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By the Author of ‘Sir Lionel’s Wife,” “The Great Moreland Tragedy,’ Etc. 

CONTINUED. 

CHAPTFR XLI. 
THE CLAIRVOYANTE. 

‘Vi, should you like to kaow your 

future ?’ 
‘Not it it wasn't going to be pleasant,’ 

said Vi, with slacrity. ‘Where ignorance 

je bliss , tis folly to be wise, you know.’ 

‘But shouldn’c you like to have your 

future told you—just for fun ? Everybody 

says that Madame Santanello is wonderful: 

ly clever. I sbould just love to consult 
her, Vi.’ 

‘I don’t believe she could tell us a word 

about our future. You don’t mean you 

believe in such nonsense, Kate P’ 
+Otf course I don’t. I'm not so toolish. 

But all the same, I should iike to hear 

what she would say. [ should think it 

would be great fun. 
“Oh yes!’ acquiesced Vi, with sparkling 

eyes. 
‘Well, then, will you go with me?” 

‘With you? Won't Mr. Morewood take 

you?’ 
‘No; I asked bim, and be refused ; and 

that s one great reason why I want to go’ 

‘He refused! I am surprised, Kate.’ 

‘He professes he dislikes there exhibi- 

tions, says [ should hear a great desl of 

nonsense, and might possibly be too seri- 

ously impressed with it.’ 
*Asit that's likely! 
The truth is, I.ady Vere has been talk- 

ing to him. I feel quitesure she's persuaded 

him not to take me.’ 
‘Lady Vere? 
‘Yes. | was mentiouing it the other 

day, when 1 was at the Court, and she 

urged me very earnestly, not to go.’ 

‘But why should she?’ 
«Oh, I can understand why! Lilianis a 

dm ling, and I love her dearly ; but she has 

one ot those dreamy, poetic nstures which 

incline towards the metaphysical. If a 

clairvoyante predicted evil tor her. she 

would believe in it implicity, and brood 

over it all her days. It wouldn't effect me 

atall. Ishould simply be amused.’ 

‘And do you really mean to go, Kate?’ 

Yes, if you'll go with me 11 tell you 

what 1 thought Vi. Your father 1s gong 

to take us info the town to do some shop- 

ping, isn't he?’ 
‘Yes. 
‘Well, he will leave us at Mornington’s 

and won't come back with the carriage for 

ever so long. This madam Santanello has 

rooms only half-a-dozen doors away. We 

could easily make some excuse for leaving 

the shop. lip to the calirvoyante, consult 

her, and be back at Mornington's again be- 

fore yonr father calls with the carriage.’ 

“Yes, we could do that’ 

“Then, shall we, V1? 

‘Oh, yes; I'm willing!’ 
And so toe two light-hearted girls, in a 

spirit of fun and mischiet, planned the visit 

which was destined to yield, to one at least 

of them, such evil fruit. 

Little did Katz Liele dream of the woe in 

store tor ber. 
A neat brass plate on the door of a 

house in the principal street of Basingstoke 

informed the puolic that Madame Saintan- 

ello, clairvoyante, might be consulted from 

twelve to four daily. : 

Two charmingly-dressed young ladies, 

who bad just emerged trom Mornington's, 

the draper’s, stopped at the clairvoyante’s 

and rang the bell. 
An elderly female, of foreign aspect, 

answered it—a superior servant, evidently 

‘Js Mad:m Santanello within!" asked 

Kate Lisle. 
Yes, Madame,’ raid the woman, speak- 

ing very politely, and with a distunctly 

foreign accent. 
‘Can we see her ?’ 
‘Certainly, madame. 

way ?’ 
She showed the two girls into an elegaat- 

ly furnished room, littered with foreign 

curios. 
Here she le!t them, returning, in a few 

minutes, to say — 
«Madame Santanello will see you. 

Which lady is it who wishes to consult her?’ 

‘Both of us, if you please.’ 

‘Each one must go into tke presence of 

madame alone. Sh: never sees more than 

one perma at a time. Which is to go 

first ?’ 
«] will !"said Vi. springing up with 

alacrity. 
Kate sat still. 
Her gay spirits seemed to have deserted 

her. 
She looked quite serious, as though a 

trying ordeal lay in front of ber. 

