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PART I.







  
    “‘When nightly my wild harp I bring

    To wake all its music for thee,

    So sweet looks that face while I sing,

    To reason no longer I’m free.

    I forget thou art queen of the land—

    ’Tis thy beauty alone that I see:

    And, trembling at touch of thy hand,

    All else is forgotten by me!

  

  
    “‘The spell is upon me in sleep,

    In the region of dreams thou art mine!

    I wake—but, ah! ’tis to weep,

    And the hope of my slumbers resign.

    Ah! hadst thou been less than thou art,

    Or I more deserving of thee,

    Thou mightst have been queen of my heart,

    Thou mightst have been all things to me!’”

  






The exquisite tenor voice of the singer died away
into mournful echoes; the low accompaniment
wailed along the piano-keys like the cry of a breaking
heart, then sobbed itself out—and silence
reigned.


“There is still another verse, Mr. Winthrop,”
said Lady Edith Chilton, softly.


“Which I shall not sing,” answered Guy Winthrop,
coolly.


“Shall not?” the girl repeated after him, in a rising
tone of displeasure. “No one ever says ‘shall
not’ to me, Mr. Winthrop.”


“I suppose not”—Mr. Winthrop bowed slightly
in homage to her fair young beauty—“therefore
I say it. I—whom fate has placed so far beneath
you, that I am not restricted to the sweet flatteries
of your ladyship’s lordly admirers, nor yet to the
passive subservience of your vassals—can afford to
speak my mind!”


The long, magnificent drawing-room was deserted
save for these two at the grand piano—Lady
Edith Chilton of Chilton Park, Somersetshire, and
Guy Winthrop, her young brother’s handsome tutor,
who had just been singing at her request, the
touching lines written in commemoration of Catlett’s
love for the hapless Queen of Scots.


A sudden gleam of anger in her azure eyes reminded
him of summer lightning in evening skies.


“At least you are very ungracious,” she said,
petulantly; “you refuse out of mere perversity to
sing that song for me, although you know I am
not clever in singing, and have to learn after others
like a parrot.”


An amused smile curved Guy Winthrop’s handsome
mouth at her girlish pique.


“Pardon me, Lady Edith, but, to quote the compliments
of your lordly admirers, you sing divinely,
and even the dullest parrot might have learned
that song during the three months in which I have
daily sung it for you!”


“Well, then,” she confessed, frankly, “I like the
song and like to hear you sing it. I regret that I
have asked you to sing it once too often.”


“Once too often!” the young man rose to his
feet, speaking impetuously, forgetting all restraint
“Twice too often, twenty times too often for my
peace of mind, Lady Edith, and you know it! You
know as well as I that Catlett cherished no more
hopeless love for beauteous Mary Stuart than I for
you. Nay, start not—your brother’s humble tutor
presumes not too much! He but tells you what you
deserve to hear! Lady Edith, you knew when you
asked me to teach you to sing, when you stood at
my side in the pride of your high-born beauty and
mingled your heavenly voice with mine, what the
end must be! Perhaps you planned it all, you fair
coquette!”


“Hush!” she cried, indignantly, but he went on,
bitterly:


“You knew while I sung that song that it was
but the expression of my love for you, that the heart
throbbing bitterly below, lent its passion to the
voice. There was your triumph, trifler with human
hearts! Not content with your higher lovers, you
bent from your loftly sphere to ensnare an humble
heart—one weak enough to own your charms, but
too lowly even to dare to hope!”


She stood still, confused, surprised, unable to
speak one word in self-defense, her color rising and
falling by turns, her lips half parted, the pale winter
sunshine glinting through the stained-glass window
crowning her golden head like a halo, making her
seem not like a “trifler with human hearts,” but
some fair saint or angel.


And ere she could recover herself, Guy Winthrop
bowed with cold deference and withdrew.


Springing to the window, half-hidden behind the
rich lace curtain, she watched the tall, straight
figure striding swiftly down the elm avenue.


Something—perhaps it was the red evening light
shining on a waste of snow, or perhaps a tear—blurred
the outlines of the fair winter landscape,
and, sighing, she turned away.


“Poor and proud!” faltered in a soft undertone
from her lips. “Why, he has nothing in the world
but his profession, yet he talks to me like a prince
royal, upbraids me with my coquetry, and leaves
me with cold disdain! Ah, my haughty lover, did
you but know”—then she started and bit her lip
as if not even to solitude would she whisper the
secret trembling on that coral portal.


“So the Minstrel’s Curse is like to be fulfilled
again,” said a mocking voice behind her.


She turned with a start, the rosy color flooding
cheek and throat, but it was only old Katharine,
her nurse, who was almost a century old, and in
her dotage.


There she sat, curled cozily behind the curtain
that draped that odd little bay-window, and she
had heard every word Guy Winthrop uttered.


Lady Edith paled with indignation.


“How came you there? How dared you listen?”
she cried, and rushed away in a pet.


Old Katharine hobbled slowly after her mistress,
and found her sobbing on her silken couch.


“Don’t cry, that’s a dearie,” she whispered,
smoothing the silken curls with a tender hand.
“Old Kathie didn’t mean to make her bairn angry.
She only feared the curse would fall again. She
hid herself in the window to see for herself, and
she has seen—alas, alas!” the old creature moaned
half deliriously, rocking her body to and fro.


“What curse is it you’re talking of, Katharine?”
sobbed Edith in a sort of awe.


“The Minstrel’s Curse, to be sure,” answered
Katharine, between intervals of her rocking. “It’s
never been told you, child. Pity it hadn’t. It
might have been better for the poor young man.”


“Well, tell me about it now,” exclaimed the imperious
young beauty. She loved to hear the old
crone’s tales of the past, and settling herself among
her silken pillows, she prepared to enjoy some marvelous
story.


“Tell me, then, first,” said old Katharine, seriously—“you
love the young man with the handsome
dark eyes and the voice of music, do you not,
my pet?”


A little storm of blushing denial answered her,
but the protest was all in vain. The old nurse had
seen three generations of fair Chilton dames bloom
and fade. She paid no heed to the angry remonstrance,
but looking in her nurseling’s eyes, read
the secret in her heart.


