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ON THE_

BRINK OF A CRIME.

CHAPTER 1.

It was an ideal summer day.

The low ripple of the river, the hum of
the insects, and the song of birds were the
only sounds that broke the silence of
the vast woods that surrounded Carolin
Towers.

The arching trees swept their tender
graceful branches into the cool stream that
bubbled and gurgled, as though with joy
at the swect caresses.

The July sun was at its height, but here
beside the flowsng water, it was shady and
restful ; the background of dense woods,
with Nature's carpet of emerald green moss
forming a spot calculated to soothe over-
strained nerves, in which to forget awhile
earth’s cares—a spot that seemed so far
away from the burry and bustle of great
cities—in fact, a place in which to dream
away a gorgeous midsummer day.

And in this paradise was one dreamer—
a girl, young and beautiful ; no overstrained
nerves were hers.

Life's fitful fever had not touched her as
yet, but love had come to her—love, with
outstretched bands, in a golden heze of
hearts’ sunlight.

Small wonder that she dreamed, and that
it possible, the lovely face took a softer,
sweeter expression.

Reclining on the mossy bank, she made
a picture over which an artist would have
raved.

Sae appeared little more than a child—
at that adorable age where childbood and
womanhood meet, the one coy and uncer-
tain, the other grave, yet wondering what
the future may have in store.

Her dress was pure white, the material
of the gown, however, suggesting the idea
that the wearer was not too lavishly en-
dowed with this world’s goods; whilst the
broad black ribbon on the shade
hat which she had removed from
her small, exquisitely-shaped head, was
certainly a badge of mourning.

This, indeed, was the case. Only a
month ago Mavis Dunscombe had lost her
best, her only friend—her mother.

She had grieved bitterly, and at first
could not, and would not, be consoled;
but in that month—#0 long, but now so
short—Ilove had stepped 1n, and though

Mavis still grieved, the keenness of bher |

sorrow had passed. Was not Adrian her
own ; were not her sorrows his ?

He had told her so, many and many a
time, and she bad fondly believed every
word he had said. And then, the joys
that were to be ! Would they not share
them also—together ?

Of griet, ol parting, of shame, of the
great tragedy of lite, she thought nothing.

To her it was a sealed book; or, if sbe
thought at all, the golden curtain hung
alwoys between, and the dark moving
shapes that were to make up the drama of
her lite were indistinct and vague.

This was as it should be.

Was she not young and beautifal ? and
did not all the world lie fair and smiling
before her in the mystic light of love’s
young dream ?

And so she sat beneath the drooping
beeches and thought a girl’s innocent
thoughts of her lover—of Adrian Carolin,
who was the only son of the owner of the
stately pils of castellated building, known
in all the country-side as Carolin Towers.

It was all but three short weeks since
Mavis Dunscombe had metftbe man who
was to day all the world to her, and whose
influence, be it for weal or woe, would
color the whole ot her existence, to make
or to mar the fair lite as he thought fit.

A deep and solemn responsibility tor any
man.

But to Adrian it came in the form of a
terrible temptation.

‘His own,” she murmured to herself
again and agsin; and litting her eyes, she
saw hastening towards her the man she

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills,

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,
Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausca, Drowsi.
pess, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongua
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetablc,

Bmall Pill. Smalil Dese.
Small Piice.

Substitution
ihe fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,
Ask for Carter’s,
Insist and demand

Carter's Little Liver Pills

| loved with all the pure trustfuloess of a
firet love.

Could she have toreseen the future that
now looked so smiling, she would have
been tempted to throw herself into the
river at her teet, which, lower down in its
course, was deep and treacherous, ere she
turned, with the lovelight in her blue eyes
to meet him who was her hero and her
king.

He took her in bis arms and kisred he
passionately.

‘I knew [ should find you here, Mavis,
my own.’

Mavis did not answer him.

Her heart was too full, her love too per-
fect to need words; and, indced, at the
present moment, it seemed so with Adrian
Carolin also.

He clasped her closer to his breast, and
smoothed the bright hair, which was one
of Mavis’ chiet charms.

And so they sat on in a perfect silence
and around them the birds warbled their
happy seng, and the river at their teet
isughed, and chattered, and mocked, as it
went its way over rocks and boulders, on
to the great silent pool, which the country
folk around believed to be bottomless.

They were superstitious about these this
simple folk.