The servant conducted Vi along a nar- 

row passage, then through a curtained 

doorway into a large room, whose windows 

were sarouded with thick blinds, the only 

light being that which was cast ty a curious- 

ly-wrought copper lamp suspended from 
the ceiling. 

This light was yellowish in colour, and 

lent an eerie aspect to the room. 
‘Madame Santanello will come to you,’ 

said the woman, and retired leaving Vi 

alone to contemplate the tiger-skins, with 

which the flror was strewn. 
There was little else to look at, for the 

only obj=cts of furniture the room contained 

were a table and a single chair. 
On the table was a skul'. 
A thick black velvet curtain huog at the 

further end of the room, and, while Viv 

stood waiting—a little nervous and fluttered 

tor all her courage—this curtain was drawn 

aside, and a woman advanced, with slow, 
majestic step. 
A tall woman, gowned in black from 

head to foot, excepting that a crimson veil, 

Will you step this 

* bordered with gold sequins ina curious 

Arabesque fashion, tel from her head to 
below her shoulders. 
She was of a tawny complexion, rich and 

clesr, but dark; her fu)l lips were of a 
vivid scarlet, her teeth white as ivory, her 
bar—black as js:t—fell smoothly over a 
high, smooth brow. 
The eyes were concealed by a pair of 

blue glisses. 
One could not but long to see the 

glaeses removed, for th rest of the face 
seemed to give assurance that no common 
soul looked trom out ot those eves. 
On the middle finger of one strong, 

shap ly hand +hs wore a barbaric-looking 
ring—a bloodstone set ia massive and 
curiously-twisted gold. 

She advanced to the table, then, bow- 
ing her head, with a cold baughtiness ot 
gesture, said— 
“You desire to consult me?’ 
‘It you please, madame.’ 
Vi could not keep her voice from trembl- 

ing a little. 
There was something truly awe-inspiring 

in the appearance of this tall, dark woman. 
She reminded the girl ot an Egyptian 

priestess in the olden times—.f a pythoness 
or of a sphynx—anything that was dark 
and enigmatioal, and full of mystery. 

*Sit down !’ she commanded, pointing to 
the single chair the room contained. 

Her voice w:s rich and tull, with a 
slightly melancholy cadence. 
Viobeyed, almost mechanically, and the 

clairvoyaate, bending over the table, took 
the girl's hand and exmined it intently for 
a couple of minutes. 
Then she poured some water into a 

saucer, added a few drops of liquid from a 
phbial, and pored over it as though it 
had been the very Book of Fate. 
And all this in p rfect silence. 
After that command to sit down she had 

not utt«red a word. 
She was, p:rhaps, three or four minutes 

examining the contents ot the saucer, and 
when she raied her head she looksd full 
at Vi, and said— 

‘You are engaged to be married.’ 
Vi, thinking this was intended as a ques- 

tion, was about to answer, but the clairvoy- 
snte stopped her with an imperious wave of 
ihe hand. 
‘Do not interrupt me. You are ingaged 

to be married. There have been obstacles 
in the way of your happiness, but they are 
now removed. Other obstacles will arise, 
but in the end you will be heppy with the 
min you love That is all I can tell you of 
your future—or your past.’ 

‘Thank you? murmured Vi, rising as 
she spoke, and fum:ling at her purse a 

| little awkwardly. 
For the life of her she didn’t know how 

to offer a tee to this m gestic woman ; and 
yet, she supposed, it must be done. 

But Madame Santanello stopped h.r 
with an imperious gesture. 
‘My servant will receive the fee," she 

said, speaking as a queen might bave 
spoken of the tribute ot a subject. 
And th n, with another cold haughty 

bow, she retired behind the curtain. 
The foreign looking domestic appeared 

the moment Vi walked towards the door. 
‘Madame Santanello said I was to pay 

you the fee,’ said Vi, as she walked back 
to the waiting room, along the narrow 
passage. ‘Whai is it please ? I wish to 
pay for myeelt, and for my friend as well.’ 
The millionaire’s daughter was a gener- 

ous little soul, and she knew Kate was not 
overwell supplied with pocket money. 

‘The terms are helf-a-guinea for each 
iuterviev,’ said the woman, promptly. 

