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In themorning of life with whatpleasurewegaze
On the prospect which opens itself to ourview,

Intheevening we look back with fear andamaze
At thehours which we lost while the day quickly flew.

But, thenight cold anddrear which succeeds to theeve,
Shall approachwithout warning

—
invainshall we try

The dark figure whichcomes withit then, todeceive,
Or, toshun the lotfatedtomortals

—
todie.

Oh!gladly we'llgreet thatnight tho' itbe dreary,
Oh!gladly we'llenter uponthat vagueshore,

Where thepoortravellers neveragain shallbe weary,
Andsorrowandcare shallbe for him nomore.

08.

Beside the table, with herheadleaning on her arms, sate
Lettice."

Touhavecome, then!" she exclaimed, lookingup;and the
compassionate,though firm,heartof FatherHugh was shocked at
the changeinher appearance.

Was thatthe audacious woman
—

defiant in her guilt, queen-
like inherbeauty, gorgeous in her attire

—
whom .he had cited to

thebar of justice at the deathbed of the Lady of Sunningdale
scarce two months before?

This gaunt, wasted, hollow-eyed creature;thebrilliant'conx-
'

plexionfadedto a sallow, sickly tint;the eyes sunk deepin the
sockets, fullof asullen,smouldering fire;the hair nolonger decked ■

withdiamonds,butsweepingoverher shouldersandcoarse woollenrobe,that haddisplaced the gorgeous velvet,and its silken ebon
blackness thickly strippedwith grey.

Themonk wasappalled. "Was it remorsefor committedcrime,
or the rebellious anguish of insulted innocence, that hadthus
changed this woman?

Lettice fixedher eyesonhim,andthesullenfire inthe sunken
orbits seemed tocondense."

1havesent for thee!" she said, in the same cavernous;far-
off voice in which she had first spoken. "Art thou content?""

Content ?" reiteratedFa"ther Hugh.
"

Little measure of con-
tentmenthas thereyetbeeninaught concerning thee! Dost thou
ownthy guilt,orstill maintain thy innocence ? Oh, Lettice, the
evidence stands fearfully arrayed against thee; and yet thou
niaystbe innocent;may ourLady's gracebeshowereddownupon'
thee,andproveit, if thouart so!"

"Go to!" exclaimed Lettice, scornfully,
"
Iasked wast thou

content ! feignnot tomis-iead my meaning. Art thoucontent to
see mehere ? Guilty orinnocent,here Ishouldnothavebeenbut
for thee. To thee Iowe all my misery;— this silveredhair, this
haggard face, these wasted limbs! Aye, to theeIshall owe the
dreadful death,the shadow ofwhich loom overme!"

"To thine own evildeeds, woman, thou dostowe thy sorrow-
ful plight, and not to meI" answered Hugh Faringdon. "To
thee, and theeonly!" repliedLettice. "Sir Priest,Ididnot pray
this visit from thee to fall upon my knees, andcant, and whine,
andbeseech a oast of thine office. Ido not^'confessj Iacknow-
ledge thatmyhandmixedthe potions which cut short the lifeof
theLady Gabrielle. Iwasher friend, andnother foe,inthat.""Poisoner !" ejaculatedFatherHugh, 'in* anaccentofhorror,"

dost thouvaunt thee of thy horrid deedP""
Iwasher friend, and not her foe!" pursuedLettice, "Her

life wasvery miserable;sickness andsorrowwereher doleful com-
panions. Poor woman, she tenderly loved her husband,and he
had transferredhis affectionstome. She hadbeenmymunificent
benefactress, andIbetrayed her. Yet such was the tendernessof
her heart, that she sought norevenge. She wept and submitted,
she wasdying of her woimded affections, and that death would
havebeenone of such slow andagonising torture,thatIconverted
myself fromher betrayer into her benefactress, whenIshortened
it. She,doubtless, is inheaven,andIdoomedtoregions ofeternal
bale,havebeendefraudedby theeofthis world'sbrief recompense
for my sin.""Wretched womanI" exclaimed the monk, in an accentof
pity,"themore guilty, that thy powerful,butperverted,mind so
clearly estimatesthehorrible hereafter that awaits thee,by what
hallucinationthoudost persuade thyself that Iam the personto
whom is owing the failure of your schemes;Iam at a loss to
understand."

"To theeIoweit allI^cried Lettice, fiercely.
"

The failure,
theprison,the deathat the hangman's hands. Know,then, that
we had sent for a mediciner from London, skilledpractitioner,
whohadstuddiedlong in Italy. He wouldhavemade deposition
as to the causesof the lady's death,which he wouldhavereported
natural. Thou didst bring the man Wilson toher bedside. But
he is acoward.,apitiful fool, andImight havebaffledhim,hadhe
notbeen supportedby thy keenness and detirmination. Ah,me!
ah,me!" andhere the wretchedcreature faltered,her voice choked
withtearsas she smoteher breast.

"Ah,me!howdifferent would
allhavebeenbut for thee,Ishould have beentheLadyeof Sun-
ningdale— His wife! What amInow?" ♥"A guilty and most unhappy woman!" said the monk."Nevertheless,all late sis it is,yet thereremains for thee time to*
repent. Bethink thee

—
poor, distressed, and sinful woman

—
that

thouartdisappointedof thepromisedrewardof the sin, isa token
that a ray fromthe mercy-seatshineson the still! Down thenon
thyknees;give thanks to God;and offer thebitter trial of thy
passagefromthis world,as someatonement for thy crime."

