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A Mad Love.

By the author of “Lover and Lord.”
CHAPTER X VIl.— Continued,

“I rang and ordered tea, as [ spoke, and
never ceased talking wlile the servant was
in the room, telling bim a thou<and frivo-
lous itews of village goseip that 1 did mot
know wy memory held, and bantering
him about the headache that would make
him a dismal hridegroom on the morrow;
and all the time my heart held such an
aoguish of dread and horror unutterable
as must needs have broker it, if hearts
could break.

“At last vhe servant went, thinking no

peared, it could be as a minister of ven-
geauce that the dead girl cawe amongst
us in living flesh and blood after seven
long years, and in the moment of Bruce’s
return, I could not tell whether the
sight of her would be horrible to him as
it was to me. I half hoped he would
shrink from and avoid her; but from the
first he loved her with a mad love, and
was her abject slave. You know the rest;
is there any more to tell?”

“Yes; just one thing.
leave Darcholme, Crystal;
gove, why did you returp?”

“Why?"” she echoed, with a bitter langh.
“I can not tell you. I think I went be.
cause I could not Jonk on Ethel’s innocent
face and remember the probable fate be-
fore her. I came back because something
drew me—something told me that the end
was at hand.”

Why did you
and, having

doubt that he had left a merry couple; I
am sure the echo of my laughter followed
him across the hall: and then—theu I 1an
into the dining-room, and, taking a bottle
of braudy from the cellaret, poured some
of its contents into Bruce’s cup.

“‘Drink that,” I =aid. ‘It will roure
you'—for he seemned drowsy. ‘You wouid
not duze in Florence’s company; and as

you will pay your last visit to the White
House after dinner, I think you had bet.
ter have a refreshing nap now; at any
rate, | can spare you no more time, as [
musi try on my dress,’

“l Jeft nim then, well aware that no
one would venture to disturb him, and
kept wy maid with me for an hour or
more, trying her patience with a hundred
fanciful complaints and rewarding it with
a little gracious gossip—all, as [ assured
ber, gathered from Sir Bruce, Both pro-
ceedings were out of all keeping with my
chara ter; but the girl was not a keen
critic, aud they served to convince her
what a pleasant chatty hour Sir Bruce
and | bhad had.

“‘We never heard him come ™’ she
remarked once; and | answered careless-
ly—

“‘No; he came through the veranda,
seeing me there. By the bye'—with a
little start as the clock chimed out seven
—‘what can make my aunt so late?’

“‘1 was just wouvdering. It is quite
dark now,’ the girl replied, drawing down
the blind; ‘and my lady so dislikes a dark
drive. Ab, what is that?’

“It was a groom riding post-haste up
the avenue—a groom in the Medwin liv-
ery; and I knew that the moment I so
dreaded, yet so longed for, had come.

“Acting on the impulse of the momeut,
I ran down the stairs, followed closely by
the pale and frightened Emma,

“*‘My aunt!’ I cried, meeting the man
at the deor. ‘Lady Dare—there has been
an accident! Something is wrong!’

“*!Nov with her, miss,” the groom an-
swered, with impatient civility; and his
eyes traveled past me and eagerly round
the hall; ‘but there is terrivle news for
Sir Bruce. Is Sir Bruce here?’

“‘Yes, yes; fetch him, some one! And
your news? I cried, letting my terror
show itself plainly now.

“Is as bad as can be, miss. My young
lady went to meet Sir Bruce at the sta-
tion,’

“‘To meet Sir Bruce! Why, Sir Bruce
has been here more than two hours,’ [
gasped desperately; and the maun shook
his head.

“‘She never reached the station, miss;
she was met and robbed ar.d murdered on
ber way; they bave just found ber body
in the woed.’

“My ecream of terror was followed by !
s aoll smothered groan, The man and I
looked quickly rouna jast in time to see
Bruce fall heavily to the ground,

“The scrvauts broke into a shrili chorus
of dismaved svmptaby; but in my heart
1 thavked Heaven as [ had never thanked
it before; for I knew that while that in.
gensibility lasted he was safe.”’

