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The Elverton

Tragedy.

IN TWO INSTALMENTS.

The windows were still unshuttered. and
stopping in front of one she looked out.

“] cannot imagine what makes me 80
uneasy this evening,” she thought, anxioue-
ly, as the rested her forehead agsinst the
cool windew frame: ‘I teel as if—good
Heavens ! Who is that P”

Standing there in the darkness, her eyes
bad grown sccustomed to the dim light,
and she bad suddenly become aware
that a shrouded figure was moving cautious
ly along in the shelter ot the shrubs which
bordered the path on the further side of
the lawn-

He eyes seemed glued to the figure until
it vanished into the shrubbery.

He heart beat fast as she noticed how
like the fugitive’s walk was to that of her
own daughter.

“How stupid I am !” she muttered im-
patieatly. *‘Of course, it’s one of the
maids stealing out to meet her sweetheart.
Most impertinent ot her to come this way,
but I suppose she thought she was less
likely to be caught here than if she had
gone round the back way.”

Butin spite of all her assurances, the
mother’s heart was not at rest, and, turn-
ing suddenly, she went back to the adjoin-
ing room.

““After all, Garnett, I don’t think I will
dress just yet. It is rather early. You
can go down; I will ring when I want
you.”

No sooner had Garnett retired than
Lady Greyling made her way to Mabel’s
room.

8he found the girl’s things laid out, and
her maid in attendance, but there was no
sign of Mabel.

I thought Miss Mabel had come up,”
she said in a surprised 1one. ‘‘She
takes so long to dress, you will never get
her ready in time.’

‘Oh, yes, my lady; I thibk so! Miss
Mabel is so much quicker than she used to
be. I've noticed lately that she bardly
ever comes up before half past six.

Lady Greyling turned and retraced her
steps to hér own room.

he did not doubt now that it was
Mabel whom she bad seen stealing away
in the darkness, and realized that it could
not be the first time she had kept tyrst
with someone in the plautation, for it was
rarely indeed that the girl had not slipped
away from the drawing room when the
clock struck six, declaring that she liked
plenty ot time to dress.

To find out certainly who was the man who
was thus imperilling her daughter’s good
name was a matter of necessity, and catch-
ing up a long, dark cloak, Lady Greylng
threw it over her arm and made her way
down stairs, determined that, somehow or
other, she, too, would escape from the
house uns' en.

She had just reached the edge of the
plantation, and was wondering 1n which
direction she would be most likely to find
the fugitive, when the sound of footsteps
close at hand warned her that she was on
the right tback.

Instantly she drew back, thinking it
would be as well to make sure of the iden-
tity of the couple before she contronted
them.

And she was not kept long in doubt.

The pair halted within a few paces of
where she stood, and she saw, with indig-
nation, that the Italian’s arm encircled her
daughter’s waist.

‘1 must go,” Mabel said, as they came to a
halt at the very edge of the plantation. ‘I
had the narrowest shave of being caught
last pight. I had only just got to my room,
and thrown myselt down in & big chsir by
the fire when mother came in. Of course,
I pretended to be balt asleep, but I was
trightened to death for fear she would no-
tiee how wet my shoes were ; for she was so
taken up with scolding Ellen for not coming
up earlier to dress me, that she never no
ticed them.

‘Poor Ellen I’ She was rather in a fix, for
I've told her a dozen times | won’t have her
come till I ring tor her. However, she had
sense enough to hold her tongue, avd take
her scolding meek.y. Still, I guess she
won’t wait for me to ring to-night, so
there’s twice as much chance of my being
missed.’

“Then, I suppose, I must let you go,’
rephed the Italian, with a sigh. *Ah, c.ra
mia ! if you knew how long the days sre
when I do not see you!

‘But you always do,’ laughed Mabel.

‘Ah ! for how short a time ! Just for a
half-minute—a word, a kiss, and you are
gone. Ob, carissma ! if you knew ;

‘I know if I don’t run away directly I
shali be found out,” interrupted Mabel

And then, with a burried embrace, the
two parted

Meanwhile, the silert watcher had stood
rooted to the greund, unable to decide
what would be her best course.