Letticeburst intoascornfullaugh.
"Monk, tnoudostmistake

my character !" she said, "Isent for thee, not tocringe inpeni-
tencebefore,but tospeakmyhate. Oh, thoumarplot!Ishallbe
pronounceda niurdress to-morrow,and then in a little space led
forth todie. Iam,Iknow, as well as thou canst tell me,a lost
and|dlty wretch! But there is a faith that tends onwickedness
no le-s than virtue. Ishall escape the death—IknowIshall.
When thou dosthear ofmy escape, HughFaringdan,beware!

Further, by thedark spirit of prophesy,descending onmeat
this hour, Ifortell the time when thou shalt be the doomed
prisoner,andI,evenI,the accuser thatbrings thee to thydoom!"

THE DARK LADYE OF SUNNINGDALE.
A LEGEND OF READING ABBEY.

Chapter 111.— Continued.

"The steward escaped, Master Mayor!" exclaimed the nionk.*'Thatis anunlucky chance, for surely if this womanis guilty,he
was-heraider andabettor."

Letticesmiled, as she wasledfrom the chamber,andmuttered
toherself, "alucky chance rather, my piousFatherHugh, for if
he hasescapedhehas gone to summonhelp for me.

Theawful investigation at Sunningdale was over. A skilled
mediciner from London had been summoned to assist Master
Wilson. The result of the inquiry was that large quantitiesof
arsenic hadbeenfoundinthebody.

Itmust havebeenadministered for a long time, andin infini-
tessimaldoses;for ithadpervadedevery tissue.

Themurderers had, however, been too impatientat the last.
The strengthof the last doses had caused death tosuperveneso
Buddenly that suspicion was converted into certainty. Both
suspicionandcertainty culminatedon theheadof LetticeMiller.

TheungratefuldependentwhomLadyGabrielle hadcherished
toher ownundoing;who hadstolen the affections of thehusband
who, despiteher beauty and goodness, haddoubtlessweddedher
only for herwealth.

Itwas,indeed,muchsuspected that the lordof Sunningdale
wasa sharer in the crime which left him sole possessor of the
splendidpropertyof his murderedwife.

He was,however,absentinCalais whenthe inquiry respecting
his wife'sdeathtook place,nordidhe return toEngland either to
bepresentather funeralorfor aperiodlongsubsequent.

Humphry Miller, too, hadescaped. The miserable Lettice
alone was calledupon topay thedreadful penalty for the crime in
which, itcouldnotbe doubted, therewere someparticipators.

The guilt of Letticewas provedbeforethecoroner,inasmuch
as aquantity ofthenoxiousdrug whichhadbeenadministeredto
theLady Gabrielle,wasfound,not onlyin the cabinet in the lady's
ownchamber,which themayorhadpreventedher fromexamining,
butalso inasmallsilkenbag sewninto thebosom of her corset.

The coroner's jury hesitated nota moment,andere the leaves
whichwerebeginning tosearwhen the lady of Sunningdale died,
hadceasedfalling,LetticeMiller waslying inBeadingGaol, await-
ingher trial forwilfulmurder.

Itwas a gloomy and chill evening, all unlike the glorious
closing of that summer day on which Father Hugh hadbeen
summonedby the little handmaiden Gillianto Sunningdale. The
rides closedarkly overhead;therainis beginning topatterdown j
andthe wind rushes with a hollow moaning sound through the
streetsof theancient town ofHeading.

Those streets, despitetheunpleasantweather,havebeenbusy
throughout the day j for on the morrow is the first day's sitting of
theautumn assizes.

Now, however, they are comparatively deserted;the evening
isclosing inj the burgesses and craftsmen are,as usual, in their
comfortable dwellings; the strangersbetake themselves to the
various hostelries,in the casement windows of which the ruddy
light of fire andlamp glows, and nickers, and leaps out into the
street, and withits cheeringradiance seems inviting the wayfarer
toenter.

The trialof Mistress LetticeMiller forpoisoning her mistress
is the first on the rolls.

There is much gossip abouther in the varioushostelriasthat
night,andevenat the domestic fireside.

Noonedoubtsher guilt. Heavenhelpher,if she is innocent,
for she hasbeenprejudged."

Heavenhelpher,— heaven pardon her!unhappy womanas
she is— Innocent,Idarenothope

—
yetgracemayhavebeen vouch-

safed her toconfess, else whyhas she sent this summonstome?"
Thus soliloquised Father Hugh Farringdon, as drawinghis

habitclose about him, hehurried through the dim twilight to the
county gaol, whereLettice Miller wasaprisoner.

Itv/a *■ almost dark when he reached the building. He was
receivedby thehead jailor,and immediately usheredinto thecell
occupiedbyLettice."Kindle the lamps!" saidahollowvoice asthemonkentered.

The turnkey set that which he held on a small stonetable,
■which, withabenchmorticed to the floor, and astraw pallet,was
tb§ sole furnitureof theplace.

Chapter IV.
AFTER MANT YEARS.

Aftermany years! Inwhatstateor conditionof this fraillife,
shallwenot-findgreat changes, after manyyears! The changes
inEnglandwere terrible and great indeed,betweenthat autumn
night when the prisoner, Lettice Miller, awaiting her trial fox-
poisoning her mistress, in the impotent fury and malice of her
despairbade themonk, Hugh Faringdon, beware, whenhe should
be ahelplesscaptive.

To be continued.
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