* * * * E *
“Ican pot dwell on what followed,
r:una‘n.i.” l’,jr)‘sta] n'um, a f!‘W min uteé 1

later, when she bad regained sowething |

like strength and calmr; “it is and aiways ]
. |

Las been & dream of nigktmare horror

'
WO |
|

me, Besides, you know the rest—the ‘n- |
quest, the verdict, Bruce's long ilneas, |
ard the delirnom from which he awoke,
with his mind a perfect blank.”

f'Y"“,” the man r"p]io:ti inalow tone:!

“out, f'v‘v\'tl:\l, a0 YoM mean that afuer
that, through all these years, he peveg re. |
membered?”’
Crystal did not
be saw tnhe thin fingers tighten up.u each |
and the brows

answer instautlv; but
other in a convulsive clasp,
contract in a spaxin of fierce pain.

“l do mot
pow,’” she almost whispered;
times, Ronald, 1 am glad he told the whole
story often in his raviugs, but never once
But ] have seen him

know |

sone-

know—never szhaill

“and

when he was sane,
watch mie wi i1 a curious terror in
eyes; and once—""

“And once,”’ Ropald Dare repeated,
she paused, trembling violently,

“Once, it a Jast de-perate ctfort to save
Etbel Ross-Trevor from what seemed her
inevitable fate, I asked him if he knew of |
po insuperable obstacle between them—of |
pothing that made it #in for him to marry
auy girl. He turned upon me with un-
governable fury, and threatenet to have
me locked up as a madwoman—me! Oh, |
wy poor, poor Brueel”

“And theu?”

“Then [ felt that things wust take their |

coumse—that fate wesstrong foF "me. 1 |
bad felt, fiom the moment Kihel ap-

hie

a=

' refines and eunobles—sorrow bravely and

| at least three minutes over time,”

| thought, with a dull patient pain.
’

Ronald stood watching her in pitiful
| silence, thinking ¢f the long, wrong-
|headed, unselfish martyrdom, in which
ber youth and womanhood had worn
‘away—the mariyrdom that had won for
her only suspicion and dislike. There
was hardly a woman in the county who
could speak without a civil sneer of Crys.
tal Joyce; and yet, which among them
would have borne what she had borne ?
Uncounsciously the thought translated it-
self into words; he said alcud—

“*And there are martyrs who have won
The cross, without the crown of glory.”’

“Oh, hush!”’ ghe cried imploringly. “I
have been wicked—cruel; but I loved
him so dearly! How could I betray
Bruce?”’

“You could not—I am not blaming you,
Crvstal,” he answered, with a heavy sigh.
“And now can we not spare him still?
Think, for we must decide once for all!
Gustave Ducloz’s confession is the only
evidence against him, for his own wild
words count for nothing with those who
think him mad. Gustave Ducloz is dead;
shall not the stury that will only revive
old torturing memories die with him,
Crystal? Speak!”

But for the moment Crystal could not;
she had fallen upon her knees at Ronald
Dare’s feet, and was clinging to the hand
with which he tried to raise her.

“Oh, if it could!” she cried passionate-
ly. “For her sake, his mother’s, yours,
and his own! If only the cruel stery
need never come to light I would live my
seven years’ agony sgain!”

“Then it shall not—trust all to me,”
the young man assured her, with grave
firmness. “But your agony is past, Crys-
tal; and, for Bruce— ok, should we not
be glad ‘life’s brief madness’ is over “for
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bhim!

CHAPTER XVIII.

