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HIS LITTLE WIFE:

IN TWO INSTALMENT—PART Il

T‘WW NSNS AN NSNS

There loverlike attitudes opened his eyes
to the truth, she filled him with anger and
amazement.

That Richard Curtis, a mere private
secretary, should bave presumed to form
an attachment to a baronet’s niece, seemed
to Sir Vane an unpardonable offence, only
exceeded by Cicely’s conduct in permitting
it.

The young people walked awzy down
the lane ere he had dedided how to act.

‘I will speak to Cicely directly she comes
home,’ he fumed, riding on 1n & white heat
of anger. ‘I will insist on an explanation.
That she should have granted this fellow,
Curtis, stolen interviews cute me to the
quick. He is probably an adventurer on
the look-out for a rich wite. He will
learn my opinion of bis unscrupulous
conduct. Why, what bas happened?’

Four men, carrying an improvised
stretcher, and followed by a staggling
crowd, distracted Sir Vane'’s thoughts.

He rode up to them.

On the stretcher, his face white and
drawn with pain, lay Julian Beaumont.

His horse, frightened by a passing auto-
mobile, had bolted, and thrown him,
injuring his foot and shoulder.

The farm-labourers were carrying him
home to tne Abbey.

¢ My dear fellow, are you in much pain?’
ssked the baronet, full of solicitude.

¢ A good deal.’ Julian tforced a smile.
¢ It’s enough to make one wish automobiles
had never been invented. Will you be good
enough, Sir Vane, to ride on ahead and
prepare them for my arrival I don’t wish
the mater to be unduly alarmed.

By the time Julian and his bearers
reached the Abbey, Sir Vane had intormed
the Beaumonts of their son’s accident.

¢ Miss Holmes’ was in the hall when the
big footmen nelped to carry the sufferer
into a room on the gruond floor.

Julian caught a glimpse of her white
agonized face; then his mother bending
over him, shutit out.

Poor little Nell ! He pitied her, even in

his pain.

It was bard that she dared not asser!

her right as his wife to nurse and tead him | :
| produced & bractet, stmilar in every de-

' tail, and Julian had given it to his young

that she must stand back and look on, as &
mere stranger might have done.

He had created the false situation him-
selt, and the suffering fell, as usual, chietly |
on the woman.

Two or three weeks elapsed ere Julian
was able to leave the room hastily prepared
tor his reception.

His dislocated shoulder was set right
long betore he could put the badly injured

toot on the ground.
A trained nurse was sent for and Mrs.

Beaumont was in frequent attendance on |
her son.
Messages of condolence reached the in-

jured man from all quarters. .
He saw nothing ot Nellie, though, during |

his entorced seclusioz and Mrs. Beaumont |
did not ence allude to her companion; she |
ignored ‘Miss Holmes’ completely. |

GGrowing desperate, Julian spoke of her |
one day, asked it she where weil.

His mother’s gentle leatures assumed a

severe expression.
«Miss Holmes is no longer at the Abbey |

Julian,’ she said. |
The invalid gave a start but managed to |
keep his features under coutrol. ?
Did she leave of her own accord?’ he in- |
quired, with assumed carelessness.
‘No,’ answered Mrs. Beaumont.‘] regret |
to say, Juhan, that I was compelled to
send Miss Holmes away.’ .

‘Why?

She was guilty of theft. It was a most |
distressing caze. But for the actual proot '
against ber, [ could not have believed & |
girl, apparently so well-bred and reliable,
to be capable of such a thing. ,

Julisn passed his hand across hiy throb-
bing forehead.

Guilty of thett! be repeated, zlowly.

Who sccused her? There must have
been some horrible mistake!

His vehemence surprised Mrs.
mont. , |
My dear Julian, don’t agitate yourself, |
she entreated. Had the shadow of a doubt
existed, I would have given that unhappy |
girl the benefit of it; but there was none. |

‘Tell me the circumstances, please,’ he |
said, in calmer tones. ‘I feel sufliciently
interested in your late companion, mother |
to upbold ber innocence, even before 1
learn the nature of the evidence against |

her. g
Really Julian she is unworthy of .a.ny{
companionship, was the displeased rejoin |
der. Two or three days before your acci- |
dent 1 missed my favourite bracelet, the
one with the pearl and diamond star, your
father’s gilt to me when we were married. |

‘Well ;

<] bad left it on my dressing-table, &
somewhat careless thing to do, I admitj
but then, I credit those in our employ |
with being strictly bonest. When I went |
upstairs egain it had dissappeared
Parker searched everywhere, but tailed to
find it. Of course, 1 was very much dis-
tressed. Parker, as an old servant, could
not be suspected for a moment. It npever
entered my mind to suspect Mies Holmes |

either, until nearly s wesk afterwards, |
when Sarah, the head bousemaid, came to |
me with the bracelet in ber hand.

