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ON THE 
BRINK OF A CRIME. 

CONCLUDED, 
*“ Bad luck darling! Of course not—, 

all superstition,—vulgar superstition! Wh 
dearest, you are quite pale and are trembl- 
ing ! is mustn't be ! Look up. Iam 
our husband now, little one, and, remem- 
r, you have just promised to obey me. 

Here we sre, by Jove !"—as the brougham 
drew up at a quiet hotel where luncheon 
had been ordered previous to catching the 
Continental express. ‘‘ You are hungry 
and tired : a good luncheon and a glass 
of champagne will soon set you right, and 
bring back the roses to these white cheeks.’ 
And so sweet Mavis Carolin took the 

first step along the new path, which seemed 
to ber of roses, and, if Adrian's heart smote 
him sometimes, he made no sign, and life 
to her, who was by his side, appeared an 
earthly paradise. 

- * - * » 

** By Jove ! Carolin, who would have 
thought of meeting you here P You of all 
people in the world, out of the season, too! 
How is it that you are not treading your 
native heather, stalking the deer, popping 
at the wily grouse—in fact, doing any- 
thing but stewing in ‘ Gay Paree,’ 
which, by the wey, isn’t a bit 
gay just at present. Phew! how 
bot it is, quite an Indian summer.’ 
The speaker who thus addressed Adrian 

Carolin was a man some three years young- 
er than the latter. 
A handsome debonnaire-looking fellow, 

with a countenance frank and open as the 
day, blue eyes, truthful and honest as 
though they could not lie, a sunburnt, 
genial giant on whom to rely. 
Both men and women liked and trusted 

Arthur Bertie and their trust would not 
pe mispladed. 
‘What are you doing here ?’ he repeated 

as Adrian was silent, being indeed, utterly 
taken aback, and looking none too well 
pleased at the meeting. : 

‘Nothing— that is—oh !—er— nothing. 
Awtlully pleased to see you, old chap. I 
have—the truth—is I bave—a lady with 
me. Ta-ta, see you again.’ 
And Bertie, looking atter him in much 

astonishment at bis unusual embarrrass- 
ment, saw his friend join a young and very 

beautiful girl, who at that moment emerged 
from one of the boxes at the Odeon The- 
atre. 

‘What a lovely face,” be thought, as his 
eyes rested on Mavis Carolin. ‘I do not 
think I bave ever seen such perfect beauty, 
combined with an expression so innocent. 
1 wonder what Carolin is up to—not bis 
old tricks again surely. She looks as good 
as she most certainly is beautiful.’ 
And, as Arthar Bertie strolled through 

the brilliantly lighted streets of the gay 
city, he thought more than a little of the 
exquisite {aee, ot which, after all, he bad 
bad but a fleeting glance. 
‘Who was that you were speaking to, 

Adrian ? He had a nice face,” said Mavis, 
as they drove towards their hotel. ‘I am 

so glad if it is an old friend you have met, 
darling. Sometimes, 1 have feared, you 
must be very dull, with only me to talk to.’ 
And she sighed. 
Alas! aiready she had detected the fatal 

signs of boredom-—fatal indeed, in a man 
ot Adrian Carolin’s disposition. 

‘He is a man I know; I do not call all 

my many acquaintances friends, Mavis,’ re- 

plied her husband coldly; ‘and I must beg 
that, another time, you will remain quietly 
in the box till I come for you. Do not 
stand in the doorway alone; it is not the 
thing, and I do not like it.’ 

‘Oh, Adrian! I had taken your arm be- 
fore your—your acquaintance saw me’ ex- 
clamed Mavis, the ready tears springing 
to her eyes as she noticed the look of dis- 
pleasure on the fac ot her idol. ‘I did not 
mean to displease you,’ she added, simply. 

“There ! say no more about it—be care- 
ful another time, tbat is all,” said Adrian, 

impatiently, who knew he was in the wrong 

and resented it. ‘For Heaven's sake doat 
cry !You know I hate tears and scenes Here 
we are at the hotel. They will think with 

their pigheaded foreign ideas that I've 
been ill-treating you.’ : 

Mavis dried her eyes, and in silence, 
they entered their private suite of apart 
ments, where a choice supper was await- 
ing them 
For the second time in her short life 

Mavis Carolin sobbed herself to sleep. 
A presestment was over her, which 

haunted her even in her dreams. 
Was it a foreshadow of the future ? 

