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CHAPTER XXYV. 
THE WEDDING NIGHT. 

The chamber which had been prepared 

for the bridal pair was upholstered all in 

white, with here and there a touch of gold. 

JLilian’s dressing-room opened out of it 

one mde, Sir Gerald's on the other. 

The pictures on the walls were gems ot 

art ; the toilet table was littered over with 

gold and silver, and ruby and crystal. 

A dainty pest, indeed, had Sir Gerald 

prepared for his bride. ; 

be tiny clock on the mantel-piece 

chimed the hour of eleven. 
At that sound, the silken counterpane 

was thrown aside by a restless hind, and 

Lilian halt raised herself from among the 

laced trimmed pillows, and looked about 

her with a nervous, anxious glince. 

It was an hour since her husband had 

quitted ber with a tender kiss, after a tete- 

a-tete, which had lasted all the evening 

wt bad gone out into the grounds to 
oke a cigar. 
She had come upstairs straightway, had 

disrobed her dainty form and brushed out 

her shimmering hair, and all so quickly, 

that balf-an-bour had not passed before 

she was laid down to rest. 
But now the hour bad struck. 
It was strange that Sir Gerald did not 

come. 
Lilian listened intently, her cheek alter- 

nately flushing and paling, her hand press- 

ed above her heart, at though she would 

still its too passionate pulsation. 
Hark ! was that a sound—an approach- 

ing footstep ? 
Yes ! no! yes! 
She could hear it distinctly now. 

It was her husband's step falling rapidly 

in the corridor, as though he came in 
haste. 
The door opened. 
The bridegroom entered and advanced 

to the middle of the room. 
He spoke not a word, however, and no 

word was spoken by the bride. 
The silence. though it lasted not more 

than two or three moments, seemzd 

oppressive. 
Sir Gerald strode to the bedside, and 

roughly, almost savagely, seiz d the arm 
of his pride. 

‘Get up,” he commanded, in a harsh, 

strident voice. ‘Get up and see what you 
have done’ 
As he spoke, he turned up the lamp, 

which stood on a table near. 
Lilian uttered a cry of terror, and well 

she might ; for this was no lover, no ten- 
der husband. 

“His iace was not as she had seea it an 

hour ago—radiant, joyous. 
Instead, it was ghastiy pils; the cheeks 

haggard, tbe mouth rigid, the teeth clench- 

ed, the eyes lurid and appalling in their 

gleam. 
Deep down in Lilian’s heart there was a 

latent tear which made her tremble as she 

looked at his altered countenance; but the 

next moment she told herself that what she 

dreaded could not have come to pass. 
Rather was it. that sudden madness bad 

fallen on her husband. 
What else but madness 

those wildly gleaming eyes ? 
Full of terror though she was, she yet 

maintained a wonderful degree of calm- 

ness. 
She did not flinch or ery out, or in any 

way anger bim. 
‘Oh, Gerald I" was all she said, in a faint 

whisper, looking up at him, meanwhile, 

with sad, beseeching eyes. 
‘Get up !" he commanded again, tighten- 

ing his grip upon her arm. ‘Do you hear ? 

I want you to go out into the woods with 
me.’ 
At this, in spite of her power of will, a 

shriek broke trom her. 
She glanced wildly round—desperate to 

escape from bim. 
‘Hush !" he cried, still in those hoarse, 

strident tones ‘Call for help—utter a 

single cry, and I shall—kill you!’ 

Even as he spoke, he placed his hand 

roughly. savagely, over her lips—those 

GeeghitE which an hour age he had 

was thera in 

dee it Heaven to press to bis own. 

«(¥ up!" he said, once more. 

And this time she obeyed him, retaining 

some semblance of composure still, toough 

she was pale as death, and trembled very 

much. 
She stood before bim, in her grand, fair 

beauty ; her golden hair failing about ber 

like a veil ; her dark eyes fixed upon bim 
with a sad, beseeching glance. 