Beau- |

‘In dusting Miss Folmes’ room she bad) chicfly on
ally knocked over a small locked duly owing to Nell,

accident

' Miss Holmes’s guilt.

| Nell—nover hved

desk. The fall broke it open, the con-
tents fell out, and among them was the
missing bracelet.’

Julian stifled a groan.

‘I sent for that wretched girl,’ his
mother went on. ‘I showed her the
bracelet in Sarah’s presence, and said that
itehe would admit her guilt I would deal
leniently with her.

«Julian, she turned as white as death,
while obstina ely asserting her innocence.
She actually bad the audacity to declare
that the bracelet found in her desk was not
mine but one closely resembling it, given
to her by a friend.

‘When I asked Miss Holmes for her
friend’s name she declined to mention
it. Ot course, the story was a fabrication,
intended to cover her guilt, and the peculiar
desgn of the bracelet, quite unique in fact
together with the precise number of stones
helped to condemn her. By what strange
coincidence could she, a poor girl, have
possessed the duplicate ot so valuable an
articie? Are you in pain, Julian?’

‘No—no. Pray go on.

“The colonel came in and talked to her,’
continued Mrs. Beaumont ; ‘but she adher-
ed to that false statement of her innocence
and thus left us no choice save to get rid of
ber at once. She left the Abbey an hour
later, in great distress, but still declaring
the bracelet found to be hers.” .

‘Where did she go?’

“To London, I believe, I asked her it
she had any friends willing to receive her,
and she said she bad.’

Julian Beaumont sank back among his
pillows, speechless.

Every word uttered by his
scorched him like molten lead.

Oh! that secret marriage of his ! Would
there never be an end to its disastrous
consequences ?

Nell's plea of innocence had been well
founded.

Julian understood perfectly how the mis-
conception had arisen.

Unknown to Mrs Beaumont he had
some months before, taken a sketch of her
tavourite braclet which he greatly admired-

From this sketch a London jeweller had

mother

wife on her birthday.
Nell had been careful not to wear the

| trinket while living at Oriel Abbey, but
' had locked it away in her desk.

Her loyalty to, Julian in leaving the Ab-

' bey, accused nif theft, rather than vindicate
' ber reputation by revealing her marriage

without his consent, wrung his heart.
Until he gave her permission to speak,

' she had evidently resolved to keep the
| the secret, at any cost of suffering to her-

self.
All hir manhood rose up in
revolt against her expulsion from

trom the Abbey. The time had arrived

| when he mast speak.

To whom had bis wife gene in London?

Under the circumstances, she might
shrink irom rejoining the grandmother who
had brought her up, and who was still
ignorant of ber marrisge.

Ob, to be well again—able to go in
search ot the woman he loved—to make
atonement on finding her.

Meanwhile, there was much to be done.

‘When did Villare leaveP’ asked Julian.

‘On the day previous to the discovery of
[ am so glad he
knew nothing of 1t,” said Mre Beaumont.

‘Has it got widely circulated?

‘We have donme our best to hush the

| matter up, but servants will talk, you
' know.’

‘Precisely. Would you mind asking the
pater to come to me presently? There 1s
something  want to say to him.’

‘Yes, dear.’

A little bewildered and mystified by her
son's manner, Mrs. Beaumont sought the
colonel and sent bim to Julian’s room.

‘Well, my boy, what is itP’ asked the old
soldier cheerily, 1n blissful ignorance of the
nature of the comm unication awaiting him.

Julian plunged at once into the story of
his secret marriage, and the complications
to which it had led, ending in the summary
dismiseal ot ‘Miss Holmes.’

Colonel Beaumont listened like 8 man in
s dream.