CHAPTER VII. 

It ‘was Christmastime —a veritable old- 
fashioned Cbristmas—sharp frost, white 
and sparkling like the icing on a wedding- 
cake, powdering the fields and county 
lanes—glitterng icicles pendant from 
branch and bouse-tops alike. 
On the big ornemental lake, frozen s« v- 

eral inches deep, a large and merry p.riy 
was skating. 

Christmas was being kept up in the good 
old style at Montjoy Park, and todsy being 
Christm:s Eve, saw the house-perty there 
assembled, and largely augmented by 
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| contingents from neighbouring country 
farm houses, disporting themselves to 
their hearts content upon the smooth, care- 
fully swept surface ot the ice. 
The bright costumes of the ladies wrap- 

ped in velvet and furs, gliding band-in- 
hand with their attendant cavaliers, formed 
a pretty picture, and so it evidently seem- 
ed to two, older and more sedate, who 
paused now and again to geze and comment 
on the animated scene. 
‘How particularly well dear Celia 1s 

looking to day,;Jobn. Don’t you think so? 
—and so happy,’ remarked Lady Mountjoy 
to her comparinn who was also her husband 
and the owner of Mountjoy Park. 

‘She does indeed, my dear,” replied 
Mountjoy, thougbtfully. ‘Has it occured 
to you Helen, that her cousin seems much 
struck with her ?’ 

‘It bas most certainly, and I will own it 
has caused me some uneasiness. You 
know the dislike I have to the idea of first 
cousins marrying. Still if her affections 
are fixed upon him—and I confess it looks 
it'—and Lady Mountjoy cast a significant 
glance towards the lake—‘why, then, I 
should be inclined to torego my opinion on 
the subject. He has changed greatly of 
late. 

‘And for the better,” put in her husband, 
with whom Adrian Carolin was a prime tav- 
orite. ‘That unfortunate affair ot his youth 
thank Heaven, so providentially ended, was 
a sad and severe lesson for a young 
man. It has borne its fruit, how- 
ever—his wild oats are] sown, and Ad- 
rian will, I bave little doubt, settle down 
into an excellent husband, to whom I shall 
have no hesitation in giving our child—al- 
ways provided he asks for her.” 

““ He will ask for her,” said his wite 
smiling. *‘ Trust a woman for being a 
true prophet in matters where the heart is 
concerned. Here they come. What a 
handsome couple they make !” exclaimed 
Lady Mountjoy, involuntarily. 
They did indeed. 
Both tall, and with tbat air of perfect 

health which makes even the plainest at- 
tractive. 

Adrian in the prime of his manhood, she 
bis junior by seven years—tall also, and 
tair—not with the delicate, rose-tinted fair- 
ness of her unknown rival ; but a regal 
blonde—auburn haired, with velvety-brown 
eyes, that could flash with sudden anger, 
as well as droop beneath the passion of a 
lover’s glance. 

Highb-bred, baughty features : a delicious 
mouth, which, at this moment, was smiling, 
parting to disclose two rows of even white 

.| teeth. 
In very truth, Lady Celia had earned 

deservedly her title as ‘‘ Beauty of the 
County.” 
And she was clever, too—well-read, and 

an admirable musician, with a voice of 
great purity and power. 

She had been trained by the first teachers, 
both in England and abroad ; and, were it 
not for her rank and position, would bava 
made ber fortune upon the operatic stage. 

Adrian Carolin adored music ; he also ad- 
mired fair women. 

‘None of your black-browed, swarthy 
beauties for me,’ he was wont to say. ‘A 
woman should be fair and gentle-looking.’ 

‘But I am not gentle-looking,’ said his 
Cousin Celia, to whom, one day, he made 
the remark. 