It was said to be haunted by the spirit
of a young girl, the bride of one ot the
great Jords of Carolin, dead and gone this
century and more, and few were bold
enough to pass the spot after dusk.

The legend went that Adrian—a family
name—Lord Carolin had wedded the tair
daughter of a neighboring squire, believ-
ing her to be richly endowed, and, on
finding out that, instead ot being the
beiress he had imagined, she was quite the
reverse—being, inaeed, through her father’s
extragavance, almost penmlness—he had
put her from him with a curse, which so
turned this unhappy bride’s brain that she
sought retuge 1n the pool that tells no
tales, and sank beneath its dark waters, to
rise no more.

Her body was never recovered, although
her spirit was said to haunt the spot.

Why did this sad story enter into the
mind of Mavis Dunscombe, even as she
lay sheltered by her lovei’s strong arms?

Who shall say?

CHAPTER II.

The Honourable Adrian Carolin was,
as has already been hinted, the only son,
and, therefore, the heir ot Lord Carolin,
the great man of the county.

Not only was he the lord of the manor,
and owned the whole of the picturesque,
straggling village which took its name
from him, but be was also the possessor of
a fine mansion in Park Lane, a shooting-
box in the Highlands, and various other
estates more or less important.

But Lord Carolin was not rich—at least,
not for a peer of the realm.

The Carolins had, from time immemorial,
been wild, improvident, and, in several
cases, wicked.

That they were utterly unscrupulous
where their own desires were concerned
was a fact well known: but, for all that,
the old lord and bis handsome
son were well beloved in the neigh-
bourbood, where for centuries the
Lords of Carolin had reigned as little kings.

Although reckless to a degree and mort-
gaged up to the hit, there was an almost
royal generosity about father and son alike
that went far towards covering those sins,
which, indeed, to their dependents and
poorer neighbours seemed far away, and
by them were but little understood.

What did they know of London and its
ways in this quiet, peaceful village on the
Cornish coast? For, the broad acres of
Carolin Towers sloped towards the great
ocean, which stretched full three thousand
miles away to lap the orange and cypress
laden shores of Florida.

The wife of the present lord, and the
mother of Adrian, had died soon, after
giving birth to the heir.

Some said that her busband’s ‘London
ways’ had had something to do with the
early death of the gentle lady who had
borne the great name for so brief a period.

She, too, was of noble birth.

On Lord Carolin’s side it had most cer-
tainly been a love-match, for the L dy
Alice Mountjoy had had nothing save her
beauty and goodness to bestow.

On her side—well, she had always been
a little afraid of her lord, who was also
her master.

Be tbis as it may, she died young, and
thus Adrian had never known a mother’s
care and irfluence, and so he, too, grew
up & true Carolin—the very apple of his
tather’seye, handsome, and somewhat over-
bearing, as became his race.

At the time this story opens, it would
have been bard to find a face more beauti-
ful, a form more striking, than Mavis
Dunscombe’s lover possessed.

He had now reached his thirtieth year,
and, although, as was but natural, his
pame had been fraely coupled by the
gossips with every marrisgeable young
lady in the county tor years past, he him-
selt bad shown no sign of preference.

The handkerchiet bad not been thrown
to any one of the fair damsels who still
sighed in vain.

In London it was the same story.

The marketable damsels of Maytair ang-
led, it is true, somewbat differently from
their country-bred sisters, and baited their
hook with another bait ; but they angled no
less assiduously.

Mawmmas in Belgravia gave dances, din-
ners, what not, all in the fond hope of se-

ing & good old name and title for their
dog ers, but Adrian was impervious.

s heart remained adamant until the fa-
tal day when his dark, splendid eyes lighted
on the fair pertect beauty of Mavis Dun-
combe.

It was in a tiny, creeper covered cottage
on Lord Carolin’s estate that Mrs. Duas-
combe had lived.

She had been the widow of an officer,
who, dying in India, had lett her but poor-
ly provided for, ber sole source of income
being her rmion; and now she was dead,
and with her her pension, leaving Mavis
with but a small annuity which would cease
upon her twenty-first birthday—she was
now seventeen years of age.

Chance bad brought the mother and
daughter to the retired Cornish village,
where the last five years of the girl’s young
life had been spent—happy, happy years !

The rent of the wee cottage had tempted
them.

Mrs. Dunscombe was in delicate health ;
in short, it suited them.