“Ah, I knew it!” she sighed. “I knew it; but
you must crush that love out of your heart, my
child. It is his doom—his death. Better if you
hated him.”


“Katharine,” cried her young mistress, growing
suddenly white and chill, “cease this foolish driveling
at once, and tell me what you mean by the
Minstrel’s Curse.”


“I will then,” muttered the old nurse, crouching
down on the floor beside the couch.


“Go on,” said her young mistress, almost sternly
in her impatience.


“Almost two centuries ago,” said Katherine,
“when the Chiltons were richer and more powerful
than they are to-day, and before English minstrelsy
was on the wane, there was a Lady Edith Chilton
as fair and sweet as yourself. Her portrait hangs
in the gallery now, and you have her sweet blue
eyes, her golden hair, her lovely face. The Chiltons
were a proud race; proud of their long line of ancestry,
proud of their blue blood, and their sovereign’s
favor. But the men of the race were as cruel
and harsh as the women were fair and loving. It
was the fashion then for all the fair ladies of the
court to have a minstrel attached to the household
to beguile the idle hours with songs and improvisations.
Lady Edith followed the fashion and had
a favorite minstrel, too, one Douglas North. He
was of gentle blood, handsome, brave, and chivalrous.
My Lady Edith, was a flirt in her day. She
angled for the young minstrel’s heart, meaning to
play with it a moment, then cast it aside like a
broken toy. But in the meanwhile she lost her own,
and when they found it out they made a precious
pair of lovers, you may be sure, and she persuaded
Douglas North to ask her father for her hand in
marriage. Well, my lady, to make the story as
short as possible, the youth was murdered among
those proud, lawless Chiltons. They blamed him
for it all, never said a word to her, but shut him up
in a lonely tower, and one night he was secretly
taken out, and made way with. One of the castle
retainers told afterward a story of how young Douglas
sat up until after midnight improvising and
playing sad tunes upon his harp up in the lonely
tower. The last song he sung the old servitor remembered,
and long afterward it was printed in a
book of Chilton legends and has come down to us
as ‘The Minstrel’s Curse.’”


“And the curse? What was it?” breathed the
young girl eagerly.


“I’ll get the book and show you,” answered
Katharine, hobbling out of the room. When she
tottered back with the antique volume, Lady Edith
eagerly turned the musty, yellow pages. She looked
eagerly at the date. It was more than a hundred
years old—a book of traditions and stories of
the great Chilton race.


“Oh, Kathie, you should have shown me this
long ago,” she began, reproachfully, and just then
her fascinated gaze lighted upon:



“The Minstrel’s Curse!




  
    “The minstrel’s curse be on the love

    Of all who bear the Chilton name

    Long after he shall sleep in death,

    Who, blameless, bore their blame.

    A Chilton maiden ne’er shall love

    A man of low degree,

    But she shall bring on him the doom

    That one has brought on me.

    Until there meet in future years

    Some Chilton of her name,

    And some proud branch of my own blood

    Who knows not whence he came,

    But bears the name that now I bear—

    Douglas the True—and she

    Is named for my lost Edith—

    Edith, so dear to me—

    When these shall meet, and, meeting, wed,

    The minstrel’s curse has died,

    And Douglas and his love shall know

    The bliss I was denied!”

  






Lady Edith read these singular lines over twice
before she turned her inquiring gaze on old Katharine.
The nurse nodded, gravely.


“You see how it is, my lady. You dare not love
‘a man of low degree,’ for the curse of Douglas
North, the murdered minstrel, always comes upon
every such man that the ladies of Chilton have
doomed with their love. They have all died, one
after another, strange, unnatural deaths; and this
young singer you love will die, too, if you do not
in mercy to him forget your fancy for his handsome
face and sweet voice.”


“Nonsense!” cried Lady Edith; but she was
still pale, and her voice trembled. There was a
vein of superstition in her nature that she could
not overcome. It had descended to her along with
the blue blood that flowed in her veins. Then a
gleam of hope brightened her eyes as she continued:
“You forget, Katharine, that my name is Edith, and
the curse says expressly, that when the lady’s
name is Edith the curse is ended.”


“It says no such thing,” the privileged old nurse
answered flatly. “It says when her name is Edith,
and he is a descendant of the Norths’, and named
Douglas, the doom is ended—not before. And now
I have warned you! If you keep on loving this
Guy Winthrop, with his sweet voice, and his ‘low
degree,’ you love him to his doom and to his
death.”






PART II.






  
    “The curse is come upon me!” cried

    The lady of Shalott.

  







—Tennyson.





Lady Edith tried to banish the memory of her
eventful day in the gayety and splendor of the masquerade
ball she attended that night. In vain, for,
strangely enough, it seemed to her excited fancy,
she had not been in the rooms more than an hour
before a black domino in the costume of a minstrel
of the Fifteenth Century approached her and
begged for the honor of a promenade with the
“beauteous Mary.”


Lady Edith, in the superb costume of the lovely
Mary, Queen of Scots, and looking magnificently
grand, bowed with queenly dignity, and placing
her white-gloved hand on the minstrel’s arm, moved
on with him among the throng of revelers.


Who was he, she wondered. His face was so
shrouded in his mask that she could not guess his
identity, and his voice sounded unfamiliar. Yet,
as she leaned upon his arm a sweet sense of restfulness
and peace crept over her such as she had
never known before, and a quick thought of Guy
Winthrop thrilled her, only to be dispelled with a
shuddering sigh at the memory of Nurse Katherine’s
warning.


“You tremble,” murmured her stately companion,
in deep musical tones. “What earthly emotion
can have power to disturb the serenity of a
crowned forehead?”


“A woman’s heart is the same, whether born to
the russet or the purple,” she answered lowly, and
almost, it seemed to her, without volition of her
own.


“I should like to believe it,” the minstrel answered,
simply.


The queen asked lightly:


“Have any of my fair subjects given you cause
to doubt my assertion? If so, you have but to
speak—and I punish!”




  
    “‘He jests at scars who never felt a wound.’”

  






“You have no proof that your assertion applies
to me,” the queen replied tremblingly.