‘No; but you are fair and queenly, and 
could and would be gentle to one whom 
you loved. You are my ideal of what a 
woman should be, and how a woman should 
look,’ and then he remembered Mavis. 
But on this particular winter's day, Ad- 

rian was not thinking ot Mavis. She had 
no place in his thoughts—for the time being 
she was forgotten. 
The glamour of the beauty of Celia 

Mountjoy was upon him. 
Again he was face to face with tempta- 
tion. 
That he admired her immensely was evi- 

dent to all. 
That he loved her, she hoped and be- 

lieved. 
The whole love of that great heart of hers 

bad gone out to him—to her cousin Adriaa 
Carolin—and with tell-tale eyes she stood 
before her parents, looking up into his dark 
handsome tace. 

‘Not tired yet?’ said his lordship, smil- 
ing down at her from the bank above. 

‘Oh, no,’ she answered ; ‘Adrian is such 
a perfect skater, I feel as though I was 
skimming through space—it is no exertion 
at all—with him.’ 
‘And you, too, are a perfect skater—our 

steps go as though we had practised to- 
gether all our lives; and yet I never saw 
you till two months ago.’ 

This trom Adrian, in a lower tone, and 
it was true. 

Circumstances had been such that, until 
recently, the cousins had never met. 
That false step of Adrian's, years ago, 

bad driven him trom his home, and Celis, 
too, had been much abroad ; and so, unless 
in name, they had been strangers to each 
othr. 

ES » * ® * 

There was a big dipner-party that night 
at Mountjoy Park, served in the great hall, 
with its thousand historical associations. 
Adrian sat beside his cousin, who looked 

radiantly beautiful. 
She had sclected for her dinner-dress a 

gown of 1he thickest, purest, white silk, 
whilst her ornaments were the priceless 
sapphires of the Mountjoy family. 

*“ I wish you were to wear them to-night, 
my cbild,” ber mother bad said, placing 
tte cesk:t containing the jewels in her hand. 
‘“ They are beirlooms, and will be yours 
at our death, or when you marry. We 
bave no son,” she added, with a half-sigh. 

And well, indeed, did they become the 
rich beauty of the girl who wore them, and 
all eyes were turned upon the couple, who 
sat side by side, seemingly engrossed with 
each other. 

¢“ Is the engagement about to be an- 
nounced P” whispered Captain Braye to his 
partner. 

“¢ I stould think so,” answered the lady ; 
** and a most suitable match, too. Lord 
sud ra Mountjoy have set their hearts 
upon it, I believe.” 
The two thus discussed appeared bliss: 

fully unconscious of such like remarks. 
‘They gszed into each other’s eyes, and 

what they read there was all-sufficient. 
Atter dinner, Celia sang. She chose an 

Italian love-song. 
Her voice was a pure, true soprano, clear 

as a bird's, and as the liquid notes rose and 
fell, Carolin’s fickle heart went out to the 
singer, and he resolved upon a great crime. 

e saw Celia Mountjoy through a hezs 
of passion. 
Toe scent from the waves of her glorious 

hair intoxicated his senses ; he seemed in a 
dream. 

‘¢ Sing something, Adrian.” 
His aunt’s voice roused him to the pree- 

ent. 
He bent nearer to the girl, whose head 

was drooped, so that he could not see her 
face, but he knew that the spell was upon 
her also. 
She trembled, and her white jewelled 

hands fell nerveless upon the keys of the 
piano. 

‘Tnis P* and he placed a song before her, 

‘What shall I sny to thee, heart of my heart? 
How can I prove thee my passion and pain? 
How shall Ijtell thee that now we must pert? 
Seeing I never shall see thee again.’ 