And so Mavis had grown to womanhood
in an atmosphere of love, untainted by the
snares of a world only too ready to wipe
the bloom from the peach, to open the eyes
of innocence, and destroy the illusions of
youth.

Such was the girl whom Adrian loved,
with the only love of which such a one as
he was capable—selfish, exacting, waver-
ing. At present he loved her madly, pas-
sionately ; so he told himself and her.

To the man of the world, sated with its
flattery, its hollowness, the fresh youn
ch:rm of Mavis came as a revelation, an
in the more serious moments of his solitude
he vowed that he would never bring a sha-
dow of sorrow or shame over the brightness
of her soul.

Alas ! for human resolutions.

He had come upon her in her grief,
three short weeks ago, in the very spot
where they now sat clasped in each other’s
arms, and, gazing upon her unseen, had
felt his fickle heart go out to her.

Hers he had won, perhaps, too easily.

Lightly gained, with men of Adrian’s
stamp, too often means lightly held.

The atternoon shidows fell upon them;
still they sat whispering love’s low whispers.

‘And now, my dearest, about your future.
Have you made any plans ? I cannot leave
my bird in such a lonely nest as Myrtle
Cottage alone, and I must go to town short-
ly,’ said Adrian at last, putting her gently
from him, but still retaining her small
hand, and looking into the pure depths ot
her wonderful eyes.

*To town! to London! Oh, Adrian !
and the red lips quivered like a timid
child’s. ‘How lonely I shall be! Plans ?
Ob, no ; how could I make plans now with-
out you ?’

Adrian frowned slightly ; he bated res
ponsibility in any shape or form.

‘You are angry. hat have I said to
vex you P Mavis exclaimed, with love’s
quick instinct.

‘Vexed me, darling? No, of course
not ; but, you see, we must think about the
tuture, bore as it is ! My father being ab-
sent from the Towers, at present he knows
nothing of my bird of our secret.’

‘Secret, Adrian ! Need we have a secret
from him ? Will he be very angry with
you for marrying me—at our marriage ?’

And she hid her blushing tace from her
lover’s eyes.

Adrian started, and the frown deepened.

It was the first time the ominous word
‘marriage’ had passed between them, and
now it was Mavis who had used it.

*Marriage " The very word suggested
a whole train ot thought, which, to judge
by the expression on Adrian’s face, were
decidedly ucpalatable.

‘We will talk of your plans and your
future later on, Mavis.’

And M vis remarked, with a strange
chill at her heart, that it was not ‘our plans,’
but ‘yours.’

‘Come I will see you home. I am din-
ing at my uncle’s Lord Mountjoy’s to-night.

Saying this Adrian rose, and together
they passed through;the woods to the cot-
tage almost in silence.

It was the first tiny cloud on the bori-
zon of Mavis Dunscombe’s happiness.

That night she cried herselt to sleep.

CHAPTER III.

On the tollowing morning, Adrian,re-
ceived a letter from his father bidding him
travel up to London without loss of time,
as he had important matters to talk over
'itlli him, adding also that he was far from
well.

Adrian was somewhat surprised at this
request, as Loord Carolin was not, as a rule
apt to consider anything of much import-
ance save his own royal will and pleasure.
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tll.;"ntlain'oq»ct the son was like his fa-
‘I shall not have a moment to spare in
which to say no ‘good-bye’ to Mavis, but
I will send one of the men down to the cot-
tage with a note.

A ies of relief came Adrian as he
tbouég::hul, iving atthe same time or-
ders for catching the first available train,
to town,

When he thought ot Mavis’ a thrill of
compunction seized him.

Her words, her face, haunted him
strangely, and when he found himself in
the train being borne swittly townwards,
it was Mavis. and Mavis only, on whom
his thoughts dwelt.

How innocent she was! How little ot
the world-—of his world—she knew, poor
child ! Marriage, impossible !

It she only knew the truth, would she
cast him from her or would she cling to
him, looking to him for her happiness and
ber all P

Bah! what a fool he was to worry his
head about troubles that might never be !
He would hear what his father had to say.
Oae thing however, was very certain he must
not reveal his love for Mavis. His father
end Mavis must never meat.

He lighted a cigar and pufted moodily
away, trying to banish the dark thoughts
that would rise, do what he conld to pre-
vent them.

He thought of his folly and his past, and
cursed them both.