“Your pardon, my liege, but:




  
    “‘Your heart is a snowdrift where foot never trod,

    Love’s sun has not wakened a bud on its sod.’”

  






A laugh rippled sweetly over her lips, like the
soft music of a little stream dashing over rocks and
pebbles.


“How do you know that?” she queried.


“Because I know you! You are glorious as
Mary, Queen of Scots, but not less lovely as Edith,
Queen of Hearts!”


She gave a violent start, then, tossing her head,
tried to rectify the unconscious admittal that he
had penetrated her mask.


“I think you mistake,” she said lightly. “But
you show me your secret ‘as a bird betrays its nest
by striving to conceal it.’ So you love some cruel,
fair maid whose name is Edith?”


“Edith!”—he repeated it after her, in almost a
passion of pain, “I have never dared call her so—she
is as far above me as yonder star.” He paused
at an open window and lifted his hand to a glorious
planet glittering in mid heaven. “Ah, Mary, ah,
my queen! ‘Hadst thou been less than thou art!’”


“Guy Winthrop!” broke wildly from her parted
lips.


“Your majesty!” he straightened his fine form,
and made a deprecatory movement with his white
hand. “It seems that we have mutually mistaken
each other for a different person. But suppose—remember,
I only say suppose—that you were really
the Edith whom I love, and I the Guy you
named—what do you think they would say to each
other? For instance now, what would Guy say to
Edith? What do you think he would say, I
mean?”


A sudden daring spirit, inherent in the grand old
Chilton blood, leaped to her lips, and before she
could think twice, she had uttered these words:


“He would say, ‘Edith, my darling, I love you!’”


The arm she leaned on trembled with the fierce
throb of his heart.


“And what would Edith say?” he asked her, in
low, unsteady tones.


“What would you like her to say?”—coquettishly.


“I should like to have her say, ‘Guy, I love you,
and am yours forever!’ But what do you think she
would say?”


Low and tenderly she whispered:


“Guy, I love you, and am yours forever!”


At that moment a fine courtier pushed in between
the pair.


“Your majesty, your fair hand was promised me
for this dance,” he reminded her; and with a slight,
imperial bow to the young minstrel, the Queen of
Scots swept away on the arm of her partner.


And then a great horror of remorse struck coldly
to her heart. Oh, what had she done? Betrayed
her heart to the man who loved her so well, but
whom to love in return was to doom to a cruel
death. Oh, horror of horrors!


The lights danced before her, the ballroom
whirled around in a fantastic measure, the sea of
faces grew dim and faded. She gasped for air,
threw up her arms with a feeling of suffocation,
and fell back fainting. The handsome courtier
caught her in his arms and bore her to the door.


“Give her to me. She is mine!” cried a passionate
voice; and the strong arms of the minstrel took
her forcibly from the other’s clasp. Presently,
with a weary sigh, she drifted back to life.


“The dressing-room,” she murmured, and the
minstrel’s arm was again at her service. He left
her with her maid, and mingled, as before, with
the crowd.


“A word with you, Sir Poet,” said a stern voice
in his ear.


It was the jeweled courtier. His eyes burned
balefully beneath his mask.


“You forcibly took Mary Stuart from my arms—an
insult for which I demand instant satisfaction.”


Two fiery spirits confronted each other in the
wide grounds the next moment, two swords leaped
from their scabbards, and two men struck at each
other with vengeful fury.


The silver moon looked down on a scene of strife
and bloodshed, and presently on a still form
bathed in gore, around which a crowd was gathering,
shouting, gesticulating, uttering all sorts of
frenzied cries, while some struck out in hot haste
after the murderer who had thrown away his sword
and rushed headlong from the scene of his dastardly
crime.


Presently, through the moving throng of excited
maskers rushed the form of a beautiful woman.
She flung herself on her knees by the dead man and
tore the shrouding mask from his face.


As the moonlight fell on the closed eyes and pallid,
handsome face, the Queen of Scots uttered a
cry of sharp despair.


“The curse, oh, God! the curse! It is I—it is I
who have killed him!”


Some one lifted the swooning form away, some
one else knelt there by the still form and felt for
the heart.


“He is not dead,” proclaimed the authoritative
voice of a physician. “Let a litter be brought immediately
and we will carry him into the house.”


The ball broke up in confusion as the wounded
man was taken into Lady Heathcote’s house, and a
stream of carriages marked the departure of the
guests. In one of them was the weeping Lady
Edith, attended by her uncle, who was also her
guardian.






PART III.






  
    “Alas! it’s far from russet frieze

    To silks and satin gowns,

    But I doubt if God made like degrees

    In courtly hearts and clowns;

    Yet homely hose must step apart

    Where gartered princes stand;

    Ah, may he wear my love at heart

    That wins her lily hand!”

  







—Hood.





“Well, I warned you,” said old Katharine, “but
you would not heed an old crone’s tale. I warned
your grandmother before you, but she would not
listen, and there was the young squire of Elmdale
broke his heart and died for love of her, and she
knowing all the time that she caused it all by her
unwise love of him. Oh, I’ve no patience with
these willful Chiltons! But I’m getting on, thank
the Lord! I won’t live to see your unborn children,
my lady, driving thoughtless men to their
death.”


“Oh, Kathie, how wicked and cruel you are!”
sobbed Lady Edith.


Lady Edith lifted a warm, white face from the
pillow and looked at old Katharine with heavy
eyes full of pain and remorse. The long wretched
night had worn away, and the old nurse was opening
the blinds, letting in the morning sunshine. It
glowed through the rosy silk of the curtains, and
made Edith’s face look terribly pale and sad in its
dim light. She had not slept all night, and she
looked as conscience-stricken and remorseful as
her nurse could possibly desire.


“Don’t think I’m not sorry for you, dearie,”
soothed the old crone. “But I’m grieved for the
manly young fellow—yester eve so full of
life and love and health—to-day another victim to
the dreadful curse that has come down to us from
barbarous times to blight the innocent and unoffending.”


Lady Edith bowed her head in a passion of
tears.


“Oh,” she sobbed. “I never knew the truth
until it was too late, too late! Guy, Guy, I would
have given my life to have saved yours!” she cried
in a passion of impotent despair.


