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CCNCLUDED,

In a rustic arbour eat Eva, apparently
deep in thought, her sweet eyes fixed upon
the ground. Certainly, she was cqually
uncopscious of thcss dark, sombre eyes,
which were devouring her with such a look
of love and lengiog, ana ot those velvet
brown onee, whose glance reflected ‘envy.
hatred, ma'ice, and sll uncharitableness.’

Miss Martyn's heart was indeed hot with
fury at that moment, and yet, with the fury
there minglsd something of secret exulta-
tion.

This man, who had dared to slight her,
should feel the weight of her revenge.

Surely she could make his life bitter for
him since she had discovered his secret.

He wasib her power since he was in
Jove with a married woman, and that
woman her brother’s wife.

CHAPTER VL
THE PICNIC.

The next day. the vicarage people were
to join a picnic-party. :

This bad been arranged for Caroline’s
sake, kva being anxious to obtain for her
all possible pleasure during her stay with
them. ¢

Montegue's fcot was quite well by this
time, and had he adhered to the resolutions
made as he rat among the mountains in
the purple twilight ot that Sabbath eve-
niog, he would certainly have quitted the
perilous presence of Paul Ma:ityn’s wile
ere this.

Bat circumstances had seemed too
strong for him, and he had drifted idly
whither their current led him.

While the doctor insisted on hie resting
his snkle, he must needs stay ; then, when
Caroline appeared upon the scene, and
begged bim to stay for this function and
for that, deluded himself with the fsncy
thsat it would be rank d.scourtesy to refuse
her.

And so be had stayed dey after dav,
drinking deep draughts of love from Eva's
eyes, and forgetting there was poison at
the bottom ot the cup.

The picnic was to be held, some twenty
miles away ; the vicarage people were to
travel by train to meet tbte rest ol the
party at a given point.

All through the day Miss Caroline’s
eves were on Montague and her brother’s
wife.

She wanted something tangible to report
and then she meant to go to her brother
and disgrace them botbh.

She chose to believe Eva returned
Montague's passion, and that her seemirg
indifference to him was only a sham and a
blind.

Judgirg her sister-in-law by bereelf, and
by ber own miserable standard of womanly
purity, the was quite certain she would be
ready to bresk her marriage vows, and
elope with Montague, if only he would
bold out his band to her and bid her come.

Those lynx eyes, watching unceasingly
on the day of the picnic, saw much to con-
firm her 1o her suspicions.

Never beiore had Montague so openly
devoted bimself to Eve, never before had
he dared to let bis eyes rest upon her with
so much of passion in their dark, sombre
depths.

He sat beside her at the luncieon, and
when. aiterwarde, an old ruin was explored
he offered her his hand to guide her.

Caroline saw her heisitate, and, in a
tremulous whisper, decline his help; she
saw him, with a look that seemed almost
one of proud defiance, take her hand in
spite of her refusal ; she saw her thrill and
tremble at his tcuch; she raw a faint pink
flush mant e her face from chin to brow.

“The shameless creaturc!” muttered
Carclice, vindictively. ‘Ske to dare to
pose 28 an angel of purity. But Paul skall

know the truth this very night’
» »

- » »

Montague had quite sbaken cff the
gloom which had nore or less oppreesed
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him during the last fortnight. His spirits
scemed, indeed, to be almost {feverishly
high.

He laugbed, he jested, he ﬂung about
witticisms like rain, and was the life and
soul ot the party.

The vicar decided be lad never known
bis clever friend so briliiant belore; and
Eve every now and then stole at him a
wietful and almost frightened lock, as
though doubting what this new mood
mig ht mean.

Toe truth was that he bad come to a
desperate resolution.

e was like a man who set his all upon
a die.

Toe unnatural exitement kept him up,
but be dare not pause to think.

He told himeelt he must go straight for-
ward and meet his fate.

For him the issue of that day was tre-
mendous—it was lite o desth.

About an hour before the time fixed for
returning, Evawas sitting in a retired noak
when Montague approched her with a bur-
ried, almost unsteady gait, and eyes that
never met her own.

*Mrs, Mry yn your busband wants wants
you,” he saia burriedly. ‘He wants to
show you Fairy Falls.’

She rose in a moment.