Her fair form—clad only in a soft, 

clinging night-robe, the throat and rms 

revealed where the lace fell softly away 
from them, the bare feet tinted as exquis- 
itely as the heart of a blusk-rose— 

might, surely, hive moved a husband 

to clasp her to his bosom, and cover 
her wit ses. 1 ; 

But %zere was no softening on Sir 

Gerald's face ; his eyes grew only the more 
ong fiarce as they fell upon that perfect 
orm. 
In little more than five minutes she was 

dressed; a long dark cloak and hood 
covering all. 

Sir Gerald took her by the arm, and 
passed with her into his dressing-room, 

whose long window opened on to the bal- 

cony which ran round the house. 
In total silence he threw back the shut- 

ters, and unbarred the window, descended 
the steps of the balcony. and stood on tte 
gravel path beneath, still ho'ding her by 
the arm. 
~ Once outside the house, alone with him 
n the darknese, she gave a wildly hurried 

glance around, as though in search of 
someone whom she might summon to her 
aid. 
He guessed her purpose ; and, gripping 

her arm still tighter, hissed in her ear— 
‘It is useless to look for help. I have 

seen to that. The maids are gone to the 
village—both of them; the deaf house- 
keeper cannot hear you, and her husband 
is too buy with his wine. You are in my 
ower. Utter a single word, and, by 
eaven, it shall be your last. Come !’ 
And he drew har swiftly after him in the 

darkness. 
Across the lawn, down the avenue, and 

through the gate to the great wood which 
stretched trom the Dower House to Vivian 
Court. 

Only a few short bours ago, he had stood 
there with her, his arm thrown fondly 
round her waist, his fancy painting their 
future in colors like to those ot the sunset 
—roseate and gold. 
And now—already the blackness of des- 

pair had fallen on his soul. 

The night was very dark: there was no 
moon as yet, and the wood looked fear- 

tully gloomy to Lilian's frightened eyes. 
He urged her on, however—on and on 

through the gloomy shades, not speaking a 
word, a d not suffering ber to pause. 
A cold perspiration broke out all over 

her ; her heart throbbed almost to burst- 
ing. 

[he agonizing suspeuse, the uncertainty 
as to what might be his purpose, the con- 
viction that she was wholly in his power, 

overwhelmed her, coarageous though 
she was. 
A deathly faintness seized upon her 

senses ; her limbs trembled, and refused 
to support her weight. 
When they had traversed about three- \ 

quarters-of-a-mile through ths gloomy 
labyrinths of the wood, she tottered, and 
stumbled, and, in spite ot his iron grip 
upon her arm, sank, halt-swooning, on the 
ground. 

Then, in an agony of fear, she clasped 
his knees with feeble strength. 
The deathly whiteness of her face could 

be seen even in the darkness; her eyes 
were wild with terror, and yet there was a 
sad reproachiuloess in them also, as she 

looked up at the man who had seen to 
love her with such a perfect love, and who 
could so treat her ere she had been a 
dozen hours his wife. 

Gersld I” she wailed—the immediate ter- 
ror of the moment mastering every other 
feeling—‘Have pity ! Oh, have pity ! At 
least, tell me where you are taking me ?’ 

‘You will know soon enough! he 
answered, fiercely, while his eyes emitted 
a tearfully lurid gleam. ‘Come! 

‘1 cannot !" she returned, faintly. ‘If 

you kill me, I cannot help it! I can go no 
turther. Let me die ! 
And she tell torward on the ground, her 

death-cold brow touching his feet. 
Seemingly in {nowise diverted from bis 

purpose, though the bad all but swooned 
away. Sir Gerald stooped over her, and 
halt-dragged, hal'-carried her into the 
deeper recesses of the wood. 

In a few minutes he stopped, set her 
upon ber feet, and kept her standing by 
grasping her arm again. 

Look !" he raid, in a hoarse whisper. 
‘Look ; I'bis is what I have brougnt you 
here to see.’ 
With a faint moan, Lilian unclosed ber 

eyes, then shuddered so convulsively as 
almost to rend herselt out of his grasp, 
whila she uttered shriek after shriek, 

which sounded feartully in the stillness 
and darkness of the wood. 