Betore the express train had reached the
London terminus, he had made up his
mind on one subject. In the teeth of
everything—in spite of the past, the pres-

should be his, be it by tfair means or by
foul. She should be his! He could not
lose her.

» " * * -

It was late when Adrianreached the fam-
ily mansion in Park Lane; the night was
intensely, suffocatingly hot. He was ex-
pected.

Although the season was dying, it was
dying hard, and it seemed to Adrian one
big rush of pleasure-seeking, jaded men
and women, this West-end wherein his
lines were cast, and of which he knew so
much. '

How diflerent from the cool shade of
Caroiin Woods—trom the rippling river !
and how different these painted, powdered
women from—Mavis !

Quickly removing his dnsty and travel-
stained garments, Adrian sought his father
who he was informed, had dined, but was
sitting over his wine in the small dining-
room, which father and son generally used
when alone.

‘His lordship is far from well, sir,’ re-
marked Lord Carolin’s confidential man,
who waited upon the heir; ‘and he has not
been out of the house all day expecting
you every minute.’

‘But I could not possibly get here soon-
er, Boyd !’ replied Adrian, smiling.

*So I told his lordship, sir; but he was
that restless, making me bring the Brad-
shaw and look out the trains every half-
hour.’

So his father had something ot real im-
portazce to communicate! As a rule, he
took lite easily.

The meeting between father and son was
affectionate and cordial.

There were bon casmarades in the true
sense of the word. They had so much in
common ; and they were wonderfully alike,
too, in form and features, as they stood
facing one another, grasping each other’s
hands.

Lord Carolin was still a strikingly-hand-
some man, apparently on the right side of
sixty.

It was easy to see from whom Adrian
had inherited his good looks and tall, state-
ly bearing.

‘And now, father, what is it?’ said
Adrian, as soon as his physical needs had
been ministered to, anu be had partaken
of the contents of a tray of refreshments
thoughttully prepared for him. *‘You
would not have sent for me in this tremen-
dous hurry had you not some valid reason.
What is it? Nothing serious, I hope,” he
added, seeing his father looked grave and
troubled.

*You are right, Adrian. There is a
reason, the very best of reasons; it has to
do with you. I have news tor you that
may—nay, will—alter the whole tenor of
your life. Can you not guess it, my boy?’

And Lord Carolin looked long and stead-
ily at the son who, with all his faults, was
80 dear to him.

CHAPTER 1V.

Adrian sat silent. :

A crowd of thoughts—ot memories,
surged over him unbidden rendering him
tor the moment speechless.

What was this news’that would mean to
him so much—that would change his very
life itselt ? $

Oh! if only it could be—t only it was—
that ! ‘ :

With an effort he routed bimself, and

faced his father.

‘] cannot guess. It cannot be—you
must tell me.l ;

*You have guessed it my boy ; I see it in
your face ; hut you cannot grasp the full
fact yet, for it is a fact. You have your
freedom, Adrian; she is dead.’

‘Dead I’ exclaimed Adrian, starting to his
feet, and pacing the room nervously.
‘Dead—Lucilla dead !’

He paused, adding, in a voice strangely
unlike his own—

‘When and how P—tell me

It is a strange story,’ replied Lord
Carolin, thoughttully ; ‘but trutll)x is often
stranger than fiction, and  chain of ordin-
ary circumstances brought the knowledge
ot her death, and manner of it, to me.
Prepare yourself for a shock, Adrian. Lu-
cilla, your wite, died a violent death.’

‘Murdered P’ The dread word came from
Adrian’s lips in horrified tones.

‘Thank God, no ! not that. At the in-
quest, they brought it in ‘Accidental’; it
may have been suicide—God only knows !

She is dead; who are we to i
1 But you shall hear the whol: .';g'y‘.' -

ent, and the future, Mavis Dunscombe -

_ “As you are aware, I have been travell-
ing for the past month abroad, and ice
took me from the South, which had be-
come unbearably hot and relaxing, to the
North of France—to Normandy.

‘Charmed with the simplicity of the
people, and the extreme beauty ot the
scenery, I wandered trom place to place,
travelling quietly and unpretentiously,
with Boyd only as my attendant. Chance,
or maybe Fate—which you will—toox me
to a small hotel, picturesquely situated,
far up on the hills, among the pine trees.
I was comfortable, and resolved to spend
a week there.