Julian married, and to a mere nobody!

He could scarcely realize the extent of
the mistortune which bad shattered all his
plans or his only son’s future; then anger
got the better ol amazement.

This calamity was even worse than Ju-
lian’s severe accident.

Toe colonel’s temper rose to the occasion
Pacing up and down the room in his wrath
he poured torth a flood of reproaches, to
which Julian—koowing they were well
merited —listenad 1n si1lence.

‘Many men bave disinberited their sons
for less than tuis,” declared the irate veter
an. ‘I'd turn you out of doors. sir, if you
were well enough to go.’

‘I dou’t seem to detend my comduct in
marcying  clandestinely—going  dead,
against your wishes, iather,” answered Jul-
ian; ‘but my wite is biameless, and &
swee er woman—s more perfect lady tban
I can’c regret having
made ber mine.’

The colone! glared at him.

‘Y our mesaliance will kill your mother,

| when she pecomes sware of it, * he said

*1 hope not. | have kept silent hitherto,
her account., But there is a
especially after the

-

accusation brought against her. 1 was
compelled to spesk to set matters right.
What man could have done less P’

“The injustice done to the young lady
who bears your name,’ raid the colonel,
arising from your own duplicity, can only
be set right by an open avowal of your
marriage, and of the existence of a dupli-
cate bracelet.’

‘You agree to this course ?’

‘I hope I have never yet been wanting in
this strict justice to man or woman,’ was
the cold response. ‘My recognition of
your marriage does not reconcile me toit,
and you will leave the Abbey on your re-
covery. Nor is it my intention to increase
vour present allowance.’

Julian’s pride ross.

‘It I can disrenae with it entirely ere
long, sir, I shall do so,’ he retorted. ‘I
will relieve you of my presence as soon as
I can travel. My great longing is to find
my wife.’

“You have not beard from her since she
left the Abbey.’

‘No: it is strange that Nell has not writ-
ten. Can you tell me if her brother,Rich-
ard Curtis, is still at the Towers '

‘He went back to town with his em-
ployer, nearly a fortnight ago.’

Colonel Beaumont lett Julian, in order
to break the news to his wife.

She was inconsolable at first.

Her late companion’s innocencs of the

thett ascribed to her was lost sight of in-

the terrible fact that she had .nveigled
Julian into marrying her, as Mrs. Bean
mont put it.

She could not forgive the girl.

The announcement of Julian’s marrisge
and the withdrawal of the charge against
‘Miss Holmes’ came as a surprise to every-
one.

Sir Vane Carlyon might bhave resented
it more, on Cicely’s account, had not his

niece previously assured bim that no per-

suasion or coercion would induce her to
regard Julian Beaumont in the light of a
suitor.

The recovery of Mrs. Beaumont’s miss-
ing bracelet—it had been stolen by s dis-
honest under-housemaid—turned the tables
curiously on that much-worried lady.

By detaining ‘Miss Holmes's’ bracelet,
wrongly indentified as her own, she bad
become possessed of a valuable trinket
which did not belong to her.

She promptly handed it over to Julian
to be given back to his wife.

Unable as yet to put his injured foot to
the ground, and racked with anxiety and
remorse, he wrote to Mrs. Darcy, Nell’s
grandmotber, who lived near Richmond,
informing her of his marriage, and all that
had transpired since.

He besought her to let him know if his
young wite bad gone to her on leaving
Oriel Abbey.

Mrs. Darcy’s reply only added to hus
misery.

Nell was not with her, and the announ-
cement of her grand-daughter’s marriage
had overwhelmed the eld lady.

Ju'ian s letter was the first intimation of
it that reached her.

Until then she had thought oi the girl as
being still at the Abbey.

She was quite unable to explain Nell's
silence—her extraordinary seit-effacement.

] should bave welcomed her with open
arms, wrote Mrs- Darcy, ‘even if she bhas
not felt tree to vindicate her good name, to
explain things to me as you, her husband
have explained them. And Nell knew this.
What can have happened to my dear girl?
Can that faise, cruel charge have turned
her brain?

Richard Curtis, on being appealed teo
was no better intormed respecting his sis-
ter’s movements.

He also had imagined Nell to be still at
the Abbey.