Vi took out her purse , and handed ber 
a guinea, adding a halt-crown for herself. 

By the time this was done, they had 
reached the waiting-room 

‘Will you come, it you please ? Mad- 
ame Santane.l> 1s waiting for you,’ raid 
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the woman to Kate, and bore off before 
she could exchange so much as one word 
with Vi. 
Thus the was quite urprepared for the 

grim and sombre aspect of the room in 
which the clairvoyant: exercised her art. 
@An involuntary shiver passed through 
ber when she was left alone there, 
The yel'ow light had something ghost- 

like about it 
The ekull seemed to be grinning hor- 

ribly. 
Toe black velvet curtain looked like a 

all. 
5 Her heart palpitated violently when 
that curtain was drawn aside, and the 
majestic, black-robed figure appeared, the 
face looking more sphynx liks than ever 
beneath the crimson veil. 
Kate was received preciscly as Vi had 

been ; told to sit down, her band examined 
the saucer of water with the tew drops of 
liquid prepared, and all in total silence. 

Very intently dip the clairvoyante look 
into tbe saucer. 

For tully five minutes she never removed 
her eyes from it, and when she at length 
turned to Kate, her look was so serious as 
to be tlmost stern. 

‘Do you wish me to fell you the whole 
truth ?' she demanded, abruptly. 

‘Certainly !' said K .te, bravely; though, 
if the truth must be told, she felt very far 
irom brave at heart. 
‘You will not reproach me if what you 

hear does not answer to your wishes ?' 
‘Ot course not.’ 
‘Very well’ 
The clairvoyante approached a little 

pearer, and her dark eyes seemed to burn 
Kate, oven through the tlue glasses which 
screened them. 

‘I must esk you to have the goodness 
not to interrupt me,’ she said ‘It you do, 
you disturb the images on my brain. In 
the first place, as to your past. You have 
bad a fairly happy lite, with very little ot 
trouble and aoxiety. You have recently 
met with a man you tnink you love, and 
are ingaged to be married to him.’ 
The lairvoyante's voice was singularly 

low and passionless. 
Sie spoke almost like one in sleep. 
A moment or two she paused, then re- 

sumed, in tte same cold, level tone— 
‘You will not marry him, The fates 

have decrced ageinstit. You wifl dis- 
cover that he bas deceived you, and you 
will turn from bim in anger. The man to 
whom you will ultimat-ly unite yoursell is 
dark and slender, and be will come trom 
foreign lands. At first yoo will feel a re- 
pulsion to him, but ultimately yoa will love 
him pssionately, and will be willing to 

pass through fire and water to be his wite. 
Che fa es have said it!’ 
Again the clairvoyante paused, again she 

resumed in the same pissionless voice— 
‘The man to whom you are now engag- 

ed has loved another—he loves her still. 
It was ocly when bis suit with her was bhope- 
less that be turned to you. Toe woman he 
loves is beautiful, wita no common beauty. 
I see her image cicarly. She is pure and 
radiant as a morniog star. She is bound in 
the chains ot wedlock, but those chains 
wil be broken, whetber by death or by 
some other mesns I capnot clearly see. 
But your liver will certainly turn to 
her again. She is pure and 
good, and, moreover, she is your friend ; 

but nevertheless, she is fated to work you 
bitter woe. The end is dark. I can see 
no more.’ 
Tous abruptly did the oracle break cff 

her darkly emigmatical communications. 
Kate was pale as death. 
A sense of awe and mystery thrilled ber 

inmost soul. 
‘I have nothing further to say,’ said the 

clairvoyante. ‘Yours is a singular fate. I 
have told ycu nothing but the truth, I 
have seen your future in a glass. It must’ 
come to pass, for the Fates cannot lie. 

With this she retreated backwards, slow- 
ly and msjestically, and disappeared behind 
the black velvet curtsin, which seemea so 
like a pall. 

CHAPTER XLII. 

COMPAIRING NOTES. 

When Mr. Muggletion drove up to Morn- 
ington's shop to fetch the two girls’ he 
tound Kate looking very pale. 
‘My dear, what have you been doing to 

yourseli?’ he cried out. ‘You've lost all 
your pretty colout! 

“Yes, I've a hesdache,’ said Kate. 
haps the ride home will do it good. 