What had possessed him to choose that 
song, with its passionate words and music ? 
Did a thought of that other rise beiore 

his mental vision—of her whose claim upon 
him was surely the moet sacred of all claims? 
—or did her better angel hover near, bid- 
ding him say tarewell to the woman before 
him ere he took a deeper step into the mire 
of deceit and crime P Who shall say ? 
The song was sung and finished. 
The greatest compliment that can be paid 

to a singer was paid to Adrian Carolin. 
There was perfect silence for at least a 

minute. 
‘I bad no idea you sang so well, Adrian,’ 

remarked his uncle, at length. 
‘It must be the theme. It is evident 

Carolin’s whole heart was in the words,’ 
drawled Captain Braye, with a laugh. 
Adrian heard him, and never knew, till 

that moment, that he hated inoffersive Cap- 
tain Braye. 
The remark jarrea bim. 
‘Come away from these fools, Celia,’ he 

whispered in her ear. ‘Come into the con- 
servatory.’ 
Amid the buzz of conversation resumed, 

they disappeared unnoticed, and silken yel- 
low curtains dropped behind them, shut- 
ting out the world, and leaving them face 
face to face— alone. 

» »* * * * 

When Adrian Carolin and his cousin re- 
entered the drawing room, they were pled- 
ged to each other. 

Passion had gained the day. 
The evil angel bad triumphed once 

again, and Adrian's better angel had 
spread her white wings sadly and departed. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

To saythat Lord and Lady Montjoy were 
pleased at the announcement of the en- 
gagement of their only child to her cousin, 
the heir of Carolin was putting it mildly. 
They were simply delighted. 
Her ladyship’s sole objection took to 

itself wings as though by magic. 
*It isn’t as though they had been brought 

up together like brother and sister, as cou- 
sins often are. Why, they might be 
strangers for all they have seen of each 
other,” she told her friends, apologetically. 
Though how her theory worked out, it 

would be hard to say. 
At any rate, it did so to her own entire 

satisfaction, which was after all, the chiet 
point. 

‘Nothing could be poseibly better in 
every respect,’ said his lordship, mightily 
pleased. ‘Celia will be near us. We will 
offer anything for that piece of land of 
Saunders’ and then the properties will 
join each each other. It will be a great 
relief to my mind to have the child so hap- 
pily married. I am getting old now, and 
So to see an hier to the old place before 

go.’ 
‘Aye, we shall see our grandchildren 

around us, I trust, before many years are 
over our heads,’ replied his wile complac- 
ently. 
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i o all went merrily as a marriage 

Lord Carolin was written to, and re- 
turned from from his bsloved Riviera to 
bestow his blessing on the betrotbed. ‘ 
There were public interviews, and pri. 

vate consultatiins, and at last everything 
was satistactorily arranged. 
Adrian went to town, and returned with 

a magnifi eut present of jewels for his 
gr a financee. 

e brought, too, an e men-ring, 
and, as he placed the litters ig circles 4 
Celia’s finger, he whisper words of 
tenderest love into the small pink ear. 
Ashe did so, the memory of another 

face——another gnd a plainer ring—rose 
betore him. 

His hand shook, his face paled; the 
costly ring fell to the ground. 

‘Surely this is not an ill omen,’ said 
Celia, but she smiled as she said it. 
. Almont the identical words from other 
ips ! 
Small wonder that th ebetrayer trembled, 

and that his heart sank ; but for ali that his 
determination wavered not one jot. 

Presents and congratulations were the 
order of the day. 
When the bells rang in the New Year, 

the engagement of Lord Mountjoy’s heiress 
was made public. 
There was feasting for the tenantry on 

the acjoining estates, aud grzat rejoicings 
were held, only to be rivalled, it was said, 
when the wedding should be an accomplish- 
ed fact. 

This date of this was fixed for Easter 
week. which, this year, fell in April. 
‘ None too long,” said the bride elects 

mother, ‘“ to get the trousseau, the jewels 
reset—for 1 shall not wear them again 
when Celia is married—the settlements 
drawn up, and, ob, heaps of other things !" 
And Celia Mountjoy, how did she take 

it all? What were her feelings whilst 
those around her arranged all for her pres- 
ent and future happiness ? 
Happy indeed was she. 
Her love given, as she fondly believed, 

to one worthy of it. 
Celia was no flirt—no woman to give 

lightly to the first that asked. 
An all her twenty-three years of maiden- 

hood she had not loved, or even, as many 
a girl does fancied that she loved ; there- 
fore, when ker heart was given it was given 
for ever. 