She knew well enough that a girl is
pever 80 set on any course as when she be-
lieves her friends are all against it—that
oposition is fuel to the fire, which would
have died out bad it been left unnoticed,
and she feared lest open interterence should
make Mabel still more bent on having ber
own way.

She was still uncertsin how to sct, when
Mabel tore heselt from her lover’s embrace
and ran lightly off.

The Italian promptly retraced his steps
through the plantation, and, uoseen by
either, Lady Greyling returned to the
house.

Before her toilet was half completed,
Mabel passed along the corridor on ber
way down.

he was trilling a lov~ly little French
chanson, and Lady Greyling was strangely

uneasy as she listened.

She thought that a girl must bhave sunk
very low before sbe could seem 8o happy,
so free from anxiety, while she wae playing
such a double part, and ceceiving the par-
ents whoee only desire was for her happi-
ness.

She congratulated herself that she bhad
foud out what was going on, and determ-
ined that betore twenty-four hours were
over, Mabel should be safely out of harm’s
way.

CHAPTER V.
THE SECOND BEST.

Signor Delmonti spent the whole of the
following day in his own rooms, working
hard on the shetches which be had promised
to prepare for Sir Joseph’s inspection, and
without which he had to excuse for present
ing himself at the Towers.

He bad intended to walk over at twilight
on the chance of securiug a brief interview
with Mabel ; but late in tne atternoon it
began to rain so heavily, that, very reluc-
tantly, be bad to abandon his int¢ntion.

When he presented himself at the Tow-
ers the next morning, he was promptly ad
mitted to Sir Joseph’s presence, and it
struck him there was a change in that
gentleman’s attitude towards him, though
in what it consisted he would have found it
hard to define.

He bad an uneasy feeling that something
was amiss— a feeling which did not lesson
when luncheon was announced, and he
found bim-elf tete-a-tete wih Sir Joseph.

‘I shall not have the pleasure of seeing
Lady Greyling P’ he said, interrogatively,
as soon as they were alone. ‘I was hoping
to have her opinion of my esketches. Per-
baps to morrow—'

‘I think not—in fact'—after a moment’s
psuse~ ‘my wife left the Towers yester
day, and I do not intend her to return for
some time to come. This dull, damp
weather is most depressing, and I am sure
she is better away. My present intention
is to join her as soon as I can get off, so I
bope you will not think me discourteous it
I ask you to complete the medallions as
soon as possible.’

Signor Delmont: bowed in silence, and
did his best to hide his anger.

‘Found out " he thought, savagely, ‘and
that chance gone! Well, i’s a blessing
Lady Greyling had the sense not to make
a fuss or tell the old boy. It will be fiity
pounds in my pockets, and that will enable
me to open the campaign in Elverton in
style. Lucky thing I didn’t have a split
with Lydia the other night. Under the cir-
cumstances, [ had better settle things up
with her—that is, it it’s really all right
about her legacy. It won’t do tv run any
risks about that, for a country doctor isn’t
likely to be able to do much tor his Jaugh
ter. It would have been a very different
matter it I'd mansged to secure the charm-
ing M.bel. For his own sake, Sir Joseph
would bave had to give us enough to
keep things going in tolerable com-
fort; however, it's no use cryirg
over spilt milk. 1'll run up to London and
have a look in at Somerset House, before
I go to Elverton. If that money does
really come to Lydia, unres: rvedly, on her
marriage, why—I might do worse.’

Meanwhile, Lydia, never dreaming that,
in the artist’s eye, she was but a second
string to his bow, was thinking more and
more of the days when she should share
the glories of her lover's ancestral home,
and puzzling B-ssie Wilmer with veiled
references to her future grandeur.

‘How you can contemplate marrying and
settling down in poky little Elverton, I
can’t think,’ she said disdainfully, as toe
two girls walked briskly across the com-
mon, & week or two after her return irom
Woodford. ‘I am sure, when I came
home, and mother told me it was just set-
tled you should marry Mr. Armitage, I
could hardly believe it ’

‘I don’t see why,’ returned Bessie, with
some heat. ‘We've known each other for
three years, ever since he came into father’s
offize.’