Old Katharine took the slight form into her motherly
arms, and let Edith sob on until the rest of
exhaustion stole over her, and, too weak for tears
or cries, she lay still, with her violet eyes fixed on
vacancy, and a frozen calm, more terrible than
tears, on her lovely face.


Presently the kind old face of the earl, her uncle
and guardian, looked in upon his petted darling.


“Dear uncle, you—have—news! Speak, but do
not tell me that—that—he is dead!” she cried, with
trembling lips.


“Tut, no, of course he is not dead, my love;
but——” He broke off and looked distressfully at
her pale face.


“Speak!” she cried, almost imperiously in her
impatience.


“Yes, I have news,” he said. “Eustace and I
went to Lady Heathcote’s this morning to see the
poor fellow, and she told us that it had been discovered
that Guy was not mortally wounded—a flesh
wound, deep, but not necessarily fatal, but——”
He paused and regarded her curiously.


“Poor darling, how badly she looks! Yet I never
suspected before that she and her brother’s handsome
tutor were in love with each other,” he
thought.


“Dear uncle, please go on,” she exclaimed, eagerly.


“Oh, yes. Where was I when I stopped to think?
Yes, Lady Heathcote told us that this morning, at
daybreak, a conveyance was sent for Mr. Winthrop.
An old gentleman was in it who claimed to be a
relative of the young man. He insisted on taking
the wounded man away, and as no one had the
authority to prevent him, he did so.”


“And you followed?” she asked.


“No, for he left no address, saying bitterly that
the young fellow had no friends to mourn for him.
That is all I have to tell you, Edith.”


“But Guy will certainly send and let Eustace
know where he is, uncle, do you not think so?”


Lord Chilton looked relieved at her brightening
face.


“Certainly, undoubtedly, to-day or to-morrow,”
he replied, cheerily. “Keep up your heart, little
one. I will go now and send your brother to sit
with you this morning if indeed he can tear himself
away from the library, dry book-worm that he
is. By-by, dear.”


He kissed her, smoothed her fair curls lovingly,
and went out.


Presently came Eustace—pale, studious, quiet—a
handsome pair they made—he was twenty, she
eighteen.


Edith leaned her head on his shoulder and wept
softly. Poor Eustace, he hardly knew how to
soothe a girl’s grief. He was shy and quiet, his
thoughts were up among the stars. He meant to be
a great scholar. But he smoothed her hair and said,
tenderly:


“Don’t cry, sis, Guy will be sure to let us hear
from him soon, and I hope he will soon get well. I
didn’t know you loved each other, dear, but I’m not
sorry it’s so, and uncle and I sha’n’t oppose your
marriage. I don’t hold with so much nonsense
about rank and blue blood. A scholar is as good
as a man of rank, and Guy Winthrop is one of
the greatest scholars of his time.”


But between tears and blushes Lady Edith whispered
the story of old Katharine’s story—the minstrel’s
curse that must part her from her lover, and
cause his death, Lord Eustace laughed the old
tradition to scorn.


“Nonsense,” he said, lightly. “There’s nothing
in it, and when Guy comes back to us alive and
well, you’ll forget old Katharine’s superstitions in
your new-found happiness.”


“Yes, when he comes back,” croaked the old
nurse, entering, and catching the sentence. “But
he hasn’t come back yet.”


The longest day of Edith’s life dragged wearily
to its close.


And still no word from Guy. The suspense grew
almost unendurable.


After dinner she threw a long wrap over her white
dress, and walked alone in the garden.


Twilight had fallen long ago, and the air was
chilly. Lady Edith walked briskly up and down
the elm avenue, thinking, thinking, till her brain
seemed on fire. Was it only yesterday he had
told her how he loved her? How long ago it
seemed. Perhaps he was dead now. The dark eyes
would never look into hers again. A stifled sob
escaped her lips.


Hark! a footstep. Through the gloom a man
came toward her with uncovered head, mutely
respectful. He bore a note which she deciphered
hurriedly in the moonlight. Oh, heavens! what
cruel, cruel words to be signed with her lover’s
name!


“Edith, I am dying, they tell me. Will you
come to me with Eustace?



Guy.”








PART IV.






  
    Oh, linger by my side to-night,

    The hour will soon be past

    When I shall turn and gaze again

    To look on thee my last.

  







—Mrs. Alex. McVeigh Miller.





The shaded night-lamp glimmered softly in the
large, oak-paneled room where the recumbent
form of a man lay extended on a large, old-fashioned
bed. Heavy curtains of crimson damask
were pushed back over the gilded canopy, and
brought out in pale relief the white, pain-drawn
face of the sufferer. The physician stood by with
finger on the sick man’s wrist. An old man and
his elderly wife were the only other occupants of
the room.


Presently the door swung lightly ajar, and the
faint light shone on the faces of Lady Edith and
her brother as they crossed the room to the bedside.


Poor Edith! She threw out her hands with a
smothered moan of despair, and the heavy cloak
fell from her shoulders, revealing her exquisite
dinner gown of white lace. Priceless pearls gleamed
on her neck, and her wealth of golden ringlets fell
around her in sad beauty as she bent over her
lover.


“Edith, dear Edith, I am glad you have come in
time,” he whispered, faintly. “Tell her, Uncle
Jamie, before it is too late. But place her chair
close by my side. Let me see her now all the while
until the last.”


They obeyed his wish, and Edith sitting still,
with her hand clasped in the weak one of her lover,
listened to a story told in the quivering voice of
the old man—a story of wrong and treachery to the
dead and to the living—a wrong done to a brother’s
orphan heir and repented of, alas! too late.


“I deserted the infant boy—put him in a foundling
asylum without a name. His father had been
a wealthy man, and I wanted the child’s fortune.
So I announced that the little Douglas was dead,
and there being no near relatives to inquire into its
fate, my scheme succeeded well. My wife and I
have enjoyed our ill-gotten gains for twenty-five
years, but we always kept cognizant of my nephew’s
whereabouts, meaning when we died to right
the cruel wrong we had done to the orphan boy.
Alas, alas!” moaned the old man in futile sorrow.