Well might she be overcome with horror, 
for ghastly was the sight that met her view 

On a rustic seat, in the middle of a glade, 

sat a female form, mute and motionless ¢s 
it it had been a statue. 
During the last few minutes, a waning 

moon had risen; aray ot light trom if, 
wan and pale, pierced through the trees ic- 
to the glade, revealicg the sci that that 
weird figure belonged not to the living, but 
to the dead. 
A fearsome sight to look upon. 
An (11, old woman, in a scarlet hood 

and cloak, an ominous stain on the bodice 

52 BOILS 
¢“ Three years ago I was troubled 

with boils, and tried several 

remedies recommended by friends, 
but they were of no avail. I had 
FIFTY-TWO BOILS in all, and 
found nothing to give me relief 
until I tried Burdock Blood Bitters. 
The first bottle I took made a com- 
plete cure and proved so very 
satisfactory that I have recom- 
mended B.B.B. to many of my 

friends who have used it with good 

results.” A. J. MUSTARD, 
Hyder, Man. 

Any one troubled with Boils, 

Pimples, Rashes, Ulcers, Sores, 

or any Chronic or Malignant Skin 

‘Disease, who wants a perfeot cure, 

should use only 

BURDOCK ares. 

of her dress, showing where her lite blood 
had ooz:d away. 
The eyes we'e wide open, and fixed, 

with a terrible ghastly stare. 
Sir Gersld, with an alarmed and angry 
ture, put his hand over Lilian’s l.ps, as 

e had done in the bed chamber a little while 
ago, and thus forcibly sestrained her shrieks. 

‘Silence !" he exclaimed. ‘Are you mad ?’ 
Then, in a tone of usutterable bitterness, 

he added— 
‘You aee your work! Wasit well to 

keep your secret from me? Was it worth 
the cost of this?’ 
And be pointed to that dark terrible 

stain on the breast ot the silent figure. 
For answer. Lilian gave a moan of ang 

uish, and sank on the ground before the 
dead woman, 

CHAPTER XXVL 
THE NEXT MORNING. 

The sun rose bright and fair the next 
morning, above the Dower House. 

There was nothing in nature in sympathy 
with that night ot horror. 
The lark sprang gaily from its nest a- 

mong the coro, and flew up to the gates of 
Heaven with its matin song. 

Its note, in the ears of the happy lovers, 
must surely have sounded like an Invitatiou 
to share its joy. 
On the grass the dew glistened like 

diamonds, and the sun was drawing it to 
its It with a kiss 

Inside the Dower House all was busy 
preparation for the breakfeast of Sir Gar- 
ald and his bride. 
The old huusekeeper laid the breakfast 

tabl: with her own hands and ; and smooth- 

ed the damask table-cloth, saw that the 

silver tea and ccffee service had attained 
the very highest degree of brilliancy, 
arranged the hot-house flowers with artistic 
taste, and assured herself that the exquisite 

china service of rosecolour and gold was 
the very handeomest her china-cupboard 
could boast. 

Sir Gerald was walking up and down the 
lawn, in front of the open window, while 
she thus bruised herself. 
He had passed through the room, and 

given her a pleasant ‘Good morning,’ a few 
minutes ago, rewaking that Lady Vere 
would be down presently. 

Mrs. Newton's eye kept wanderning to 
him every now and again, with that effect- 
ionate, almost mothealy, pride which an old 
retamer so often feels in a young and well- 
liked masterr 
How handsome he was, she thought. 
How handsome, with his pale complexion 

clear-cut features and brillant eyes. 
A little thoughtful to be sure, he looked 

this morning; but Mrs. Newton could 
understand that. 
He knew he had taken upon himself new 

responsibilities ; yes, and new cares, even 
though the cares were sweet ones. 