‘Where i1s Paul ? I will go to kim.’

*You could not fiad him by yourself.

You must must, please, let me show you
the way.’

‘He sent you to fetch me ?’

There was different interrogation in her
voice. ‘

Her eyes raised themselves from the
ground, and sought his, with that curiously
trightened look.

‘Yes ; he sent me to fetch you,” was the
steady answer.

‘It is far, Mr. Montague?’

‘(Qareter-of-a-mile, perhass; not furthe.’

He was leading the way as he spoke.’

She glanced around, as though in search
of tomeone to accompany them, but there
was no one within sight; and, after a
single moment ot indecision, she !ollowed
him.

The way was through a winding path,
very steep and narrow.

It was impossible to walk in it, except
singly, as he continued to lead and she to
tollow.

Not a word was spoken between them
until they came in sight of the Fairy Falls.

Then Montague turned round and said—

‘He isn’t here, atter all; he must have
come to meet us, and taken another path.’

“Then let us go back at once,’ said Eva,
tpeaking very quickly.

He pulled out bis watch and looked at
it; then gave a start as though with
surprise.

*Why, 1t is nearly train-time!' he exclaim-
ed. ‘No doubt he has gone to the station
and all the others with bim. We had
better make the best ot our way there unless
we are to lose the train.’

‘We must not do thai!’ she cried, truning
pale, and with a look of the deepest
agitation. ‘Itis the last to-might. O,
pray let us make haste!’

‘Come, then.’

He led the way as belore, and she
followed feverishly.

Still not a word passed between them.

Shte walked so quickly that she cculd
gcarce get her breath.

le was strangely pale, and his dark eyes
glowed like coals of fice.

Could she have seen his face ste must
have khown there was something wrong—
must have refused to submit herself any
longer to bis guidance.

In ten minutes ttey came within sight of
the station.

The train was already in, and they were
tully filty yards away.

‘Oh, do let us make baste I' cried Eva,
almost wil.ly, and begioning to run.

She seemed beside herselt with fear lest
they should be left behind.

They reached the station.

There was no sign of any of their party;
no heads thruet out of the window to look
for them.

h_In her agitation she scarcely noticed
this.

All she wanted was to be in time for the
train—not to be 1 tt behind.

Montague op:ned the door of a first-
class compartmert. She entered it quite
breathless, then looked round, realzed
that she was alone with him, and made 2
movement as though she would have got
out again.

But he quite blocked up the doorway.

He was lovking out, his back turned to
her.

Ste could not see beyond him.

*Where are the others P Can’t we get to
them P’ she atked, and ber voice trembled
curiously.

*They are in another carriage ; you can-
not change now ; the traia is all but on the
move. At the next station.’

She sank back in a corper seat— the
corner farthest trom him.

There was a frightened lock 1n ber eyee,
and she was trembling ; but she made ro
turther protest.

She could not have got! to the window
and looked out_for herselt while he stood
there.

Pcrbaps she understood this, and deem-
ed it best to be quiescent.

In less than half a minute the train moved
out of the station.

It moved in the opposite direction to her
bome ; she saw this halt-astractedly at first
pext she supposed they were simply beiog
shunted to some other line, and at last
aiter a couple ¢f minuter, during which the
engine had got up steam and was go'ng
along at a high rate of speed, the convic-
tion oroke in upon ber mind that they were
in the wrorg train—that she was going

away from her home in:tead of to it.

She started up then with a leok of
terror.

‘On! this is the wrong train. What
shall 1 do? I must get out atthe next
station. Will it be far away ?’

‘Thirty miles.” was the brief answer;
and, as he uttered it, the man turned from
the window, and she saw his face, saw its
set, baggard look, saw the dogged deter-
mination of his eyes.

She knew then what bad bappened.

She knew he had brought her to this
train of set purpose.

‘You knew !’ she panted.
this was the wrong train.’

He flung himself on his knees at her
feet, took bold of both her hands, and
looked up into her face with such a look
of luve and longing, of passiorate pleading
and humble entreaty for forgiveness, as
must have pierced her heart if she bad
loved him.

‘Yes, I kcew. We are on the way to
London. Forgive me, love, forgive me!
I have resisted as long as I coulu, but the
struggle has been too much for me. It
bas broken m3 down at last.’