‘Are you already?’ 
‘It you please,’ said Ka'e, in a atrangly 

subdued and quiet voice, and Vi acquiesc- 
ed, with a glance full ot curiosity, at her 

friend. 
The two girls bad not had time to ex- 

change more than a dozen sentences hith- 
erto concerning their respective interviews 
with Madame Santaneilo, and during the 
bomeward drive Mr. Muggl:ton’s presence 
was, of course, a restraint. 

But eo soon as they arrived at The 
Towers, they went upstairs to Vi's room 
and there talked undisturbed. 
~ ‘Kate, I do believe she frightened, you 
said Vi. ‘You looked so pale and solemn 
when you came back.’ 

*There was such a disagreeatle smell in 
the room, as it she bad been burning in- 
cense. It was that that made my head 
ache,’ said Kate, evasively. 
She bad made up her mind she would 

not tell even Vi all that bad been said by 
the (lsirvoyante, and she was wondering 
bow much it would be wise to reveal 

‘Well, shall I tell you what she said to 
me ?’ cried Vi, gaily. ‘Sbe really isa 
wonderful woman, for she told me just 
what had happened between Harry and 
me. But she promised me bappiness in 
the end, so I ought to be thanktul to her.’ 
And then the detailed, as nearly as she 

could remember, all that the clairvoyante 
bad said to her. 

‘She showed an equal knowledge of my 
past,” said Kate, thoughtfully; ‘for she 
told me my life had been a happy one, 
singularly free from care and trouble, and 
that I bad recently become engaged.’ 

‘Kate, she must bave known who we 

‘Per- 

‘Yes, I think she must have done eo, 
though | don’t know how, tor she hasn't 
been 1n the town manv days, and we so 
seldom go there,’ said Kare, more thought- 
fully than ever. 

be supposition tuggested by Vi had 
occurred to her on the way home, but it 
di not tend to ease her mind of that pain- 
ful fear which lurk: d within it. 
Could 1t be that that mysterious woman 

kbhew that Morewco | loved Lilian Vere? 
For, it was to Lalian that Kate's thoughts 

bad flown the moment Madame Santanello 
bad spoken ot a woman beautiful with no 
common beauty, pure and radiant asa 
morning star. 

Lilian’s image could not but rise in- 
voluntarily to her mind as she listened to 
what was so taith'ul a description of ber. 
And the clairvoyinte had said she was 

bound in the chains of wedlock, and was, 

moreover, Kate's friend. 
Who could it be but Lilian Vere ? 
Kate was by no means a jealous girl — 

far trom it; but, nevertheless, she felt un- 

happy as she rememberad how persistently 
her lover had retused to reply to her 
queries as to wheth r she herself was his 
first and oniy love. 
A hundred little circumstances, unnoted 

betore, rose up in her memory, and made 

her fancy that Lady Vere bad once possers- 
ed his heart. 
And if so, and his passion for his friends 

wite wis quits dead, why had he not own- 

ed it to her, frankly, when she questioned 
bim ? 
Could it be—she asked herself the ques. 

tion, though the very thought was torture 
—could it be he still loved his friend’s wife 
The clairvoyante bad said he did, and 

that he would turn to her again. 
She had declared the Fates bad rail it, 

and that they could not lie. 
Two hours ago Kate would have laughed 

at the very ides of giving credence to 
such a woman's words. 
But tbe spirit of superstition is, perhaps, 

not 89 far from any of us as we think, and, 
assuredly, it had cast its shadow over her 

mind. 
‘Well, but what did she say about your 

future ?' questioned Vi. 
‘Oh, a lot of nonsense!" replied Kate, 

trying to speak lightly, and only halt suc- 
ceeding. ‘I am to have a more romantic 
fate than you. I am to break with More- 

wood, and to marry a dark. slender man, 

who is to come to me from foreign lands.’ 
“Well, that you'll never do !' laughed Vi. 

‘Madame was wrong there, at ail events. 
I wonder what Morewood would say if he 
were to bear of it 
Kate turned to her with great earnest- 

ness. 
‘Vi, | want you to promise me you'll 

never mention this to anybody—not unless 
I say you may. I wouldn’c have Jobn 
know we've been here for all the world. 
Soms day I may tell him, but not now. 
Promise me you'll mention it to no one, 
i.’ 