*‘But he's so old,’ objected Lydia, catch-
ing at the first idea which sted itself,
since she could hardly out her
thoughts, and saw how small looked the
dignity of a protessional man’s wite, com-
pared to the grandeur to which she as-

p!‘Bmaly thirty,’ laughed Bessie, ‘and,’
drawing berself up with a little air of pride,
‘if that 18 all the fiult you can find with
Ted, I thick I'm a lucky girl, Lydia.’

‘But to be tied to E'verton as you must
be, since Mr. Armitage is to be your
fathers partner—the very thought is enough
to give one the blues. When I marry, I
mean to rise, to see life to be somebody,
to be admired, envied—’

Bessie laughed merrily.

*Wken love comes to you, Lydia, you
will be like other women, and find your
bappiness in your husband’s home. As it
one would care two straws for the world’s
praise as long as he were pleased.’

A mocking retort was on Lydia’s lipe,
but it was never uttered.

Coming towards them was a lithe erect
figure which, even at the first glance Lycia
recognized.

Her first feeling was one of exultation.

How soon he had kept his promise, and
come to Elverton, drawn thither by his
love for her !

For a moment her heart beat high with
triumph, and the rich color rushed into
her cheeks ; then, with a strong ¢ffort, sbe
subdued all signs of teeling, and spoke to
Bessie in as light a tone as she could are
sume.

‘By the way, Bess,you remember Signor
Cavatini’s friend ! Did I tell you I met him
often at the Greylings’, and got to know
him quite well P’

‘W hat a strange coincidence !’

‘Wasn'’t it ? And here'’s another just as
strange. Come out of your day-dreams,
my dear, and look straight abead. Unless
my eyes deceive me, he is coming towards
as at th's very moment. I wonder if he is
staying in Elverton ? He was talking to
grandiather about making sketches in the
neighborhood.’

Which was pure fiction on Lydia’s part;
but it served her end, tor it made Bessie
believe the Italian was on as good terms at
Woodtord Ractory as Lydia had assured
that he was at Greyling Towers.

And when Signor Delimonti bad greet-
ed Miss Strong with due courtesy, and,
having been introduced to her companion,
bad turned and walked beside the two
girle, hig very first remarks went to prove
the truth of Liydia’s statement.

He expressed bis regret that her grand-
mother had seemed greatly fatigued by her
holiday. declared the rector looked quite
dull new there was no lively young grand-
daughter to enliven him, and spoke of
Greyling Towers as though he had almost
lived there.

To this last remark Lydia had vouch
safed no reply, and almost casually the
artist had gone on to add that Lady Grey
ling had been so far from we!l again that
she and her daughter had left, the week
before.

Then he turned the conversation to the
beauties of Elverton, and talked so pleas-
antly that Bessie decided bhe would be
quite an acquisition to the little town.

‘You will come in and see mother ?’ said
Lydia as the trio reached the doctor’s gate.
*She will be pleased to see any friend of
Lady Greyling’s,’ she added with a quick
glance at the artist, which conveyed a dis-
tinct warning. ‘And you, Bess—you have
not been in all this week.’

‘I am afraid [ most not stay now. Moth-
er will be wanting me.’ :

‘And with a bow and a smile, Bessie de-
parted.

Apparently, Signor Dalmenti had quite
understood Lydia’s mute warning, for he
talked to Mrs. Strong entirely of the Tow-
ers, and never hinted at the tact that he had
ever seen her own parents.

Had he done so, Mrs. Strong would have
been certain to make an opportunity to
write to them respecting him.

As it was, she took him entirely on trust
feeling that the man who was so intimate at
Greyling Towers must be quite a fit and
proper person to be numberea amongst her
own visitors.

Dr. Strong, however, thought differ-
ently.

He took a violent dislike to the Italian,
and spoke out a great deal mors plainly
tuan was his wont.

‘I don’t care it he were born and bred a3
Greyling Towers,’ he esaid, when his wife
remarked on his intimacy with the Grey-
lings as a proof of his respectability. I
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don’t like the man, and I will not have him
in my house.’