“Leave us now,” said the weak voice from the
bed, and the old man moved away, leaving Edith
alone by the side of the beloved one drifting away
from her so swiftly out on the shoreless waters of
Eternity.


She bent over him, brushing the dark curls back
from his white brow, a world of love in her tender
eyes.


The clasp of his hand tightened on hers, and he
murmured:


“My darling, I have so much to tell you. They
have told me such strange things to-day. Have
you ever heard that strange tradition of the Chilton
race—the Minstrel’s Curse?”


“Yes,” she sobbed. “But, my own dear love, I
pray you forgive me the doom I have brought upon
you. Never until yesterday, was I told that strange
story—yesterday when it was all too late.”


Oh, the love and sorrow in the sad dark eyes
looking into hers, they almost broke her heart.


“Oh, my own love, how could I blame you?”
whispered the dying man, “I would have given my
life at any moment to win your heart. And it is
mine, although I must leave you soon, for the doctor
has told me, I cannot live until to-morrow’s
sunset.”


“Oh, no, no, no!” she sobbed, bitterly.


“Be calm, Edith, for I have such good news for
you. I, your beloved, have it in my power to end
the curse that has darkened the lives of so many
fair women of the Chilton race. Do you guess
how?”


She shook her golden head, gazing at him with
dilated blue eyes.


Smiling faintly at her wonder, he continued:


“I want you to become my wife for the few
hours I have to live. Will you, Edith?”


It was too solemn an hour for girlish coquetry.
Edith gave him a frank, sweet assent, and sealed
it with a tender kiss.


There was silence for awhile—the eloquent silence
of love—between them; then he spoke again:


“But you have not asked me, Edith, how I have
power to end the Minstrel’s Curse. Listen, dear. It
is to be accomplished by your marriage with me.”


“I do not understand,” Lady Edith answered,
with puzzled eyes.


“It is this way, my darling. You are the namesake
and descendant of Lady Edith, the minstrel’s
beautiful love of two centuries ago, and I am
really and truly a descendant of the only brother
of the minstrel, and namesake of——”


“Douglas North!” she cried, in startled tones.


“Yes, Edith, and ‘knew it not’ until to-day,
when my uncle’s grief and repentance at my untimely
end caused him to confess the truth to me.
And ‘unknowing whence I came,’ I loved you,
dearest, so it only remains for us to wed to fulfill
the last clause of the doomed minstrel’s weird
prophecy.”


“Not the last,” she wept, sadly. “They were
to be happy, you know.”


“And shall we not be happy, dearest? You on
earth rejoicing that you have delivered future
generations of the great Chilton race from that
dread curse, and I—happy”—his voice broke
slightly—“in heaven.”


Lord Eustace came over to them, grave, tender,
thoughtful.


“They have told me everything, my poor Douglas;”
he bent compassionately over the sufferer.
“The earl will give his consent, I know. I am
going to him now. I will leave my sister to nurse
you.”


The earl did not refuse, you may be sure, and the
next morning there was a quiet, solemn marriage
in the sick-room, where Lady Edith Chilton gave
heart and hand to Douglas North, and so ended the
Minstrel’s Curse. Old Katharine was there, weeping
for blended joy and sorrow—joy that the curse
was void forever, sorrow that bonny Douglas North
must die and leave his young bride desolate.


But physicians are not always infallible, or perhaps
love has some potent power that can conquer
death.


Douglas North did not die of the wound he had
received from the unknown courtier. I will show
you one more picture of his life ere I write that solemn
word, the End.


It is almost the same picture you saw in the beginning.
He is sitting with Lady Edith at the
grand piano in the Chilton drawing room, his fingers
wandering softly over the pearl keys. He has
inherited, not only the name but the musical talent
of his ancestor, Douglas North. He looks very
handsome, very distinguished to the fair young wife
by his side.


How lovely she is, with her golden tresses floating
over her white robe like a halo of light!


He looks at her in passionate admiration.


“My darling, you are beautiful as an angel!”
he says.


“Did I ever!” cries a shocked voice, and old
Katharine, passing by, shakes her head at the married
lovers. “Mr. Douglas North, that’s simple
profanity, calling your wife an angel. You’ll be
punished for it,” she said.


Lady Edith’s sweet, ringing laugh woke all the
echoes in the long, magnificent room.


“Nurse Kathie will never be anything but a
croaker,” she says.


“Giddy children, silly children!” responds the
old crone, passing out.


Lord Eustace enters with his usual companion, a
book, his fine, scholarly face lighted up with pleasure.


“Katharine has made me a present,” he said,
showing an old moth-eaten volume. “Here, it is—full
of marvelous traditions of the Chilton race,
and last but not least, The Ministrel’s Curse.”


Lady Edith shuddered at the words, but Douglas
North took the book and read the quaint verses
with deep interest.


“‘And Douglas and his love shall know the bliss
I was denied,’” he repeats, in a musing tone.
“Well, Edith the prophecy comes true. We are indeed
blest,” and he returns the volume to its proud
owner with a sigh to the memory of his fated ancestor
and the lovely lady whom he loved. “By
the way,” he added, “I have never heard what became
of that fair Lady Edith.”


“Oh,” says Lord Eustace, “she married an earl,
as this musty chronicle relates; but it says, also,
that she died three years after of a broken heart.”


“Eustace,” calls his uncle’s voice in the hall,
“here is that box of new books you ordered from
London.”


The book-worm rushes out in eager haste, and
Douglas, drawing his wife to his heart, kisses off
the dew of tears from her lashes.


“They are at rest after their blighted life,” he
whispers, reverently.


“Sing for me, Douglas dear. Sing something
sad, and sweet, and tender.”


A smile, half-sad, half-mischievous, dawned in
his dark eyes as he touched the keys with skillful
fingers, and sang with his heart in his voice the
last verse of that sweet love song, over which he and
Lady Edith had quarreled when we first saw them:




  
    “When, Mary, thy love is at rest.