» * = » * 

+¢ Adrian,” said Lord Carolin to his son, 
as they walked together in the woods of 
Carolin, where every tree and path was as 
a stab to the younger man by reason of 
memories, ‘* Adrian, are you not full of 
thankfulness that you are tree to take Celia 
for your wife P That f.tal folly over, there 
is now no bar to a happy and prosperous 
life. 

«¢ The coffers of the House ot Mouatjoy 
are fuller than those of Carolin, 1t is true, 
but our name is, if anything, an older one 
than theirs. It is, indeed, a suitable match 
and one entirely atter my own wish. 
Had you wedded again with 
one beneath you in station un- 
known, obscure, you would have broken 
my heart—I should have washep my hands 
ot you. I could not have borne it again, 
Adrian, dear as you are to me,” and the 
proud old man looked as though he meant 
it. 

Adrian made an appropriate answer,and 
turned away. 

In spite of Celia and her love, he was 
as was but natural, miserable. 

It was now February, and he had not 
seen Mavis since before Christmas. 
At this moment, in his pocket, lay an 

imploring, piteous little letter, begging, 
entreating him, her husband, to come to 
her. 

It was directed to his club, the only ad- 
dress he permitted her to use. 
He was worried to death, he told him- 

selt—never reflecting that he had brought 
it all upon himself by his weakaess and 
wickedness. 
Suppose Mavis should sze the announce- 

ment of his approaching marriage in one 
of those wretched society journals that grew 
tat upon the doings of the aristocracy, true 
and untrue, and came down to Carolin 
Towers and there made a scene ! 

But, no; she would never dare do that 
under any circumstances, although she 
loved him with a love of which, as we have 
seen, he was already tired. 
She also feared him. 
She recognizsd in Lim her master. 
In the brief time that they had lived to- 

gether, he had made her understand he 
must be obeyed implicitly, and he trusted 
to this to help him in the crisis that he saw 
was inevitable. 
For Adrian intended to see Mavis again 

once and tor all, betore he perjured himselt 
before (zod’s altar, before he told the great 
lie in the sight of Heaven. 

Celia sometimes wondered at the uncer- 
tainty of his spirits. 
She had heard but dimly of the folly snd 

errors of his youth. 
The past—what had she to do with the 

past ? 
Was not the future hers P 
So, alas, had another said before her ! 
One morning, a bright, beautiful 

day, with a suspicion of spring 
in the air, Adrian rode over 
to Mountjoy Park, early, as was his cus- 
tom, to see what his lady love's will aad 
pleasure for the spending of the day should 
be. 
He had, but an hour or two previously, 

received a letter from Mavis telling him 
she was ill, wretched ; would he come P 
Even he felt that the hour had arrived 

when he must meet the woman he had de- 
ceived so cruelly. 

‘Darlirg,’ be said, to Celia, and her 
qu ck eyes noted the lines of care about bis 
handsome mouth; ‘darling,’ I must leave 
you for a few days—perhaps a week.’ 
He intended, it Mavis were tractable— 

gave him no trouble, in faot—to give her a 
week ; one short week, out of his whole lite 
to his wite ! 

‘Can youspare me I" and he held his 
cousin to him, fondly. 

‘It isn’t a case of ‘can,’ Adrian. If you 

must go, you must ; but, how I ‘shall miss 
you !’ a answered. 

‘Shall you, my own ? God bless you, 
Celia! Promise me, sweetest, that you 
will never believe any word against me, 
unless I tell it you with my own lips; no 
scandal, nothing——' 

‘Of course not, Adrian; no one would 
dare, to me !" she said proudly. My hus- 
band to me is beyond reproach,’ she added. 
Then, indeed, did Adrian Carolin feel 
— ” truth he was—a black-hearted 
villain 

CHAPTER IX. 
A small, but well-furnished room, bright 

lamps, rose-shaded, casting a subdued 
light on the pretty chintz-covered furniture, 

Evidences of refinement and comfort 
everywhere, it not of extravagance or 
wealth. 
The room contained one occupant—a 

woman—and in her we recognise Mavis 
Carolin, changed, indeed, by weeks—nay, 
months —of weary waiting and watching; 
but still Mavis, 1air and sweet as on that 
summer day when she hearkened to 
the fatal words and promises that 
tell from the lips of the man whe, even 
now, would betray her stilly further. 
He was expected. 
All was in readiness. 
Toe excitement of anticipation had 

given to the pale cheeks a rose tint that 
rivalled the carnation blooms upon the 
table. 
Mavis had prepared everything with her 

own hands, and now she sat awaiting her 
lord and master in a state of mind almost 
hysterical. 