‘You can’t shut the door in his taee,’ ob-
jected Mrs Strong; ‘or, if you do,’ she
added, hurriedly, forestalling the remark
her husband was about to make, ‘vou will
only make people talk.’

{ don’t care whether they talk or not,
provided they have no reason to do it,’ said
the doctor sharply. ‘He's just the sort of
fellow to make an impression on a girl of
Lydia’s temperament, so you had better
keep him at a distance. He will soon drop
off it you don’t encourage bhim to come
here.’

Lydia was very indignant when she
heard her father’s veto, but much too
sbrewd to give any hint as to her real feel-
ings.

As soon as she saw her lover, she beg-
ged bhim to proclaim his true status.

But Signor Pelmonti would not hear of
it.

‘Not yet, carissima. We must have
patience, I cannot go to your father
whille I have but my own earnings to de-
pend on. It is only natural that, remem-
bering you will have a little money when
you are eighteen——’

*If you would only tell him who you are,
he could not imagine that my poor little in-
come could have any weight with you,’ in-
terrupted Lydia, in a vexed tone. ‘You
surely don’t mean that, for the next three
years, we must go on like this—just a
stolen meeting now and again, a chance
encounter in the town.’

“There is only one way to prevent it,’
said the Italian, bending towards her and
whispering something into her ear.

Lydia crimsoned, then drew back and
looked up at him wistfully.

‘But tather would be so angry,’ she fal-
tered, ‘and I don’t see what difference
that would make.’

‘You little goose’—aad the Italian slip-
ped his arm round ber waist and drew her
to him—‘don’t you see that, when once
you are my very own. I can tell the doctor
without tear. He may scold, but he can-
not separate. He can’t even keep your
money trom you, for according to the
terms of your godmother’s will it must
come to you on your marriage. And I,
though it will pain me to think my beauti-
ful countess will have to wait betore she
can assume the rank which will be hers by
marriage, yet I shall console myself by
thinking how surprised people will be when
they discover that the poor artist’s bride
has become a grand lady, whose lightest
wishes will be law to the adoring husband
whom she honored with her love in the
days of his obscurity.’

Swayed alike by love and vanity, it was
only to be expected that Lydia, listening
to Delmonti’s specious flattery and honeyed
words, should feel her ohjections to the
course he proposed gradually disappear-
ing.

Betore they separated, it bad been ar-
ranged that, as soon as Lydia’s eighteenth
birthday was p-°st, she should pay a
long talked-of wisit to an aunt in Lo idon.

*‘We shall be quite safe ina place like
that,” the [talian said in a satiefled tone,
‘““and 1t is not such a very long way from
here, when all is said and done. I can
take rooms there, and divide my time be-
tween the two places. It would not do to
be away from Elverton altogether during
your absence, or some meddling bushody
might connect the two facts.

As Lydia walked slowly home, it struck
her how greatly Delmonti's English bad
improved since that August day when she
bad made his acquaintance; but she
promptly decided that it must be owing to
the tact that from that time onward, he had
associated entirely with English people.

CHAPTER VI.
ON THE EVE OF SUCCESS.

Itis a well known axiom that ‘‘great
events from trivial causes spring,” and
certainly the fact that Sir Joseph sprained
his ankle seemed a very trifling thing to
affect the course ot three lives.

Yet so it was.

Lady Grayling felt she mnst return to
the Towers at once; but, knowing the
artist was still in the village, and that of
necessity Mabel would be left more than
ever to her own devices, and would be
able to meet him without let or hindrance,
she bethonght herself of an elderly cousin
living at Brighton, and wrote asking her
to take charge ot Mabel for the next few
weeks.

At first, Mabel rebelled at not being
allowed to return to the Towers, but it
snddenly occurred to her that Cousin Mar-
garet would never dream of scrtinizing her
correspondence, and that, at Brighton, she
would be able to write to, and hear trom,
Signor Delmenti freely; whereupon she
appeared to change her mind, and con-
sented to stay with Mrs. Delaice until Sir
Joseph was able to leave the Towers.

And so it came about, one brilliant
autumn morning, that a letter, redirected
on from Woodtford, was bronght to Signor
Delmonti, at bis lodgings at Elverton.