Two years later, on a fine August after-
noon, when the harvest was golden over
all the land, and Dareholme was looking
its brightest and best, a party of three
women assembled in the wide pleasant
window that looked down the carriage
drive,

Lady Dare, who was apparently the
most pleasurably excited of the three,
was a little wiser and older and more
worn-looking than on the day she won
the admiration of the crowd as she passed
into Scantlebury church; but she bore
her sorrow almost as lightly as her years,

beauty still, bright of skin, datk of hair,
keen and swift of vision as of yore.
('rystal Joyce beside her, with her ¢olor-
less skin and hair already thickly streaked
with gray, loocked a worn faded old wo-

[ man,

Bt the premature age that had fallen
upon Miss Joyee wae not the only nor
even the most noticeable change that had
befallen her. The old look of restless
pain and discontent bad passed away, and

¢xpression that made the pale face won-

derfully sweet, Mrs, Medwin often |

Joyce when by some mlmde of mercy th

demons of urrest that tortured them Lad ‘

been exorcised and cast out. |

and was a superb specimen of matronly |

1 its place there was a serene and patient |

Iar-avuy nd lorgot.m thing now. “This
in & trying day for you—for all of us;
but—""

“Oh, it is not that!” Crystal answered
hurriedly—*“I was afraid for—for her,
And she doee not even remember Bruce.”

“And ie it not best that che should for-
ge1?”

Before Crystal could answer the car-
riage had stopped, and busband and wife
were in the hall, Ethel in Lady Dare’s
outstretched arms.

“My dear child!” her ladyship said ef-
' fusively: then she drew back a little, and
regarded the blushing lovely face with
critical attention. “What do you say,
Annie? Ronald does not seem to have
ill-used her; 1 never saw her looking bet-
, ter in my life.”

Ethel blushed and laughed, and passed
on to her annt, and then to Crystal Joyce,
lingering longer with the girl she had for-
merly disliked and distrusted than with
either of the others.

Crystal looked long and earnestly at
the radiant face, the shining eyes, and
sweet red lips There was no envy in
that glance, though she knew full well
the cruel contrast the two presented as
they stood together,

“You have not welcomed us home yet,
Crystal,” Ethe! said, with a tremor iu her
tone; and Crystal bent suddenly forward
Land kissed her.

“I need not ask if you are happy,” she
responded, with a faint smile. “Ronald’s
wife must be that; but, if you are always
as happy as 1 wish you, you will have no
cause to complain.”

“Thank you, Crystal.”” It was Ronald
who answered; he had come over to his
wife’s side, and Crystal saw the look of
full and giad content that passed between
them, saw it without one resentful pang.
“Ethel will treasure that wish, I as:ure
you, for she is a superstitious little soul,
and I think she half believes in your
power to bless or ban!”

“What nonsense, Ronald! As though
poor Crystal were a witch!” Lady Dave
put in gayly; but Crystal knew that a
deeper meaning lay beneath the light.
sounding words, and it was she that an-
swered, looking straight into the kind,
frank eyes before which her tortured heart
had once been laid tare, which had read
its tragic story like a printed book.

“If it is in my power to bless, your lives
will be rich in blessing,” she returned, in
so low a tone that only Ronald and Ethel
heard ber; and then, as though afraid of
betraying further emotion, she moved
away, and left the new-comers to those
who had a greater claim upon them in the
hour of their return.

It was a quiet home-coming for a bride
and bridegioom, and it followed an un-
ostentatious wedding, which, much to
Scantlebury’s disgust, had been performed
at a London church, and proclaimed only
when it was over; but all those most con-
cerned in the matter felt that a wedding
at Scantlebury was altogether out of the
question,

The grass was green on Bruce Dare’s
grave, and the story of his tragic end was,
if not forgotten, long since dismissed to
the limbo of things worn threadbare, be-
fore Ethel Ross-Trevor and Ronald Dare
met again; and when they met it was long
before they spoke of love,

Of Bruce’s crime nothing was known,
His mad words were accepted only as evi-
dence of his madness, even by those who
heard distinctly what he said. Mr. aund
’ Mrs. Medwin thought, with a shuddering
| thankfulness, of the peril their niece had
escaped; but in common with all the rest
of the world, they believed that, until the
terrible death of his betrothed, Bruce had
been perfectly sane, that the shock then
received had turned bis brain, and so,
| most mercifully, their reawakened grief
was notl imbittered, as it must have been,
by the discovery that they had lived on
friendly and affectionate terms with the
mau whose hand was red with their daugh.