‘One day, being told of an excursion to
be made to a neighvoring place of interest
I ordered a carriage, and set out to see
and explore. Putting up at the only host-
elry Aixville—the name of the place—
boasted, I started on foot for the tamous
woods and well of which I bad come in
search.

‘Atter half an-hou.’s walk, I reached
the spot, the beauty of which well repaid
me for my trouble. As I gaz:d down into
the depths of the dark waters, a figure—a
woman’s figure—rose suddenly, and con-
fronted me from the other side. Imagine
Adrian, my horror, my dismay, when 1 re-
cognized Lucilla.’

Lord Carolin paused, pouring himself
out a glass of wine, as though to nerve
himselt to his task.

‘Go on,’ was all that Adrian said.

His tace was buried in his hands, but
he was listening with feverish intentness.

The story meant so much to him.

‘She was changed,’ resumed Lord Caro-
lin, ‘almost beyond recognition. Remem-
ber it is tull seven years since I had seen
her. Her vice—to my wmind the lowest
of all possible vices—drink—had bloated
the beauty that caught your tancy nearly
ten years ago'-- Adrian writhed tﬁere was
a sneer in his father’s tones that cut him
like a knife—‘had disfigured her to such
an extent that her looks, such as they
were, had entirely departed; but I knew
her at once, and recognition was mutual.

*That she had been drinking heavily re-
cently was evident. She attacked me at
once like a fury, demanding your address
—demanding money. I reminded her
that she was provided for—that on con-
dition of her living abroad, and keeping the
wretched marriage a secret, she recived
a sum which I considered ample tor her
respectable maintenance. I tear some of
my remarks angered her. She blazed out
more furiously than ever.

‘I am sick and tired living a false life,
under a false name,’ she said. ‘I will
come to England, and take my rightful
place in the coutry, as the wife of your son
and heir, the Honorable Adrian Carolin;
and I will track and dog your footsteps
till I find bhim.” ‘ILruly a nice prospect
both for you and me, Adrian !

‘Having once made up her mind to it,
she wonld have been capable of that or any-
thing else. I know her well,’ groaned his
son.

‘Hush ! Remember she is dead. Well,
to cut the story short, she followed me
back to the inn, where I found she was
well known, raving—declariug she was
my daughter-in-law. This statement, how-
ever I could see, was not behieved. To
avoid her, I contrived to escape by a gsr-
den-entrance, and drove rapidly away,
and the last 1 saw was the landlord en-
deavoring to pacity her, as he would a
lunatic ; and indeed, she appeared but lit-
tle removed from one.’

‘Drink, and the lite she led, may have
turned a brain always weak and excitable,’
said Adsian.

‘Let us hope 80; and now comes the
tragic ending of my story. The wretched
creature pursued me from place to place, 1
however, eluding her successfully. She
was travelling by rail to Paris, in search
ot me, when, by some iuexplicable acci-
dent— or was it design P’—she was found
upon the line, mautilated past recognition
by a passiog train. The door ot the
carriage in which she had been was open.’

‘And you are sure—quite sure—that it
was Lucilla? swid Adnan, with cold lips.

‘] saw the—the body. Yes, Adrian,
your wite is dead—you are free. I saw
ber buried. Here is the certificate,’ and
Lord Carolin placed a paper before his
son.

‘No, no !’ exclaimed Adrian, sbuddering.

‘She lies buried in a quiet country
churchyard, but you shall bave all parti-
culars later on. Come! This has been a
shock, Adrian—but remember that you
are free, that the fatal folly of your youth
has been wiped out by an all-merciful
Providence, and be thankful I’

Adrian arose and wrang his father’s
hand.

He had much, indeed, to thank him for.

Just now, his mind, his brain, was in a
state of chaos.

More than ever now must the existence
of Marvis and his love tor her be kept a
secret trom the haughty ILord of Carolin.

‘(o and rest, my son. To morrow we
will talk matters over. I should advise a
few months’ travel. Fresh scenes will take
the memory of the past from you more
surely than anything else,’ said his father,
kindly.

And Adrian took him at his word,
thankful to be alone with his thoughts.

CHAPTER V.
A week had gone by, and still Mavis

was alone.

Adrian had not come. Nothing but the
scanty note that told of his father’s need of
bim—of his burried departure.

This note Mavis read over and over
again.

It was fond, loving, as ever; but Mavis
felt the vagueness, alihough she did not
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