It was an innocent missive enough, and,
had ite contents been made publ ¢, the
could not have raised a breath ot scandal.

‘Marsh House,
Brigton.
Dear SigNor BrLmonTi,—it ran—
*You were kind enough once to offer to
lend me a little Italian sketch to copy. It
you will rend 1t to me here I have plenty
of time to copy it, as I am staying with an
ancient cousin who does not care to go
out much so that [ have plenty ot time on
my hands.
Yours sincerely.
‘M. G’

The Italian chuckled as he read it.

There never had been any talk of his
lending her a sketch and he quite under-
stood she had merely invented the idea
as an excuse for writing to him, and tell-
ing him ot her where abouts.

‘Well, I'm about tired of this place
he muttered. ‘A week or two at Brighton
will suit me to the ground. I will write
to Mabel and tell her I shall be in the
neighborhood to morrow. Perhaps on the
whole, I had better assure the fair Ldyia
that London is my destination, then she
will believe it 1s business that calls me
away. I must keep in with her till I've
made sure of the other girl. There is no
doubt Mabel is the best catch, for Sir Jos-
eph would never have the beart to let his
only daughter come to want, and, though,
Lydia’s money is sate enough, it would
not last very long.’

Lady Greyling would hardly have left
Mabel so happily had she guessed the
very first use the girl would make
of her comvarative freedom would be
to summon the Italian to her side.

That he should obey the summons
was a forgone conclusion, and from that
time Mabel’'s ingenuity was exercised in
devising opportunities of meeting her lover
opportunities of which he made such good
use that within a fortnight he had persuad-
ed her to have their names putup at a
registry office.

But just as he felt himself on the verge
of success all his plans were upset.

Mre. Delane received a telegram one
morning, aud surprised Mabel by saying
they must leave Brighton immediately.

‘My sister-in-law has met with a serious
accident,’ she explained. ‘I must go to
her at once, and, as I can neither leave
you here, nor spare anyone to take you
bhome, you must accompany me to KElver-
ton. 1 should like to leave by the eleven
o’clock train, so you had better run up and
help Susan to pack your things.’

But Mabel’s first thought when she
reached her own room was to write to her
lover apprising him of her hurried depar-
ture.

She dared not give the note to one of
the servants to post; but, at the statien,
managed to elude her cousin’s observation
and entrust it to a friendly porter, who
forgot all about the task entrusted to him
till he went off duty that night.

Could Mabel have seen and heard the
Italian the next morning when he received
ber letter, she would have blessed the ac-
cident which had prevented their marrisge.

However, he calmed down at last, and
took the next train to London, where he
remained for a few days before returning
to Elverton.

He knew Miss Declane’s place well—a
rambling, old-fashioned house on the
edge ot a common,

There would be little difficulty in meet-
ing Mabel there without attracting atten-
tion, especially as Mrs. Delane would be
#o much occupied with her sister.

He determined to lose no more time,
and obtained a special licence while in
town.

Armed with this he anticipated little
g_iﬂiculty in inducing Mabel to elope with

im.

‘L'hat the old schoolfellows, thrown to-
gether again so unexpectedly, would meet
tairly open he felt certain; but he had so
impressed on each the necessity of secrecy,
that he had no fear either wouid even hint
at the fact that she contemplated a speedy
union with himself

But there are times when even the most
cautious girl will throw aside her veil of re-
serve, and such a one came to Liydia Strong
one sunshiny morning, as she and Mabel
were walking towards the common togeth-
er.
Miss Greyling bad gone into the town
with an old servant, but meeting Lydia,
had left the maid to do her shopping alone.

“You do look bright this morning,
Lydia,’ she remarked, surveying ter friend
critically. *‘Has anything happened?’

‘Sometbing is going to bappen,’ laughed
Lydia. ‘Have you forgotten I shall be
eighteen to-morrow !

‘I don’t see why that should make you
80 jubilant.’

vdia laughed and blushed. °
‘Well, I don’t mind telling you,” she

(CONTINUED ON FIPTEENTH PAGE.)
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