Her change of occupation, and the assum-
ed name ot Holmes, which had annoyed
and perplexed him at the time, were tully
explained now by her secret maariage, ne-
cessitating more than one subterfuge.

In a sence, the fact of Julian Beaumont
being Nell’'s husband, came as & reliel to
her brother.

Julian could not enter the lists against
him, as far as Cicely Rivers was concerned.

There was an end to any rivalry in that
quarter.

He shared Julian's anxiety respecting
Nell’s absence and silence, though.

Dick Curtis ran dows to the Abbey to
interview his brother-in law.

He abstained from useless reproaches
when he and Julian met.

The latter was suffering more than
enough by way of atonement already.

‘We must try to find Nell,” said Dick
‘and to induce her to return to us by de-
carng that all has been satistactorily,
cleared up.’

‘She can't hold me responsible for thst
accursed charge,’ groaned Julian. “I
knew nothing of it till atter she had left the
Abbey’

«Oh, Nell 1s far too generous to blame
you without cause over the bracelet afiair.
We had better advertise for her. Since
you are hors de combat, I will begin the
search for Nell myselt.’

“Thanke, old tellow.” Julian wrung the
other’s hand. ‘I sball never know a mom-
ent’s peace of mind till she 18 found and
restored to me.’

“The Colonel and Mrs Beaumont hardly
seem reconciled to the match,’ Curtis re-
marked.

‘They are diffcrent views for me ; but
they will come round in time. I can think
ot noluing—care for nothing—apart irom
Nell.

Richard Cartis, on leaning Oriel Abbey,
walked towards Weston Grange.

He wanted to see Cicely Rivers, ere he
left th neigubourhoad.

Sir Vane’s bostile sttitude rendered it
out of the question that he should call at
the Gravge.

I'bere bad siready been one stormy
scenc between them

CHAPTER 1V.
Oa the day tollowing Julian Beaumont'’s
accident, Richard Curus had received a

‘to Miss Rivers on the impulse of the

note from Sir Vane, ssking him to call at
the Grange.

He went, wondering greatly what the
baronet could want with him.

Surely Cicely had not ventured to bring

their engagement under her , uncle’s
notice ?

Sir Vane received his visitor in the lib:
rary.

In no measured terms, he accused Cartis
of having made clandestine love to his
piece.

The expression stung the young man,
who felt he had not merited it.

‘Until yesterday,” he ssid frankly, ‘no
avowal of love for Miss Rivers had ever
crossed my lipe, Sir Vane. I fully recog-
niza the disparity existing between her
position and mine.’

“This admission only renders your con-
duct he more unpardonable and presump-
tuous.’

‘We met, atter, nearly a year’s absence
{rom each other,’ resumed Caurtis, stand.
ing, tall, manly, and erect, opposite
to the indignant baronet. ‘I spoke

moment. But I am a gentleman, sir,
despite my poverty. No idea of wooing
your niece by underhanded methods ever
occurred to me.’

‘Let us come to the point,’ said Sir Vane
coldly. ‘I distinctly forbid you either to
meet or communicate with Miss Rivers
agamm.’ ‘On what grounds?’

‘By Jove, sir? You adopt a high tone!

Oan the grounds of your social and finan-
cial unfitness to become her suitor.’

‘My position may improve.’

‘I decline to discuss that question. If
my niece's prospective fortune bas tormed
her chief attraction in your eyes, Mr.
Cartis, let me tell you that should she
become your wife against your wishes, I
should disinherit her. She would come to
you peni iess.’

‘In that case,’ exclsimed Dick Caurtis
hotly, ‘your would give me s chance of
proving that my love for Cicely is more
disinterested than you imagine, Sir Vane.

I will not be nsulted with impunity, and
have my motives grossly misconstrued. I
shall not relinquee the hope of winning
Cicely one day, unlees she bids me do so.

Sir Vane could not help a secret admir-
ation and liking for the speaker, despite
his anger.

. At least, Mr. Curtis, you are frank,’
he rejoined. ¢ Well, I shall know how to

protect my neice against your advances in

tuture.’ _
¢ 1 wish to heaven Cicly had no fortune,’

said Curtis vehemently ; ¢ that she were as
poor as myseif. Then—'

He paused as the library door opened,
and looked round.