It was the only right and proper a man 
should take thought within himself at such 
a time. 
At any rate, such was the opinion of 

Mrs. Newton. 
‘He's happy enough for all his serious 

look,’ decided the good old lady. ‘Any- 
body can see that with halt an eye. 
The breakfast arrangemerits completed, 

she left the room, and was passing through 
the hall, when she saw her young mistress 
coming down the stairs. 
A pertect dream of beauty looked Lady 

Vere, in a white muslin morning-gown, 

with knots of azure ribbon at her bosom. 
The shimmer of her golden hair was won- 

dertul ; her eyes held a sweetly tender 

light. 
She said in a charmingly gracious word 

or two to the old housekeeper, then passed 
into the breakfast-room, and out through 

the open window, to join her husband on 
the lawn. 
Although it was to the end ot September, 

the day was very warm—almost warmer 
than it had been all the summer through, 

and she needed nothing on her head. 
She could let the sunlight dance and 

play in the meshes of tbat lovely golden 
hair. 

Mrs. Newton, with a not unnatural 

curiosity, watched the newly-wedded pair 

from behind a window curtain. 
If she had caught the maids doing such 

a thing, she would have rated them sound- 
ly. 
< But then, what is the use of being a 

housekeeper, if one may not enjoy 
privileges forbidden to maids ? 

‘Pretty creature " murmured the old 
dame, as she saw Lady Vere tl p Ler arm 
inside her husband’s, and steal a sweet, 

upward glance into his face. ‘It reminds 
me of my own young days—it does. 

She’s as beautiful as they said. I never 
saw such a lovely face in sll my life; but a 
little delicate, I'm atraid ; just a sbade too 
pale, and there's a sort of sadness in her 

eyes. 
‘How sweetly she lo ks at him, half 

appealingly, like—and yet, somehow, it 

do: sn’t seem exactly a look of love. I 
wonder. now, whether it was a love matca 

on her side as well as his ? 
‘Well, she’s a splendid creature. I 

don't wonder he fell ia love with her; and 
I'm sure be's that nice and kind, that, 

whether she cares for him now or not, she 
will do very soon.’ 

Sir Gersld and Lady Vere, all uncon- 
scious of the opinions that were being 
passed upon them, crossed the lawn, and 
stepped nto the breaktast-room ; and the 
housekeeper descended to the kitchen to 
look a'ter her husband and maids. 

Halt-an-hour later, the gardener came 
into the bouse, full of excitement. 
Have you heard the news, ma'am P’ he 

said to the housekeeper, knowing quite 
welshe badn’t and preparing to tell it 
with sll the gusto of his class. ° 
‘No; what is it? 
‘There's been a murder done, in the 

wood, last night.’ 
‘A murder! Good Heavens] Who is it 

that's murdered, Smith?’ 
‘An old Woman. Nobody that belongs 

about here. A gipsy, I think, or some- 
thing of that sert, she wearsa red cloak 
and hood. 
‘Tom Lovett, the gamekeeper, found the 

body as he was coming tbrough the 
wood this morning. It was on a seat, near 
the Hawthorne Hollow. 
‘Heaven save us! What a shocking thing, 

How had the poor toul been killed?" 
‘Sho'—they say.’ 
I wonder if it's those poachers! I 

shouldn't be surprised.’ 
‘But why should they kill an old woman?’ 

obj-cted one of the maids, who had stood 
by in horrified silence till now. 

‘P’r’aps it was by accident,’ the gardener 
returned ;' ‘and they'd make off after it, 
knowing they'd been up to no good.’ 

‘Perhaps so said the housekeeper. 
Dear, dear! how sorry Sir Gerald ‘I! be— 
and his dear sweet lady too! It almost 
seems an ill omen, happening just after 
their marriage, as one may say.’ 

~ * » - 
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Mrs Newton did not think proper to in- 
trude upon her master and mistress while 
they were st breakfast, not even with such 
an important piece of news; but when, 
about an hour later, Sir Gerald came out 
to order the pony carriage, while Lady 
Vere went upstairs to don her hat and 
gloves, she ventured to approach him 
with— 

‘I’m sorry to say a very shocking thing 
has happened in the night, Sir Gerald.’ 

‘Indeed! What is that, Mrs. Newton ?’ 
He was standing near a window, snd did 

not turn to look at the housekeeper, as he 
asked the question. 