‘To London !

‘Oh the horror in her wide-open eyes;
oh, the anguish in her voice !

‘Yes; I have dared to think you love me.
It you do, you will be mercitul to me—you
will forgive. Darling, don't you eee, I
can’t live without ycu any longer. It was
this or death.’

‘Better death than dishonor. Let go of
my hands, Mr. Montague. 1Lt is an insult
for you to so much as touch me alter what
you have just said.’

Her voice was cold and stcra.

He could not have believed such stern-
ness possible from one so sweet and gentle.

It so far awed him, that he released her
hands, rose from his knees, and stood re-
garding ber with a fixed and gloomy look.

She was the first to speak again.

*If all the worla had told me you would
stoop to do so tase a thing, 1 would not
have believed i:’ she smd, with a httle
catch in her breath.

‘You knew

Her bosom heaved stormily, and there

was a look «f fear mingling with the stern-
ness in her sweet blue eyes.

‘It has been a deliberate baseness. My
husband never sent you to fetch me.’

‘Yes; he sent me to fetch you, but not
to the place I took you to.

‘And when you said the others were in
some other part of this train, you lied to
me.’

*Yes; I lied to you.’

His voice sounded ominous in its calm-
ness.

The gloom on his brow deepened ; his
strong, firm mouth was twitchicg; his
sombre eyes glowed like coals of fire.

‘There must be an end to all this, Mr.
Mortague. At the next siation I leave
you, and go back to my husband ’

‘Yes ; there must be an end to it,” he ex-
claimed, in a deep, sombre voice, answei-
ing the first part ot her speech, wmithout
seeming to heed the second.

‘God knows I bave borne as much as
mortal man can bear. I can bear no mcre.
There stall te an end.’

A moment he paused, clenching his
hsnds fiercely as they bung by his sides.
Then be said, with a world ot sad wisttul-
ness in his tone and look—

‘I thought you loved me.’

The cclor flamed into her face, which
had been pale as ashes before.

‘You dared think that ?’ she panted ; and
as she spoke she trembled from Lead to
toot.

‘I did dare. I was so sure of it that [
gllowed the knowledge to send me mad.
] am mad still, and nvothing but death or
you can cure me. Yes; I thought you
loved me. I saw you change colour be:
neath my look; I saw you tremble ifI
cams near you; [——'

She was marble p e again now, and her
face seemed frozen in its icy sternees.

‘Do you know how jou are insulting
me ?’ she said, in a loud voi.ce, which trem-
bled curiously. ‘I am a married woman.
It you have forgotten this, [ never have—
and never shall. I changed colour, ifl
trembled in your presence, it was because
—yes, I will own it now—you force me to
own it—because I saw your guilty love,
and dreaded lest you should insult me—as
you are doing now.’

A look of unutterable despair swept
over his face.

‘You mean this P’ he questioned, in that
deep, sombre voice, flashing upon her a
glance which sought to read the innermost

‘secret of her soul.

‘Of cours2 I mean it, Mr. Montague,’
ske answered, proudly; and her steady
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es never wavered beneath his burning
glance.

‘You do not love me ?’

‘1 do not love you.’

‘And you desire to go back to your
husband ¥’

‘] desire to go back to my husband—
the best, the nobiest husband in the world.
He war worthy of a truer triend.’

He took no notice of that stinging
taunt ; he seemed, indeed, not to hear it.

All his thoughts were concentrated on
;he tact that, after all, she did not love

im

*Very well!' As he said this, he came
c'ose to her, and csught her wristsin a
strcng, fierce grip. ‘You say death is
better than cishonour. So be it. Iam
williog. Buat I must shars it with yeu.
Come! Let us go to our death.’

She looked up into his face, and knew
she was dealing with a madman.

Yes; for the moment Basil Montague
was mad. i

The long fierce struggle of the last fort-
night, acting upon a sngulsrly fiery na-
ture, had deprived him ot that selt-control
which is the bighest attribute of reason.

*You will kili me ?’ she mutterad {ant-
ly ‘Oa how cruel !

That was all. She did not wer p or rave,
as some wom:n would have done.

Within tbat elight form, behind that
sweet gentle face, there lurked an heroic
soul.