Cicely, pale but resolute, stood on the
thresnold. i

¢ Ciceiy, I am engaged at present,’ said
the baronet sharply. :

But she declined to beat a retreat at his
bidding. : 4

¢ So am I, Uncle Vane—to Dick Curtis.
Ob, please’—going up to him with a lLittle
appesling gesture—* don’t be too hard on
us; [ shall never care for any man but
Dick.’

¢ Your uncle would brand me as an
adventurer, Cicely,’ interposed ber lover,
with flashing eyes. ¢ A man’s sincerity, it
seems, must be gauged by the extent of
his income.’

Cicely glanced from one to the other.

<] am not responsible for Sir Vane’s
opinions,’ she answered, ¢ neither do I
share them. 1t he retuses’—her voice broke
—7 to accept you as my suitor, I, on the
hand, decline to give you up.’ .

¢ Cicely, would youset my suthority, as
your guardian, at defiance P cried the
barenet.

« You have never strained it before
What objectioz can you urge against Dick,

apart irom his want of fortune " 4
« That alone constitutes 8 sufficient

reason for my refusal to entertain his suit.
Until you come of age, Cicely, you sare
subj:ct to my control, and I intend to
exercise it for your benefit. Our interview,
Mr. Curtis, is at an end.’ 1 :

Dick had gone back to town with his
emp loyer, mere in love with Cicely Rivers
than ever.

Her guardian’s opposition bad but fan-
ned the flamed of bis passion.

No letters could pass between the young
people though.

Sir Vane and a lynx-eyed auni kept
Cicely’s correspondence well inspected.

Aiter an unbroken silence ot several
weeks Dick was yearing for some news of
his beloved.

The lodge keeper’s wife changed to be
on duty duty when he came to the massive
entrance gates of Weston Grange. _

A little goiden persuasive elicited the
information that Miss Rivers might be
found reading in the rustic summer-house
by the lake ; the good woman was certain.

Dick thanked ber. and walked swiitly 1n
the direction indicated. : :

Cicely, to his joy, was seated in the ivy-
wreathed summer-house, an unopened

book on her lap. 4 :
The next moment she was In Dick’s

arms. )
‘You dear, wicked, disobedient boy,’

she said, as he took toll of her sweet lips;
‘to venture into the lion's den against or-
ders '

“You are worth the risk,’ smiled Dick. ‘I
know I'm & tresspasser, and that Sir Vane
isa J. F. What if he gave me 1uto cus-
tody and passed sentence on me after-
wards ¥’

‘Tell me all about your sister’s mar
riage,’ said Cicely, as they grew calmer.
“You bave no longer any reason to feel
jealous ot Julian Beaumont.’

‘No. but I am very anxious about dear
Nell. and so is her husband.’

‘It is the talk of tbe country,’ Cecily
assured him. ‘What can have become of
ber P’

I am bent on finding out. Nell's silence
is inexplicaole. Why—"

He paused.

Sir Vane was at the door of the summer-

house.

Cicely, her brown eyes glowing, moved

a little nearer to Dick.

‘Tbis intrusion is unpardenable,’ cried
the baronet, his voice trembling with rage.
‘Leave my grounds, sir.’

Ere Curtis could comply, or remons-
trate, a lady came up the wild avenue,
within a stone’s throw ol the summer-
houge,

She was a tall, graceful, silver-haired
woman, with dark eyes and delicate fea-
tures, a° woman who bad retained her
charm of face and manner, desvite ad-
vancing years and many sorrows.

‘Grandmother,” said Richard Cauartis,
bastening towards her, ‘what bas brought
you here ? Were you looking for me ?’

‘No, Dick.” She glanced beyond him
to where the baronet stood, as if rooted to
the ground. ‘I wanted to see Sir Vane
Carlyon.’

‘You know him?’

‘1 knew him-—many years ago.’

‘Marian’—it was Sir Vane who spoke—
‘am I mad or dreaming ? Can it indeed
be you ¥’ :

Mrs Darcy smiled sadly at him.

‘Yes; it is Marian ’ she said. ‘Changed
from a young woman into an old one, since
our last meeting, Sir Vane. And yet you
recognized me ?’

‘I bave never forgotten you,” he replied,
& world of subdued pain and passion in his
voice* ‘or forgotten you for spoiling my
lite when you retused to share it.’