Hlought that the possessed creatures of old I ter’s blyod,
must have ]uul\td curiously like (netal‘

And Ethel ! Ethel was long in recov-
ering from the shock. She felt oppressed
by the sympathy so freely lavished on the
widowed bride, It was a relief to her

Ax for Mrs, Medwin herself she was;when Ronald rcjnined his regiment in

| just the same gentle bright faced wowman |

«be had ever heen. No one could look
|

{.l"t‘

known sorrow:

into her and do

patiently Lorne.

“Well,” Lady Dare .aid,
the twentieth lime in tea Winutes at her
watch, and then

““The train muat be late, Annie;
““And here theyv are,” Crystal

a: the carriage entered

put in
quirtl_\',
enue,
2 1, cad ‘tr) 3 le ' I
She glanced a little anxiously at Lady
Dare, as t that she must pass
through scwe painful ordesl; but the anx.

hough aware

L:v»kin;: fub"
| “tideless inland sea.”
at Mrs, Medwin’s face, | health at
they are | younyg and vigorous to sink under such a

the av- |

l)ublm, when \lr and Mrs, Medwin,

| whom her pale face and listless weariness
ubt that she hed |
but it was the sorrow that | spend the winter among the palms atu
{ olive.groves of the Riviera, hoping that

of Iife began to alarm, carried her off to

health and peace and forgetfulness would
under the blue skies beside the
And by and by
the girl was tou

come
lust came;

blow. Little by little tne hollow cheeks
filled out and brightened with their old
carnation tints, the violet eyes regained
their liquid luster, the slender figure its
elastic grace; but the girl told herself day
and night, with vehement passionate pro-
test, that happiness was a thing of the past

irf!fv' faded in a little wistful smiie of won.
der a* her own ' mistake, for the fine face
was radiant with lii‘”gil’. as the bandsome
old lady moved toward the d6or intent
only or welcoming Sir Ronald Dare and |
hiz bride.

“She Bruce,”” Crystal

has forgotten

doe: not think of what might have been

| tWO Vears ago

She felt a nght te n.ch on her shoulder,
and looking up, saw that Mrs. Medwin |

ing her a Jiitle anxiously,
“Crystal’ she said, almost affectionate-

' lyssher ol dislike of Crystal JOvee was a ' surprised, you little guuse.

“She |

for her, and that she never could forget,
| Mrs. Medwin smiled gently when these
| protests reached her, but, being a wise wo-
| man, she was coutent only to smile,
' knowing full well what time could do.
The future had mapped itself ont pretty
clearly in her mind, and to ber at least it
was no surprise when, nearly a year after
; her return to Scantlebury, Ronald Dar:
{ told his love,

| “My darling, I am very, very glad,”
when, pale and red by turns,

| she said,

I kad lingered in the room, and was watch- | ! wide-ey ed and frightened at her own joy,

| Ethel told the wonderful mews that
seemed to be no news at all—*hut not
{ told your

**Never Quit Certdnq
For Hope."”’

You may take Hood's Sarsaparilla for
all discases arising from or promoted by
impure blood with perfect confidence that
# will do you good. Newer take any sub-
stitute. In Hood's Sarsaparilla you hawve
the best medicine money can buy. It
cures, — completely and permanenily, —
evhen others fail to do any good.

Tonic— ‘1 have taken Hood’s Sarsa-
parila as a tonic and general builder of
the system awith excellent results. It re-
stores witalily, drives away that tired feel-
ing, quiets the nerves and brings refreshing
sleep.”” ]ohn Y. Patterson, Whitby, Ont.
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uncle how it would be-—¢ix months ago.”

“And he?” the girl asked shyly.