«Cruel” he repeated. ‘Cruel!” Mv
God ! to hear her use that word to me !
Oh ! what | have sutfered through her in
these last three weeks! She has driven
me mad, destroyed my body and soul.
And she tells me I am cruel ! My God,
my God P

He let go of one of her wrists, and open-
ed the door of the carrisge.

“You will not love me ?’ be asked, and
there was mornfulness —the moratuiness ot
utter despair—in his drep rich voice.

‘No.’

‘Then we must die; there is no other
way. | ammad;Iknowit—Itfeelit. But
there is a method in my madness. It
would torment me, even among the lost,
to know that I had left you with your hus

band. In two minutes the Irish mail wll
psss us. You shall have no lingering
death. We will fall in front of it. You

seall go straight to Heaven‘ and I to my
reward !’

Still she did not move ; still she uttered
no cry. She stood before him, white and
rigid, as marble, but in her blue eyes there
was the /ight that told of an heroic soul.

He put out his arm, as though to throw it
round her, and as he did so, his eye tell on
the wrist which he had relessed, and be
saw & cruel bruise where his finger had
gripped it.

At the sight of that’ a revusion of feeling
swept over him-

The thought that he had offered violence
to this delicate creatnre whom he worshipp-
¢d, bad bruised that soit white flesh he
would have died to defend, sobered him,
and banisbed bhis eudden madness better
than anythirg elee could have done.

‘My Goed ! what was I about to do P’ he
groaned.

He shut the carriage door, then sank in-
to a seat, trembling all over with emotion.

She, watching bim, knew the moment
of peril was over.

He would cffar her neither love nor
death.

His madness had left him. He was bim-
selt again.

She bad expended all the energy of her
goul in prayer in those last few moments,
preying, net for her own lite, but that he
might be saved from his great wickedness.

She knew now that her prayer { was ans-
wered.

‘I h.va hurt you I" be muttered, hoaree-
ly. ‘I, who would have died to protect
you. I was mad. Itis my only excuse.
I was mad.’

‘But now you are sane again.’

Her voice was very soft and gentle her
loock was entreating, and yet she was quite
ceim.

She longed to break into a fit of sob-
bing, but she knew this was not ths mo-
ment for such weakness.

‘Yes; Iam sane again,” he answered
bumbly, ‘1 dare not lock for forgiveness.
but I beseech you give me your tru:t; you
are safe with me. I will attempt no act ot
violence, I will speak no word of love. At
the next statioa I wiil telegraph to your
husband that you are sate, ana thea if you
will let me I will take you back to him. It
is for you to decade, whether he 1s to be-
lieve we entered this train by mistake.’

‘I would rather he did not know.’

As she said this, her lip quivered, and a
slight flush overspread her tace.

*So be it ; I will do whatsoever you bid.
It is the only reparation I can make.’

After this there was a silence between
them for tully half-an-hour.

He sat with his face buried in his bands,
as though he dared not so much as raise his
eyes (0 b rs.

She gaxed steadily out of the window,
and fought down—at what cost—her wo-
man’s tears.

The train slackened speed; it ran into
the station.

T'hen he did at length break silence.

‘Forgive me!” he pleaded, hearsely, and

reised bis haggard eyes, full of a dumb.

agony, to her tace.

‘I will try to do so, Mr. Montsgue—on
one condition.’

‘And that ¥’

‘Is that you leave my husband’s house
tomorrow, and never try to see my face on
earth again.’

‘] promise,’ he antwered, steadily. It,
was what I intended, even if you bad not
asked it.’ _

Great was the consternation among the
rest of the picnic-party when it dawned
uporn them that Eva and Montague were
nowhere to be found.

After a vain search, they decided to go
to the station, in the hope thait the traunts
might be waiting for them there.

& Ol course, they did not find them; but
inquiry of one ot the porters elicited the

fact that be had noticed a tall, dark gentle-
man, and a lady in a gray dress, come run.

ning to the station a quarter-of-in-hour -

ago, and take their seats 1a the train then .
just starting tor London.
‘They were in a terrible hurry,’ he said,

‘and looked as though they had been run- ;

ning hard for t e train.’

wo or three of the party looked at
each other significintly at this piece of
news, and Carolins ﬂus{ed and then turn-
ed pale.