‘Your people were opposed to the
match,” she murmured, ‘and I was both
poor and proud, I thought I was doing
right when I sent you from me--leit you
free to marry your cousin. And now [ am
here to plead my grandson‘s cause.’

‘So Richard Curtis is your grandson,’
observed Sir Vane coldly. ‘I hardly know
why I should regard him with more favor
on that account.’

‘I seek no favors,’ interposed Dick,
astounded to learn that Mrs Darcy and
the frigid, stately baronet had once been
lovers.

His grandmother held up an imploring
hand.

‘You are angry with my Dick,” she said
earnestly, addressing Sir Vane, ‘because
he has presumed to 1all in love with your
niece. When, recently, he told me of his
love-affair, I know the time had come to
bridge over the gulf of years—to appeal to
you on his behalt.’

‘I must decline to entertain your grand-
son’s proposals in reference to my mniece.’

‘Why?’

‘Need I enter into details? His position
does not equal hers.’

‘No; it exceeds her,’ broke trom Mrs.
Darcy’s lips. ‘Moreover, Dick has a
distinct claim upon yoa.’ :

‘On me? My dear madam, what do you
mean?’

‘He is my grandson. You cacnot ever-
look that disadvantage, ot course. But'—
her teatures quivered—-‘he is also yours”

The baronet recoiled.

‘Mine? Good Heavens, you are beside
yourseli!’ be exclaimed. ‘My only son
died, unmarried, in Italy.’

‘No,’ corrected Mrs. Darcy, while’ Dick
and Cicely listened with breathless interest

Some three years previous to Bertram
Carlyon’s sudden death, he was married
to my daughter Mable, at Naples. Nellie
and Richard Cutis-Carylon are your son’s
children, Sir Vane, born lawful wedlock!

‘Incredible!’

‘I have brought the legal proofs of their
parentage, the marrisge and the birth
certificates, with me,’ returned Mrs. Darcy.
¢ I thought you might be hard to convince.
Dick’ —glancing proudly at her grandson,
through a mist of tears—* learns his actual
i entity for the first time to-day,’

Sir Vane sack back on to a seat. torn
by conflicting emotions.

¢« [ can’t realize—I can't accept it,’ he
faltered.

¢ Yet it is true,’ said Marion Darcy.
¢ Vane, won’t you, as a& simple act of
justice, receive Dick now, and acknowledge
him as your grandson and heir, for bis
father’s sake ¥’

¢ Bertram married—the father of chid -
ren ? And I to remain in ignorance of it
tili now.’

He glanced, while speaking, at the tall,
handsome young man, so lately the object
oi bis anger and disapproval.

Sir Vane's heart relented towards the
offender. One supreme fact flooded his soul
with joy.

He was not, after all, a childless, solitary
msan.

His own flesh and blood would one day
succeed him at Weston Grange.

He extended a tremulous hand to Dick.

The tatter, unable to speak, wrung it in
silence.

Sir Vane and his grandeon were recon-

ciled.
Going across to Mrs. Dracy, Cicely kiss-

ed her.

I love you already, dear for having been
so taithtul to my boy, said the widow.

O I meant to marry him sooner or lat-
er, you know, regardless ot obstacles,
smiied the girl. But this announcemeunt
of yours, Mrs. Dracy, seems tco good to
be true. It has made us all radiantly happy.
. Why wae I not intormed ot Bertram’s
marrisge sooner? asked Sir Vane.

I teared your diepleasure on learning
whose daughter your son married, explain-
ed Mrs. Darcy. Dick and Nellie were all
1 had lett to live for. You might have taken
them both irom me. But I know now that
I acred selfishly. Forgive me if you can.

And their mother?

She died when Dick wae two years old.

After our parting, Vane I married my
father’'s curate. His health was delicate,
and he secured & chaplaincy abroad. I
continued to live in Italy with my daughter
Mabel after 1 lost my husband.

And Betram met your girl there? said
the baronet.

Yes, at & friend’s house. It was a case
of love at first sight on both sides. I ob-
jected to the marrisge but Mabel and
Bertrgm overruled me.’

*And the secrecy connected with it ’

‘That was Bertram's doing. He said
his relstions with you were terribly strs =

Ay

Continued on page' eleven. V4
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