The serva.nts,
huddled together in the front basement, gave out what little
intelligence they possessed in fragments of broken speech ;
terror was on every countenance. Wild conjectures too?;
the place of facts, Who was this lady, so young, so beauti-
ful, but without associations ; almost unknown even to her

. very servants ?

Tt soon came out that she had lived in the house nearly a
year, and for a time geemed to find great interest in fur-
nishing it. But this accomplished, her life had settled
down into perfect seclusion and quietness. She had a ﬁl.le
library, and read much, exercised rare talent as an artist 1n
a little studio in the top of the house, and sometimes spent
days together occupied with needle-work. The light cgrr?-
age was often seen in the park, but she always rode in ff‘
alone. Sometimes she took long walks, such as few Ameri-
cans ever indulge in, and altogether her habits were those
of ‘a highly bred English lady. But she sought nocompan-
jonship and never spoke of her antecedents to any human
being, except one, and he was as little known as herself.
This was all that a searching examination by the reporters.
could elicit. By examining the passenger list of an Euro-
pean steamer, they found that a lady registered as Mrs. J.
Hurst arrived in the country about the time the house was
taken. At the hotel where she had stopped a few days,

_ there was only a vague remembrance that she bad appeared

to be in great trouble; but beyond this, no information
could be added to that already made public.
Of the death itself less evidence could be obtained. The
_servants by their own account had all been out that eve-
ning, and must have been absent at the time it oceurred,
" They were all intensely excited, and talked so completely b
random, that nothing but the roughest rumors reached the -
public press.
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- That afternoon the coroner’s '
, . ner's jury met, and in the daint
;hzm'ber where the beautiful form still iay, untouchedm:ng
losi; in shadows that were solemn ag the erave, h id
inquest, e
| infg‘rlﬁasgz;a:ts were ;:Tosely examined, but they had little
0 give, No person had visited th
day except old Mrs. Y Mt Title Orase 1oy
. Yates, who brought little Cl
grandchild, to see Mrs, Hurst. Th “boen 1 e
: . . . lady had been i
habit of sendin is chi commed vory fond of it
g for this child, and seemed ve i
of & ry fond of it—
;ZI;ZESHJ;] wl;]er:l Séle thought that no one was observing ;:ner
she had been generous as a faj ' '
Lnde 8 iry to the little crea-
ure in the way of clothing and trinkets, and deli hted
give her pleasure, | , gt e
chg‘dha:nzvizing} olders. Yates neglected to come for the
, 10 chamber-maid offered to take it home;
I());Zt;a crept into Mrs. Harst's lap, clung to her neTI: ’wll)::lht
oy h?:]ns,. and pr?f;ested, with all her might, against return-
c];ied the, at which, the lady, who seemed in. trouble, de-
prared ¢ at she should stay and sleep with her, and at :Jnce :
chg 1;) 0 undtess her. After this, Maggie went into the
o Sm };r' to prepare. the bed, and through the open door saw
and.di ngr&;t ;mbracmg the child, kissing her white shoulders
and.s iple l]feet:, a8 they were exposed in the undressin
o %Ly;:v%*] er own cheek lovingly against that of ‘tli;
¢ cor.al_neck?_n Miggle last saw the lady, she had unclasped
: ace, her own gift, from Clara’s ne '
. 1 gi ck, and held i
;)::g;fl: IJrea.;:lh,] fwl;ule the little creature struggled’for it ?1:1::
g half-crying, and uttered a crow - amph
ying, of sleepy tri
:;hen tl'Je | lady gave 1t up with another embracepg’ndr:.ligh
noﬁpﬁflozzte.klsses. The fact was, Maggie said she di:il
oo 1 : by Set ;)deea of i;é}tlkmg up poor children and spoiling |
) cause they were handsome as angel -
[ T e s ‘
:;v;eg vlflcesfso she just left Mrs, Hurst to pft tl:; illlljg
Dan? 1 Yerself. "Yes, one more person came in that evenin
nie ates; his mother had gone out, 80 he came aftf;
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the child himself. «I went up stairs,” said Maggie, ¥ an’d_
only half opening the door, and without
e Clara was sound

go home without

told the madam,
looking 1in. She answered that littl

asleep, and Daniel Yates would have to
her.”
tAnd did he go?” asked one of the jury.