    His harp all unstrung in thy bowers;

    And others like him, but more blest,

    Shall seek to beguile thy lone hours,

    Thou wilt think of the days of lang syne,

    When Holyrood echoed the strain;

    And your voice sweetly mingled with mine

    As it never shall mingle again!”
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CHAPTER XL
ILAROLD AT, JOUN'S TERIIILE DISCOVENT,

As Dutlsy bind supposed, Harold St. Jolu lost no
time {0 returning to the 'village iu whic
000 st WoD hir, Sot few would hisve rocogul
him 88 ho stapped 'from tho train, he was 60 die-
gulsed,

How would Daisy greet him, e wonidéred, as hs
witlkod ‘©p the well-remombored path that led to
the farmhouse?

Something 1ike pafnand sormow throbbed in is
heart fot tho 1ife which might bave beet o belll-
iant, and which had gone all wrong.

He di not reailve how well be loveil Dalsy until
he lind been torn so Tadely from her.
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reforu, for D" sl

Atifigupon this impulse; e lnd refunded the
tioney b lind taken, making the first, move in the
right direction.

s hand trombled, aud his bronzed chesk torned
il s fis opened tha wicket gate and walked np
the grisveled path,

Wauld Datay turn from bim in horeor, or would
stis (otgive all fot love's saker

He would tell lise how riear thut terrible T
from tho switt-ruuning train, down into the swir
fng Fiver, cane to cowing him his lie; how e wis
reseaed by a1 old fshernia, i whose ot he lay 11|
utito death for two long und weary months, and
Hosw b hiud come 1o plead with Ler 10 pardon’ bim,
45 001 a8 ho was 816 to trivel,

He expected to have u torrible scene with the
ol farmer, but ho hud determined to brave every-
thing and elntm Datsy,

What I¢ sho rofusad to go with him?

His brow dackened. o would fores hier to_go
withh Higr. Ste was his wife—tie wonld nssert 8
tsband’s right o clafi hor and take lier away.

hat had she thought when the sunlit summor
daya catie and went and brought hini not; when
the woeks had lougthanied 1hito months and yet no
Itue from him hod enched bert What hisd swoot
little Dutsy thought? Had she plned sway aud died
thirouglh coid neglenty
0 Sorse i must bave hoard that bo bad made

i escnpe,

Tl e watehied nud walted (or bl to Gonie to
ext

Al 1f e hud met Dalsy befors ho lent himsslt
to =iels folly, Jifo would buve besn diflerons tor
i,

Hot, burning tears foll from Harold St John's
dark dyex. It was not,yet 100 Iate to toforni, he
aswiinud himsolt, From the moment he kissed thoss
sweet pure lips o ziow Nife stould begin for b,

Ile would live

Ho was still young, acoomplished.
build up for himself  tutare

down the past and
ko other men,
He would take Dulsy quietly sway—he would
talie her to far-oft Callforaia, where Tio one Who
over know of him would sce of recognize him.

Witk faco dusbing and pailng with emotion, h
burrled up the rose-bordered path to the door of
th Trmbonse.

For a moment'he drew bk with his hand on the
old-fashioned kuooker.

What I£ It were Dulsy who opened the door Lot
Bime

Even though o hundred eves wote on him,
anld be refrain from catching hor in his arms, ki
Iug her Jovely face, ersing ont s ho strained hen
to his Heaxis 3

My darling, T havecome bick to you—nt last!"

A volee broke the Norrible stillgoss, It wos a
stranger's from within, sharp and discordant.

He tonehed tho brass knocker with u trombilng
hand, and it sseoted to him the lngth of etermity
belore the door was openod,

He knew that he must Gall far the farmor; ho
‘could ot teust himself o call for Drlsy fost yer.

Tha doar was openod ot letigth, &nd th woman
startad back at the white face of tho stranger stand-
lug there.

‘41 shonld like to see Mr. Gordon, " o sald, rais-
Ing his bt courteonsiy with 1 low bow: but, even
18 e Bpokce, Nl YOAFNIng eyes foved st hoe 10 Bie
A to ol disccin n glove, u hat,  bit of ribvon—
anything thir woalid be 1ikely to belong to Dalsy.

[t had bean o ludicrons mistake, inigining ber
to have been Lillian Ruthyan, the Heitess, yet, aftor
all b woull vot giva t Dalag, pennlloes though
shié was, for a thousand Miss Rutbvens.

After ho and Daisy wero far away, ho told him-
solf that be would writo back, and cléar Miss Ruth-
yon from ull knowledgo of thiat marrisge In which
hee mamo had figured so prominently.

Ho ropeated s questian, for the woman w
looking ‘at bim curiously—gould be soe Mr. Gor

o

*You don't seem to kiiow, sfr" she answered,
* that Mr. Gordon doss nat Iive here sy niore.

The shoek was 6o great that Horold St John foll
back dgainst the easement of the doot ke one who
tind boen dealt o heavy biow,

** Whore have he and bis family gonet" he nsked,
and thie voloe which asked the question wis scarce.
ly human in its agonized Intunsity,

““Thak 1o one seems to know lereabouts,’” she
replied, " They lett veey suddenty, and very secrot-
15, too, sir, leaving no diress behind thoin."

* e took hls daughtees with im—all of thom,

v

I suppose?” interraptedt St Joho, hoarsely.

register, Alexander Hamilton was sitting in the
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with his arm wound around Daisy's neck.

Of soutae, ait,"" assented the woman; * Farmer

Gordon sot groat stors by s gis, und the youn

2t one, Dalis, was drarer o him than tie apple of
seye.'"

#Did she—did Datsy want to got” he asked
Broathlessly,

o't nnmwr that,!” shie Feplicd, egtrig him
curlousiy;: **1 ehonid rather imaging not, though,
for shie Was alwnys in tears: and abo grew 50 pale
and thin that people who uned to kuaw her would
nevar have recognized ler,"

The handsome stranger turned abont with s mut-
tered imprecation.

“Isee How It 1" ko muttered flerosly, a8 he
tarmed away. ¢ Ditey bus oonfested our mariage
to ber father, but to no one elss, and, when the old
farmor Jearned of my esoape froin the fate thit
awaited mo, knowing I would come bero to claim
my bride, He has upirited Dalsy off: but T will fol-
low him to the end of the world. nnd take her from
biin, She fs minol No ono shall past nal'!

He made the most diligent inquiries, but all ef.
forts to trace the whereabouta of Farnot Gordon
proved fatilo.