His tone seemed a careless one. 
‘There’s been a murder done, Sir Gerald 

—a poor old woman shot near the Haw 
thorn Hollow. And they ssy she’s one of 
your tenants, and lived opposite the Court 
gates. Somebody has recognized her.’ 

‘Not Madge Rivers?’ said Sir Gerald, 
turning hastily, and looking greatly 
shocked. 

‘Indeed,’ as Mrs. Newton remarked 
afterwards to her husband, ‘he turned as 
white as a sheet, poor dear gentleman. 
But, then, he always had a feeling heart.’ 

‘Yes, Sir Gerald, that’s the name.’ 
At this juncture the butler, who had kept 

in the background at the further end of 
the hall, ventured forward and took up the 
story, knowing that his wife, by reason of 
her deafness, was not very well qualified 
to answer questions. 

‘The mystery is, Sir Gerald, what she 
was doing so far from home,’ he remarked, 
respectfully. ‘She knows nobody in these 
parts, and had no business here at all, sa 
tar as anybody can make out. It must be 
four miles from her house to the place 
where she was found. That's a stiffish 
walk for a woman of her age.’ 

‘It is indeed !" said Sir Gerald. 
But he spoke with a curious abstracted- 

ness, as though he did not know what he 
was saying. 
He was still quite pale. 
‘Is there any clue ?’ he asked, abruptly. 

‘Have the police any theory at all ’ 
The butler broached the theory of 

poachers, which had been suggested by his 
wife. 
‘Ah! That seems 

Sir Gerald. 
He spoke in a tone of genuine relief. 
‘One wouldn't like to think an old wo- 

man like that could be deliberately mur- 
dered,’ he added, after a moment or two. 

‘The doctor thinks she had besn dead 
about eight hours fwhen she was tound,’ 

the butler observed. ‘That was at seven 

o'clock this morning. so, in that case, it 

would fix the time at about el:ven last 
night.’ 

‘Yes, it would,’ said Sir Gerald, in the 

same abstracted tone in which he had spok- 
en a minute or two ago. 
He turned to the window again, and 

stood looking out, evidently deep in 
thought. 

‘Does the doctor say whether death was 
instantaneous ?’ he asked, suddenly, as 
though an idea had struck him. 

‘I don’t know, Sir Gerald. 
‘Because, if the poor creature was not 

killed on the spot, 1sn’c it possible she met 
with the injury nearer her own home, and 
dragged herself to near the Hollow after 
she was wounded. That wonld account 
tor her being jtound so far jaway trom 
home.’ 

Sir Gerald spoke] hurriedly, and with 
eagerness. 
He seemed anxious to impress his ser- 

vants with this view of the matter. 
At this moment Lilian appeared at the 

top of the staircase, ready for her drive. 

Her busband caught sight of her, and 
whispered, hurriedly, in the butler’s ear— 

‘Mind, not a word of this to Lady Vere. 

She will have to hear of it ultimately, I 

suppose, but it need not be te-day.’ 
With a supreme effort he banished the 

grave look of anxiety and horror from his 

tace, and, smiling tenderly, went to the 
toot ot the stairs to meet bis bride. 
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The day was spent by the newly-wedded 
prir as such days usually are spent. 
They drove out in the phaeton, and re- 

turned home to Inncheon; atter luncheon 
they walked about in the grounds until tea 
was served for them in a dainty arboar; 

and the evening was spent chiefly in Lady 
Vere's boudoir, she singing to Sir Gerald 
in a thrilling sweet voice, and he hanging 
over her with al the devotedness which is 
to be expected in a husband of a day. 

She wore a dinner dress of shimmering 
silver blue. 
The short sleeves were edged with lace. 
In reaching for some music whick lay on 

the top of the piano, this lace became dis- 
arranged. 

It tell back, revealing the arm beneath. 
A beautiful arm, indeed—round, and 

satin soft, with exquisite dimples at the el- 

bow, and tinted like the heart of a blush- 

rose. 
But to night there was an ugly bruise on 

that fair flesh— a big, black, cruel-looking 
bruise—just such a mark as might have 

been caused by the fierce grip of a man’s 
hand. ; 
The lamplight fell full upon it 
Sir Gerald, standing near, could not fail 

to see it; he did see it, and a wave of ag- 
ony and remorse swept over his face. 