‘Very well. I promise.’ 
“To no one mind I" said Kate, with al- 

most feverish ¢agerness. 
‘You may trust ms Kitty,” answered Vi. 

“To tll the truth, I'm a little bic ashamed 

of our adventure now that it’s really over. 
1’d rather no one knew of it. It Harry 
were ever to hear, he'd tease me to death. 

I know he would. 

CHAPTER XLIII. 

KATE'S ILLNESS, 

Kate bad promised to dine at Vivian 
Court that evening, and to stay the night. 

Sir Gerald had been called away trom 
home on business, and would not return 

until the next day. 
Lady Ruth was keeping her room with 

a slight cold, ani Lillian had written a 
note to Kate, begging her to come over 
and keep her company: 

Kate had promised willingly enough, 
but when evening came, she more than 

balf regretted her promise. 
Her head still ached—a strange depree- 

sion weighed upon her spirits—she felt 
tired and languid. 
However she resolved not to disappoint 

her friend. 
So she dressed at the appointed time, 

and, stepping into the carriage which Lady 
Vere had sent for her, was quickly at the 
Court. 

Little did she dream what suffering 
awaited her before she quitted that roof 
again! 
Lady Vere received her with delight. 
‘It 1s so good of you to come to me, 

Kate !, she sai, as the came out into the 
hall to meet ber. 
And Kate flushed a little guiltily, re- 

membering her interview with Madame 
Santanello in the morning. 

All day since, she had been wondering 
whether Lilian knew that Moorwood had 
loved her—whether it was true be still 
loved her-—whether she knew that. and 
whether she, in any way, returned or en 
couraged his love. - 

But, the moment she saw Lillian, any 
faint doubt she might have formed against 
her perfect faith and purity, died away, as 
the mists vanish at the shinning ot the 
morning sun. 
That pure and radiant face, with i's 

sweet lips and soulful eyes, was not the 
face—Kate decidel—of a woman who, 
while hereelt bound by the holy ties ot 
wedlock, would seek to win the lover of 
another girl, 
The two dined together in Lady Vere's 

boudoir. 
A dainty litile dinner was served to them 

—suited to femivine tastes, as opposed to 
masculine—fruit and sweets being very 
much more largely partaken of then the 
coarser edibles of meat and game. 
A daintily-cooked tow] was brought them, 

but it was sent away almost untouched. 
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CANCER 

Lilian drank nothing but water; Kate 
took a single glass of wine. 

‘Do you know, you look particularly 
charming to-night, Kate,’ said Lady Vere. 
‘You have the most lovely color, and your 
eyes are as bright as stars.’ 

Kate glanced at herself in a mirror. 
Sue did, indeed, look charming, in a 

pretty dinner dross of blick lace, relieved 
by nots ot heliotrope-colored silk. 
But her color was, perhaps, too delicate- 

ly brilliant, and her eyes too lustrous, for 
perfect health. 

‘1 believe | have tak:n coll, and am a 
little feverish,’ said Kate to herself. 

Turning from the mirror with a half sigh, 
she looked at Lady Vere, and noticed with 
what simplciity she was dressed now that 
her husband was not at homo. 
Her gown was of white indian silk, with- 

out ornam-nt. 
She wore not a single j:wel. 
The only touch ot color about her was a 

band of turquois velvet, which she wore 
round her hair. 

Rarely, perhaps, she had looked more 
beautitul ; but it was not so she dressed 
when Sic Gerald was at home to look upon 
her beauty, ana Kate noticed the difference. 
‘What shall we do, all the evening?’ ask- 
ed Lady Vere, as Kate sat toying with a 
magnificent bunch of purple hothouse 
"re 

‘1 know what I should like to do—if you 
don't mind.’ 