«He got up to go,” answered Maggie; « but I wanted
te take a little run around the corner, and asked him to
stay till I came back, He promised that he would ; but
when T came back he was gone, and Matthew Stacy was

here with the cook, drinking mint juleps as if madam’s base-

ment parlor was a bar-room. I say nothing, but such car-

ryings-on is shameful.”
The other two servants, when questioned, knew abso-

lutely nothing. Their duties had not called them upstairs
and they had not seen Mrs. Hurst at all
The house was in order as usual
when they returned home, except that the hall lights were
put out, which occasioned no surprise, as Mzs. Hurst had
been known to turn off the gas with her own hands more

than once when the servants had neglected it.
When all three of the servants had been examined and

cross-examined, the jury were about to bring in a verdict
of suicide, when a policeman came in and changed the com-
plexion of the case entirely.

Was anything missing from the house? Had a small
box, loaded with some bright metal, disappeared ?

The servants were recalled, and answered promptly.

«Yes; madam had a box of some green substance, with
gilded bands about it. That box was kept in the basement
where the parlor safe stood. Madam put the box into the
safe with her own hands, and kept the key up stairs. If if
was gone, some one must have stolen the key.” o

« What did the box contain?” _
Maggie had never found it open bub once, and then she

that afternoon,
since her dinner hour.
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saw folded papers, jewel cases, some loose gold, and a chain

of bright stones, possibly diamonds (she was no judge),

with other things which she could not distinctly remember.

One thing was certain, the box opened with a small golden

- key, that Mrs, Hurst always wore attached to her watch

chain. Had any one looked for the wateh ?

The coroner arose and bent over the dead woman, No

chain was about her neck, and the watch was gone,

Here arose suspicious motives for crime. Some one had
evidently robbed the house and murdered the lady. Who
was the person ? , )

The story of Maggie Casey was confirmed by some loose
garments lying in a chair near the door—a pretty white
dress and tiny kid boots, all of exquisite quality, and far
foo expensive for a poor man’s child. But other garments
were found of coarser material, and Jess elaborately orna-
mented — garments that had been worn, and evidently
exchanged for those in the chair, 1t seemed as if the lady

. had amused herself with dressing the poor man’s child like
a little princess while she remained in the same house with
her. - :

A necklace and sleevelets of twisted eoral—delicate pink
coral, such as travellers brin g from Naples—were also found
trampled into the carpet, the elasps broken, and some of the
beads scattered, as if 3 heavy foot had trod on them.

Some of these beads had rolled into a little pool of blood
that lay just under the edge of the bed, and had coagulated
around them. Maggic had seen this coral in the hands of
the child just before she went to sleep, . and recognized it
with a shudder, ‘

Whete was the child ?  Had that been murdered like her
benefactress ? Who was the old woman—the grandmother ?
Possibly she could throw some light upon this mystery,

Maggie had retreated to one of the windows, and wag
looking out upon the dense crowd of people, who fairly
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choked up the street. Among thgm shfa saw anfold W(?m":;:
tall, slim, and heat in her apparel, striving to force & pas-
, - .

to the front door. o

E"a%eT(Izere she is!” the girl cried, pointing her ﬁnierta.t :]};:
! i ing i sheet ;.

n. “There she is, looking as white as a :
::;:.]aie at the v.vindow, and throws up her arms, beggz}:ﬁ
some one to help- her through the crowd. .Sh‘;mll,II 31:)_:: o
door, sir, and tell the policeman to !et her in t ’,g ¢
she ;s searching for the little girl this verﬁ ?muﬂey: 01&. e

| i d order, and direc s
The coroner gave a whispere ) : .
Yates came into the death-chamber, trem.});ing bhk:: t';t:;
e i She looked wildly abou
en and white as a ghost. . . ;
:zopm but in the dim light saw nothing but sh.ad(])wy ga;ln
fusi0:1 ; then her vision cleared—that pale, beautiful wo

upon the bed seemed to move among the matted lace. The

poor old woman east a piteous look on the faces that sur-

rounded her. L o doad 27
“Ts that her? Is she dead? o
Thi question dropped in syllables from .her white lips.

She shrank back toward the door, trembling ax?d terrolll'-

stricken, cas