The vicar alone was unmoved, or only
as much moved as he might be with a plea-
sant jest.

‘Why, then, they've got into the wrong
train,’ he said, laughing gaily. ‘You may
depend they thought we we:e already in
it somewhere, and they just took their
places where they could. What a pull I
shall have on Montague aft:r this! Upon
my word, it’s quite & joke. I might have
easily got into the wrong train; indeed,
it's what I always am doing, and Eva isn't
much better; but Montague is so very

wideawake. I shall qu'z him unmercitully
about this. Well, the sooner we get
home, the better, Carrie. We sball

find & telegram frcm them when we get
there, you may depend.’

‘Shall we? thought Ciroline, with
wicked exultation mingled with jealous
rage.

She never expected to see either Mon-
tague or Eva back again.

She was perf:ctly certain they had eloped
together.

vut, to her unutterable amsazement,
when they reached the vicarage, a telegram
was hauded to ber brother, and he—tear-
ing it open—read it aloud.

‘It’s exactly what I thought,’ he said.
‘They got into the wrong train by mistake.”

Then he read the telegram—

‘Don’t be alarmed; we are quite safe.
Got iwto the wrong train. A mistake.
Shall be with you by the balt past nine
train from here.—Moi tigue.’

‘There ! didn’c I tell you? It is just ex-
actly as I said,’ remarked the vicar, with a
note of mild triumph in his voice; and his
face was so placidly trustiul, he looked so
good, so happy. that his sister positively
could not ep:ak to him juet then of the sus-
picions which still surged in her mind.

In less than a couple of hours the ab-
sent ones arrived.

Evg looked very pale, and, complaining
of fatigue, went to bed almost immediately.

Montague explained that they had enter-
ed the London traia quite by mistake, but
be did nct add that his mistake, in truth,
was that he had believed himself beloved
by his frienu’s wife.

¢ CHAPTIER VII
THE ATONEMENT.

The next morning, Miss Caroline had &
racking headacbe, and could not come
down to breaktast.

Eva had secretly intended absenting
he:self with some such excuse; but when
she beard of ber sister in law’s indisposit-
ion, she deemed it her duty to go down
stairs at whatever cost to herself.

It would seemed to strange for those
two men to eat their breaktast slone.

Betore she entered tne breakiast-room

the post had come in, ond Montague was
explaining to the vicar that circumstances
occured which would absolutely ccmpel
bim to be in Lot don that day.
_ The vicar was expressing his regrets
in his pleasant, unaffected fashion, and to
this Eva was compelled to add her own,
feeling like the guiltiest hypecrite and
traitor as she did so.

‘When must you start P’ asked the vicar.

*Why, at once. My things can come
after me, il you'l be goed encugh te tend
them. Bu: for mysszlf, ] must catch the
tec-:wenty train.’

‘Eva would drive us to the station. I
ssy ‘we’ because, of course, I thall go
with you, old f¢liow.’

‘Thanks; but I'd ever g0 much rather

walk.’
‘Would you really? Well, then we
will. Perhape, afier ali, Fva had better

stey home, as dpoor Carrie’s not well.

It was speedily settled.

The station was fully thrae milles away
the walk to it lying chiefly through the
mountains ; and as it would take nearly an
bhour, the two men started as soon as
thev rose from the breakfast-table.

Eva laid her band in Montsgue s for
the last time.

She was as pale as a lily, and her voice
;as scarcely audible as ste bade him good

ye.’

‘We shall turn round when we get to
the carve of the road, Eva,’ said her bus-
band, ‘Be at the window, and give us a last
look.’

A last look !

The words rang in ber ears.

Yer, it must be a last l.ng look, indeed.

_ She had resolved on this, though she
little dreamed that, ere that day had pase-
ed, the decision would be no longer in
her own bands.

_ At was not she, but Fate, that was will-
ine & long tarewell between her and Basil
Montague.

When they reached the curve in the
road of which he had epoken, her hus-
band turned and waved his band to her
gaily.

Montague did not wave his, and only
once turned his head.

Then it was to see ber leave the window
hurriedly.

She bad a handkerchief in ber hand, and
be fancied she was weeping ; his own eyes
filled with tears.
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