Deéep snd loud were the threats of vengesuce he
muttered agninat the farmor.

He made it the husiaess of ia lifs to search for
Datsy. Sooner or later he would find ber,

Tio would tot bulleve that she biad goto mway
willingly—she was cooroed in the matter, he was
quito sure,

The teetible disappointment made bin despetate.
He fell a vietim to his old habit of drink again to
drown trouble (n forgetfuluess, aod sunk lower
from bad to worse, but through jt all, low as be
tind fallen, assoviated as he was with oriminals, he
mever oned e up his Hopo o fndicg Doley sud
‘compelling her to live with him.

*Thie wife aliould share the husband's Tot,” he
would tell himasif griwly.

Itso hupperod (n the midstof his wanderings
he drified ‘out o Californin, and on the same day
Alexander Hamilton ivas rend 1o 43 e in the
popers In bis room &t the hotel, & darg-browed
stranger was signing his name in tho roglster giang-
Ing furtively abont him to sew 1f, by any possible
<chnce, wug one had recognized him.

Tho man wa Harold St John, Beneath the same
roof with Dalsy—at last, Only Heaven could have
foretold bow It waold 6hd,

As he stood thete soanning the regi
suddonly encountered the nume
Hmilton and wife, Now York.

His beow darkeded.

I'had just ns good & chance of belng thought
well of It tho warld ns Hamilton did whed we wete
cullego boys togother,” he muscd; “now he is
sothething very near s miliionaite out here, while
17"~ bard, bitter laugh burst front his lps—o 1
am a conviot—a eriminal—a nobody, whom the
proud and mighty Alesunder Hamilon would ot
doign to know now.

“1 hould Iike to arush him?" s mused, bitterly.
4 Why shonld e be bippy i his love-dredm, while
1 am ko miserabls in wiper!

He hiwd & guriosity to o whnt Alexander's brido
was ks, No doubt he would seé fier at luncheon.

1t s rathier o grit notlon which seized him 1o
ask to be seated at the same table with Alexander
Hun;llluu, feeling sure that his disguise defled de-
tection,

His.eyes lit up with n savage gleam as, glancing
at the further end of the spacious dining-roou, ho
s Aleck approaching, aud by bis side a faic-
baired young girl.

He would not stare at them, he thought, drop-
ping lifs eyes—pleaty of timo for quiet, thotugh
serutiny when they were soutod opposite him,

1, his eyes
of Alexander

CHAPTER XII.
MY AI¥ HAS POUND ME OURD
Foi one motient after Aleck Hamilton sested
Dimself there wis silencs, aud (n that silenes Har-
oid 8t Jobn ratsed his eyes to the falr, girlish taco

beslie Aleck, Sho was jus
pretey gestar of ltmpationes,

“1am 50 sorry your wife s not able to come
down," she sall. * Wo Yiad arvanged foc a drive
to the park

*1¢ s nothing more serious than o headach
hope you will persuade her to keep that prom
rospotided Alock. **I think o drive in the tresh
aie would benefit hor.'!

Harold St. John turmed awnz,
Iy not bis wife, then. Ho L
conyersation that followed,
otlier toples.

Ho notleed, with darkening brow, tow Bappy
Aleck looked! His dark, bandsome 'face was the
pletars of contentment,

As 8r, Jolit arose and left the room, Alexander
Aamilton looked atter lim with a puszied expres-
stan.

“ Wheto linve 1 ssen Just such a pair of datk eyes
Boforet™ he mused. ** Thoy seom  strangoly faril-
far to me."”

Meanwhile, Dutsy had tled on hir bond san-Hat
and tinrriod down {nto the gronnds.

£ Food would choke e, alie muttered, with a
linlf sob—but, 1 must fisve afe or dle—uy heart
seoma bursting.
ok WAlk throtigh the beautifol grounds retreshed

o

How silly I am to give myself up. to such bor-
rible feus," sbo crled, throwing herself down on &
retty rustic beneh by the fountain, * farold St,

ol will never find me—tho world Is so-wide—I
am nate, sate.”

s Solor deltud buck to tho pale, dimplod
cheeks, and the Iight to the beautifaf biue eyee,

“To think that Aleck should know bim of all
people,” she murmured, with a cold ahudder.

“1¢ o shiouid meot muddenly—Harold St John
and I feel mure that be would never revogn
me—T am so greatly chunged,!" she th
ing over the fountain’s brim, snd gasing fntently
down 110 the beantiful face the water reflec

A alight nolse direotly beblod her start
and glancing bastily around, she saw a
beald the fountain, with bof
Tightly upon the riling,

1 "beg your pardon, madam,” he sald, raising
bt Bt redpiectfally. ' Will you kindls tall mo the
name of that Howeting plant at your foett”

A faint, chioking cry broke from Daisy’s white,
sufeniug lips.

Sho tried to turn and 0y, but Heaven Hsell soeriied
againat her; she hud not oven power to tarn hr
face away, or 10 fail on her knees and bury it
nuiong the' crintson blooms nt Ker fout.

Liks ono_fasolnated, her terrifiad, struined gaze
neger feft the stranget's face.

Hig eyes were fixed curiously tpon thé plant bis
bad becn admiring,

One moment more and he would rafse is exes
to lier face—nad then—God pity er, whit fonld
bappon thent

jeapite tho catefal disguise, she hsd recognisod
Harold St. Johm t the first glance, While the sun
shione, and the birds saug, and the perfume of the
Foses was walted around her—her doom had fallen
npon her—tallen, euddenly aud withot warsiag.
Her only hopo was In sudden flight,
A wild prayer rose lu her heart to Heaven for

turniig to bim with &

This was evident-
little Interest fn the
which ~ drifted’ onto

lemin
of hls atms lesuing

Belp.

Witk energy biorn of desperation, she sprung to
Her foat, whowled abruptly away, and walked swift-
1y doven the path.

Harold St. Johii, who Lind not caught sight of the
facs beneath” tho broad sonkar, lovked uftor the
Fotreating figure with a scoriifal laugh on his lps:

* By George, what a prade!” he muttered, ‘10
take such offente at a uatural, civil queation, I
suppose it would be the propor thing to fallow and
overtake the beauty, and humbly om, "

It was certainly s meroiful fate whiol_prevented
libm fromy [;uulu( this resolution into execution.