*Oh, tell me!’ 
‘| should like to lie on a couch, and be 

lszy, and listen to you play and sing.’ 
“I’hen you shall, Kare. I should pe very 

ungrateful it [ didn’c indulge you, after 
you've been so good in coming to me,’ 
said Lilian, smiling. ‘I must go upstairs 
first, just tor a couple of minutes, to make 
sure auntie wants for nothing; then I'll 
sing to you to your heart's content !’ 
Ten minutes later she was seated at the 

piano‘orte, singing soft,sweet love-ballads, 
which, somehow, brought the tears to 
Kate's eyes, as she lay on the couch, with 

her face buried in the cushions. 
She was feeling strangely weak and low 

to-night. 
Her nervous system seemed all over- 

wrought. 
The tears would come, in spite of her 

efforts to restrain them. 
An hour perhaps, had passed in this way, 

when, at the clos: ot a song, Lilian, turn- 
ed to look at her triend, and saw she had 

risen to a sitting position on the couch, her 
cheeks crimson, her hand pressed to her 
brow. 
‘My dear, what is the matter ?’ 
‘Lalian, should you mind it I went to 

bed ? 1 don’c feel well, I—I think I have 
taken cold. I am dizzy—and—and—’ 
The rest of the sentences died away,in an 

inarticulate murmur. 
She pressed her hand to her brow again 

and shivered trom head to toot. 
In a moment Lady Vere was by her side. 
‘Uh, my dearest, you are ill—really ill, 

and I never noticed it I’ she cried, in keen 
selt-reproach. ‘Is it your head that aches ? 
Let me take you to my room, and bathe it 

for you.’ 
«]—I don't know,” murmured Kate, in a 

strangely incoherent fashion. ‘I—I feel 

strange all over. Don’t leave me, Lilian— 
don’t leave me. I am frightened. 1 feel as 
it I were going to die !' 
Lady Vere seized the bell rope, and 

pulled it violently. 
But, quickly as the summons was an- 

swered by the well trained footman, be- 

fore he made his appearance Kate's head 
had sunk, hike a lsaden weight, upon her 
bosom, and she had swooned away in 
Lilian’s arms. 

‘Send tor a doctor, immediately!” com- 
manded Lady Vere. *And let someone 
come to me here. Dou’t lose an instant !’ 

In a very few mom: nts both the bouse- 
keeper and Lady Vere’'s maid were in at- 
tendance. 
They brought restoratives, and used 

their best efforts to bring Kate back to 
consciousness ; but sll in vain. 
She seemed to be not so much in a {aint 

as in a death-like stupor. 
Her breathing was heavy and laboured, 

and every now and again a, convulsion 
shook her from head to toot. 
Lady Vere's composure was not easily 

disturbed, but Kate's iliess seemed to 
agitate her fearfully. 
She had got one of the girl's hands in 

her own, and was chafing it, 
As she did that she fied her eyes, wita a 

strange look of terrorin them, on a tiny 
scratch, ar puncture, not lirger than a 
head ot a pin, on Kate's wrist. 
‘Who is going for the doctor?’ she cried 

almost widly, while the look of terror deep- 
ened in her eyes. 

‘Jarvis is going, my lady: They are 
saddling a horse for him now.’ 

‘Tell him to rid quick—quick!" said 
Lady Vere. ‘Don’t lst him lose a mom- 
ent. Tell him itis a question of life or 
death.’ 
Oh, my lady, it is not so bad as that, I 

hope!’ said the housekeeper, in a tone of 
repectful sympathy. ‘Itis a very sudden 
seizure, and very distressing one, but the 

young lady will, probably, be better soon. 
‘Heaven grant it!" murmured Lady Vere. 

‘Ob, if only the doctor would come! It is 
the suspence that is so hard to bear! 
And turning away from the unconscious 

Kate, she paced up and down the room un- 
controllable agitation. 

It was fully halt an hour before the doctor 
arrived. 
Lady Vere had bidden them fetch the *: 

one who lived nearest to the Court. 
He was an elderly man, who had for 

years enjoyed the confidence ot Sir Gerald. 
A sate, old-fashioned practioner. 
Bat it so happened that this gentleman 

—Dr. Baker was his name—had gone 
away for a short holiday, only the day be- 
fore and it was his locum tenens whom 
Jarvis brought back with him. 
The locum tenens was a young man, tall 

and thin, and somewhat peculiar-looking. 
He was decidedly plain of feature, but 
bad a massive brow and keen, deep-set 
eyes, which imparted a great deal of char- 
acter to bis jlain-featured face. 

were. That accounts for her clcverness, Cos tinued on Fifteenth Page. 
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