‘Lilian, did I do that? 

likely,” exclaimed 

SYe did not answer him for a moment. 
A taint flush tinged ber cheek ; then, sud- 

denly turning. she put that bruised arm 
round his neck, and looked into his face 
with sweetly mournful eyes. 

‘Don’t let it trouble you, dear,’ she whis- 
pered. ‘Think no more of it. I never 
shall.’ 
But he could not be thus pacified. 
He seemed almost beside himself with 

grief and horror. : 
He took the cruelly-bruised arm in both 

his hands, and pressed on it a rain of pen- 
itent kisses ; then he suddenly threw Bi - 
selt on his knees at her feet, and, putting 
on arms round har, drew her head down to 
iv. 
‘I was mad ! mad ! mad!" he cried, in a 

broken whisper. ‘Forgive me—oh, forgive 
me !’ 

‘I do—indeed I do ! she whispered back. 
And she clung to him, and pressed her 

cheek against his own. 
But, even, as she did this, there was a 

strange look in her beautiful dark eyes—it 
was a look of terror. 
One would have said she was frightened 

of her husband. 

To be cont nued. 

WIL YO 0° 
Your Life is Preciuos, 

Save it! 

Jind ple Gey G0 
bin Restore Y 

"Tis Folly and Madness to 
Defer the Use of the 

Great edicine. 
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‘1 am tired and weary of this continued 
lite of misery and suffering!’ This is the 
heart wail of thousands of poor, nervous 
and sleepless men and women crazed with 
headache, rheumatism, neuralgia, dyspepsia 
and blood troubles. Such people usually 
are filled with gloom and depondency, 
memory fails, and they are often found on 
the straight path that leads to the dark 
grave. 
Have courage, suffering brother and 

sister! Paine’s Celery Compound has 
cured thousands ot cases in the past far 
more desprrate and terrible than yours. 
It has broved an agent of life to others, 
and it will certainly do as much for you in 
this your time of adversity and distress. 
What will your decision be sufferer P 

Will you allow the many symtoms of dis- 
ease and death to more fully develop. or 
will you, by the aid of nature’s medicine, 
Pame’s Celery Compound, strike just now 
at the root of your trouble and be made 
sound, healthy snd happy ? 
The ablest physicians admit that Paine’s 

Celery Compound is the only true nerve- 
food and medicine that has ever been 
given to suffering humanity. It strength- 
ens and builds up the nerves, tissues and 
muscles, it purifies the life stream, casts 
out disease of every form, giving a fresh 
existence and a long and happy Ife A 
trial of one bottle will convince you that 
Paine’s Celery Compound is t ife-saver 
and a disease banisher. 1 

Musical Recitation, 

The pupils in the one district school of a 

New Hampshire village are taught a cheer- 

combination of music, morals and math- 

ematics. A visitor to the school had the 

pleasure of joining in the chorus of the 

song, in which the results of this mixed 

teaching were plainly shown. It was our 
lively ‘Yankee Doodle’ to which th: words 
Bo set, and the fist verse was as fol- 
ows: 

Tne surest way on earth to make 
A great and glorious nation, 

Is for each boy and girl to get 
A thoroucheducation. 

Five times five are twent -five, 
Five times six are thirty, 

Five times seven are thirty-five 
And five times eight are forty. 

Scientists sav that butter is the most nutritious of 
all articles ot diet, and that bacon is a good second. 
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Liver 

Wrong? 
Whether the result of over eating, 

overwork, exposure to sun; whether 

costiveness, headache, indigestion, or 

boils, eruptions, etc. 

Dr. HARVEY'S: 
Anti-Bilious & Purgative 

PILLS 
will do their work quickly, cheaply, 
and well. 
They cleanse, invigorate, and res- 

tore the system. 

For sale all over—25c. per box of 33. 

Full box sent as sample on receipt of 25¢. 
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