**Thern by time enough; 1 will ses her again,” he
told bluselt, s o lit 6 cignr and throw Limsel!

room above, reading

down on the rastio Yench sho
hiad 30 lately occupled.
Meanwhile, Daisy had fied to
the house in an_azony of torror
e &re 100 weak 10 describe:
Shi never ke how shi reacied
ber_own_apartment: fhe sarth
goenied rocking beneath her foet
vt seimed biotted

d
tho light of t]
out, and o horrible darkness to
reign,

Aleck sprang to mest her with
a ery of alarm:

* You are 1il; my dacling,” he

Eaid In affright. “In Hosson's
name, Daisyl what f5 the mat-
rert't

She threw hetself Into Aleck's
arma with the bittetest cry thot
ever was hiean

“ 01l A she sobbed in an
awtul ‘whisper. 10 anything
sliould everhappon to pare us
ehould surely die, denr.'

Ho took her in his arm In greay
alarm,  caressing the beantiful
golden head, kissing the whito
Tace mnid eolortens .

What conld have put suoh a no-
tlon Into bet beadt

** Nothifis but deth could part
us, tuy love, " ho mtrmured gentls.

e janghed aloud, aod that
Taugh startied Him aa the bitterest
#0b cotld ot have done, it was
8o tull of repreesid gony, of e

them. the man aho
left tanding by the fonytaln bad
power t sever them If e uttered
it ot Word,

God pity her, (f Alock but knew!
Stic erept elaser o him, windin
her white srma round g tiock
and Iooking up into his datk eye

It 1 were to kneel at your
feit, Aleck, my love, and ask”you
ut G one prajer would you

kueel to me, wy darling," he an
swered. “Have fou over txpreased
the sllghtest wikh thut T bave nov
Deen most eager 1o faldll Tell
me whit It 1 that yor wiah, dear?
T want 1o go Away from bere
. Alecki™ shs breathod ‘tabitly, ¥ b
tige—thin very bour. Oh, 'God!
bl ——sverr i T dpen Tanedlis
Toul will by & tortare to me?
He drew back and looked at

i g

I have always heard that wom-
en wers pugales” be declune
““but you, tmy dear, are tho gro

of them all. Omiy yes-
5 you wers telliog me how
delighted you were with the plice,
and liow sorry you would be when
the time came to leave. Now you are quite as
anxlons to go away.'"

Suddenly atother Jdea came to him,

““Daley,”" be cried, “ has anything hl\p‘llrcued to
cause you to changa your opinion of tho placa?
Has—has—any one Inenlted you i any wag? 1f
that {s this case, 1 will have Bis very iifo for 11 ho
crivd hoatsely.

i*No, no; it {s not that, Alsck," shagobbed, 1
—I—can agsign no mason for It, only 1 wanit to go
awny.”

He Topked much relisved.

“ltis D:I‘{ & whim, then—;
he auawi lnuxh\nnl{;.

1 {s only that, Aleck, but you must leave hero,
she vobbed, elinglng closer t6 him.

Ho clasped the littls 16o-cold binds 1t bis, snd
gased carnostly down 10to tho falr young face.

“WWould't nest Wevk o the Week afier do?” ha
asked elowly,

Sho stiook her goiden curls.

1 you love me, take moaway within the hour,
Aleck,™ ahe monned.

*100 not put It upon that basis—my Jove for yon,
Dalsy,” be said, qaietly. *You know 1 Jove you
s man never loved woman before—with ll Ty
heart and soni: but really, dear, this is a very (ool
{sh whim. 11 should induige It, it would be at &
great loss, Say to yourself, * Aleck kniows best;
we will atay a fortnight longer, then ho will take me
away, apywhere I wish to go," 1do not like to il
this pretey Tittle curly hend Up with buainess affalts,
If theo {5 ome thing { abhor i1 this world more than
another it is o hard, practical business woman, I
should much profer mnl{ . knew nothltig about
it; but T must tall you this much—if 1 went, It
would be at a great Toss Just now,

* Allthess pretty fixiugs you are, 1ike the rest af
your charming 56, 5 very foud 'of, cost morney,
and 1t Is & busband’s sflair to provide it. You
waoull not ke e to lose a Jarge amotint, Lam
intarested in & big speculation here, anid  fow days
will determine how the mister will torminite,
Most of the parties Interested stop here: so iuu

oo, my dariing, It would be vory unwive to yleld to
sour whim 10 this onie Watance—don't you thinkc

Shio slipped from bis srms and knelt at his feet,
clusping her little white haznds

VTt my praver. Alscis, i you love uie, take me
away,” she moaned plteously, *If you refuse you
will retember through the long after years of bit-
ter polu this hour in which 1 kneel &t your feet,
praying you, pleading with you by the love you

G e, to Come ARy,

1L 360 coubl advanee one pésison for 1t, Dalss,
T would not object,” he said, distresssdly; “but
really, my darilng, | fear that I must retuss, We
caniiot go far af keast & week—or, possibly, ten

caprice, my dailing?™

moan, no cry fell from the white lips.
Dhlsy throw up lier hands {n the bittezest despair
and fell 8 his foet 0 a swoon,

QHAPTER XII.
AARRIED OXCE—MARNIED POREVER:

I the greatest outeruation, Aleck sprang for-
ward and raised th siight Ggure i hls aruis, ris
ing the bell heatily for Janet.

** Your mintress 1s very (L™ he sald. **1 have
scen it for somo littla time past; 4 dootor muse b
sent O at once.”

When Dr. Morgan cime, he Tooked enrnpstly at
s beautital patlent for Somwe tine, dhen wried
suddenly to Aleok.

“‘Thia s not & dommon easi,™ e mid. I can
disoover no bodily ailmeut here; rather a mind
diseased. ~Has shofiad any recent shock, any great
troubles™

*No," replied Aleck, In astonishmiont. I sssura
you sho s nover hiad ‘one care 1n her young Iife;
o1 tho contracy, abe hua byen pacsicularly fres