‘It is getting late, and he has not come, 
Martha,’ she said, piteously, to the kind- 
looking elderly woman whom Adrian had 
provided as her sole servant and companion 
wn the days when the girl was his idol and 
his love. 
And thea bad become attached to each 

other, these two—so dissimilar in age, and 
in all else. 
Martha had been a wite herselt. She 

knew the world well—too well. In her 
youth she bad married a soldier. He had 
deserted her years ago, and whether he 
was living or not she neither knew nor 
cared. She pitied Mavis from her heart. 
She could read the ending of her happy 
dream. 

‘Late, ma'am! Lor’ bless you, ’tain’t so 
late. It I don’t a hansom outside the gar- 
den gate a-stopping this very blessed 
minute I" she exclaimed, running to the 
door, which opened into a small, trim, 
walled garden. 
The tiny house, of which Adrian was 

master, was situated in St. John’s Wood, 
and had been chosen chiefly because it 
possessed a garden and because of its 
privacy. 

Sure enopgh it was Adrian Carolin, and 
no other. 
Mavis flew to meet him, flinging her 

arms in rapture round Lis neck. 
‘There! that will do,” he said, peevish- 

ly. ‘Let me get into the house first, at 
any rate; and, by Jove! there’s the cabby 
grinning ! Can’t you see the gate is open? 
You behave like a child, Mavis I’ 
And this was hi» greeting after long 

absence ! 
This to repay her for months of weary 

waiting ! 
The tears were in her eyes as she re- 

entered the little drawing room. 
‘Don’t cry, ma’am,” whispered Martha. 

‘You know how master hates what he calls 
‘a scene.” The brute!’ she added, beneath 
her breath. 
salsa knew it too, and controlled her- 

selt. 
‘I am going up to wash some of this con- 

founded dust off ; and let me have some- 
thing to eat!’ and Adrian went up stairs. 

vis did not dare follow him. 
What was coming ? 
A vague, dread presentiment seized her. 
The choice dinner was partaken of in 

silence, relieved only by generalities. 
Later on, in the drawing-room, there 

was also silence—in very truth, Adrian 
Carolin knew not how to deal the blow to 
one so fond and trusting. 
At last he said, and his voice was harsh 

acd unlike his own— 
‘Mavis, why did you not write and tell 

me about—that,’ and he looked at her 
significantly. 

In plain words, Mavis Carolin was about 
to become a mother, and at no very dis- 
tant date. 

‘Because—because —somehow, I thought 
you would not like it; that—that— Adrian 
it would vex you; but you are glad? Oh, 
darling! say that you are glad.’ 
And she got up and bent over him, as he 

lay back puffing away at his cigar savagely, 
‘I cannot say that I am glad, Mavis. I 

am vexed—more vexed tnam I care to 
admit. You should have told me.’ 

In his heart of hearts Adrian was furious- 
ly angry. 

Here, indeed, was a new and unpleasant 
complication. 
Mavis herselt might have been managed 

—portioned off, but a child, perhaps a 
son—an heir ! 
Mavis was silently crying. 
The disappointment was too cruel. 
Adrian was thinking. 
In those few moments of swift thought 

his resolution was taken. y 
To his credit, however, be it said, that 

be would sooner have faced the cannon’s 
mouth than do what he had to do. 

‘Mavis,’ he said, with his face turned 
from her, ‘dry your eyes, and listen to me. 
I have done you a great—a grievous wrong. 
You think you are my wife. You believe 
80, do you not ¥’ 

‘Yes, Adrian, I am your wite— your 
own wife,’ the girl oi wonde: i gly. 

(CONTINUED ON FIFTEENTH PAGE. 
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