“He was as pleased as I. Every one
will be pleased that at last there should
be some bappiness at Darebolme. And
let me tell you a sccret, Ethel! The dear-
est wish of Lady Dare’s heart is to see
Ronald settle down at Darehoime with
you as his wife,”

“Oh, Aunt Annie, are you sure?” the
girl cried, with an eagerness that showed
how much the assurance meant to her.
“To Bruce’s mother it must seem ¢o
strange.”’

“Bruce’s mother does not think so-—of
that I am as sure as her own words cae
make me. So be happy, and make Ron-
ald happy, with a light heart, my dear.”

After that all went smoothly with the
young couple, until this the hour of their
return to Dareholme. Crystal and Lady
Dare, *"the dowager,’’ as she called herself,
with hearty enjoyment of the joke, were
established at the Dower House, and had
only come over to be the first to welcome
them to their new home,

The Medwins went back to the White
House soon after dinner; ard, the even-
ing being radiantly bright, Ethel proposed
that they should all walk together, a pro
posal that was accepted with acclamation.
Lady Dare and Crystal were dropped at
the pretty red brick ivy.grown house,
just within the park gates, and then the
four others strolled on through the sum-
mer moonlight, Ethel chatiing brightly
and gayly to her uncle, Mrs, Medwin fol-
lowing it a more sedate, but not less con-
tented fashion with Ronald Dare.

They parted at the gate of the White
House, and, as he paused to lock back
from the risiug grouxd, Mr. Medwin saw
with some surprise that the young pair
were cressing the meadow, instead of tak-
ing the road back to Dareholme,

“They ought to know the road by this
time,”’ he began, with a laugh; then some-
thing in his wife’s moved face seemed to
strike bim, and he added more soberly,
“lI see they have gomne to the church-
yard.”

And in the meantime, Ronald and Ethel
Dare, with hearts too full for words,
stood between the great vault of the Dares
and the grave in which Florence Medwin
lay at rest.

The harvest moon shed a pale glory
over the quiet scene. Clearly visible as
by the light of day, were the bronze let-
ters on the marble shaft that told how
“Florence Medwin,” aged ninetcen, had
died nearly a decade ago, and those more
freshly cut in brass, that told how Sir
Bruce Dare of Dareholmne lay below,

Ethel thought of all that had been ar?
was, of what might bave been, but for the
mercy of Heaven--thought of the night
on which Bruce Dare bad found her here
and took her for the ghost of his dead
love. Sne thought then that Heaven bad
sent her to comfort aud help the stricken
man, and she knew now that she had es.
sayed to fulfill her mission in a spirit of
romantic self-sacrifice, :

A few prayerful words burst with a sob
from her lips, She clasped both slender
hands on Ronald’s arm, and louked up
iuto his face with eyes that had grown
misty and dim,

“What is ity my darling? Will you
come away!” he asked tenderly, guessing
how painfr' - «re her thoughts; but she
"h"l b - llﬁad-

“Not just yet,” she replied, with a
broken sob. “l was thinking. It seems
almost wreng, Ronald, that we should be
30 happy while they lie here.”

Ronald drew her to him; he loved her
a!l the better f,r that tender half re
morseful thought, though he knew well
how baseless it was,

“After life’s fitful fever they sleep well,
They do not envy us our happiness, Ethel,
and they could never have shared it in
this world.”

“Why?” Ethel asked ecagerly. “They
seemed to have so glad a life before them.
And Bruce must have loved her very
dearly, since, seven years after, he cared

for her mere reflection in me,”

Ronald was silent for a second. Ethel
was Jooking at the flowers on Florence
Medwin’s grave, or she might have been
startled by the stern gravity of his face.
Even to her, from whom her lover-hus-
band kept no other secrst, the story ot
Bruce Dare’s frantic crime would never
be told, but its memory cast a shadow
over the oung man’s life that was never
whelly lifted.

“Yes, he loved her,” he raid gravely, as
Ethel raised her head; “but, after all, the
story has ite fittest endmg here. for, strong
and puslaulw and faithful as it was, poor
Bruee’s was always A Map Love.”

THE END,
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Saturday and is without doubt one of the best papers in Canada..
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