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| England. 1 should like to say a word
t@ you before you embark.”

A change, quick as lightning and al-
most as dangerous, passed over the
face Sweetwater was watching with
such painful énxiety, but as the other
added nothing to his words and seemed

i~ ,be merely waiting, he shrugged his
shoulders. and muttered an order to his
rowers to proceed.

In another moment the sterns of the
two small craft swung together, but in
such a way that, by dint of a little

skillful manipulation on the part of |

Wellgood's men, the
toward the moon.

Mr, Grey leaned toward Wellgood,
and his face-fell into shadow also.

“Bah!” thought -the détective,
should have managedsthat myself.
if I cannot see I shall at least hegr.”

But he deceived himself in this. The
two men .spoke in such low whispers
that only their intensity was manifest.
Not a word
ears.

“Bah!"
bad.”

But he had to swallow his disappoint-
ment and more. - For presently the two
men, so different in culture, station
and appearanece, eame, as it scemwed, to
an understanding, and Wellgood, tak-
ing his hand from his breast, fumbled
in one of his pockets and drew out
something which he handed to Mr.
Grey.

This made Sweetwater start and
peer with still greater anxiety at ev-
ery movement, when to his surprise
both bent forward, each over his own
knee, doing something so mysterious

+ Be could get no.clew to its mature till

sebrey dgain stretched forth their bands
to each other, and he caughbt the gleam
of paper and realized that they were
exchanging memoranda or notes.

These must have been important, for
each made an immediate endeavor to
read - his slip by turning it toward the
moon’s rays. That both were satisfied
was shown by their after movements.
Wellgood put his slip into his pocket
and without further word to Mr. Grey
motioned his men to row away. They
did so with a will, leaving a line of
silver in their wake. Mr. Grey, on the
contrary, gave no orders. He still held
his slip and seemed to be dreaming.
But his eye was on the shore, and he
did not even turn when sounds from
the launch denoted that she was un-
der way.

Sweetwater, looking at this morsel
of paper with greedy eyes, dipped his
oars and hegan pulling softly toward
that portion of the beach where a
small and twinkling light defined the
boathouse. He hoped Mr. Grey would |
speak; hoped that in some way. by
some means, he might obtain a clew
to his patron’s thoughts. But the Eng-
lish gentletnan sat like an image and |
did not move till a slight but sudden
breeze, blowing in shore, seized the
paper in his hand and carried it away,
past Sweetwater, who vainly sought to

latter’'s back was

he thought again,

catch it as it went fluttering by into |

the water ahead, where it shone for a
:moment, then softly disappeared.

i Bweetwater uttered a cry; so did Mr.
{Grey.

| oeIs gt unv(hlng you wanted?’ called
iout the former, leaning over the bow
iof the boat and making a dive at tbo
ipaper with his oar.

i “Yes; but if it's gone, it's gone,” re-
turped the other with some feeling.

i DOCTORS MISTAKES
i-Are said often to be buried six feet undes
vgmuud But many times women-call ou
! their family physicians, Quﬂ'ermg as they
| imagine, one from dyspepsia, anoiher from
heart disease, another from liver or kid-
ney disease, another from nervous pros-
tration, another witk: pain here and there,
and in this way they present alike to
themselves and their e
busy doctor, separate dis
he, assuming them to-be sueh, prescribes
his pills and potions. In reality,they are
all only uymptnms caused by some uterine
norant of the

e s
cause of suffering,
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wrong trcalmcnt. but. pruhabl) ‘WOrs¥.

r.m

b; g all SUressing & p-
toms. and instituting com(nrt lnswad of
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But |

came to Sweetwater’s

“this is

debili- |

| “Cdreless of me, very careless, put i
was thinking of”"—

He stopped. He was greatly -agitat-
ed; but he did not encourage Sweetwa-
ter in any further attempts to recover
the lost memorandum. Indeed, such
an effort would have been fruitless.
The paper was gone, and there was
nothing left for them but to continue
their way. As they did so it would
have been hard to tell in, which breast
chagrin mounted higher. Sweetwater
had lost a clew in a thousand, and Mr.
Grey—well, no one knew what he had
lost. 'He said pothing and plainly
showed by his changed manner that
he was in haste to land now and be
i done with this doubtful adventure,

When they reached thé boathouse
Mr. Grey left Sweetwater to pay for
the boat and started at once for the
hotel.

The man in charge had the bow of
the boat in hand, preparatory to pull-

He' pickcd off a small picce of paper
)‘roxy the drippiny kecle

ing it up on the boards. As Sweet-
water turned toward him he caught
sight of the side of the boat, shining
brightly in the moonlight. He gave
a start and, with a muttered ejacula-
tion, darted forward and picked off a
small piece of paper from the dripping
keel. It separated in his hand and
part of it escaped him, but the rest he
managed to keep by secreting it in his
palm, where it still clung, wet and pos-
sibly illegible, when he came upon Mr.
Grey again in the hotel office.

“H@i¢'s your pay,” said that gentle
| man, giving him a bill. “I am very
| glad T met'you. You have served me
remarkably well.”

There was an anxiety in his face and

{

|

}l hurry in his movements which
| struck Sweetwater.

| “Does this mean that you are

'through with me?’ asked Sweetwater.
“That you have no further call for my
services?
“Quite =0,” said the gentleman. *“I
am going to take the train tonight. 1
| find that I still have time.”
Sweetwater began to look alive.
Uttering ty - thanks, he rushed
. away to his own room and, turning on
the gas, peeled off the morsel of paper

If it should prove to be the blank end!
If the written part were the one which
had floated off! Such disappointments
had fallen to his lot! He was not un-
used to them:

But he was destined to better luck
this time. The written end had indeed
disappeared, but there was one word
left. which he had no sooner read than
he gave a low ery and prepared to
leave for New York on the same train
as Mr. Grey.

The word was—diamond.

CHAPTER XXIL

ous thoughts after Mr. Grey's

departure. A fact was borne

in upon me to which I had
hitherto closed wmy ‘prejudiced eyes, but
which I cotild no lenger ignore, what-
ever "confusion it brought or however
it caused me to change my mind on a
subject which had formed one of the
la’tmnuos’t bases to the argument by
]whic-h I had sought to save Mr. Du-
rand. . Miss' Grey cherished no such
| distrust of her father as I in my
| noranee of- their relations-had imputed
to her in‘the, early hours of my minis-
trations. This you have already seen
in my account of their parting.
'ever”}is dread, fear or remorse, there
twas no evidence that she felt toward
Lim anything but love and confidence.
But love and confidence from her to
kim were in direct contradiction to the

- vﬁuuot» 1 had believed ber to have ex-

! pressed in the half written note handed
[to Mrs. Fairbrother in the alcove. Had
‘[ been wrong, then, in attributing this
merawl to her? It began to look so.
Though forbidden to allow her to
speak on the .one tabooed subject, I
had wit enough to Know that nothing
would Keepe her from it if the fate of
Mrs: Fairbrother occupied any real |
place in her thoughts. i
Yet when the opportunity was givefl

e

me one #omlng of settling this fact |
a

beyond dopbt T own that my main
_feeling was pne of dread. I feared to

;e« ms arteid in my creed umxmyea. | L dropped the letter balf read, querymg
lest 1 shonid lose confidence in the | if it were my duty fo let the inspector

whole. Yet conscience bade me face
the matter boldly, for had I not boast-

ed to myself that my one desire was |

the truth?

1 allnde to the disposition which Miss
Grey ‘showed on the morning of the
third day to do a little surreptitious
writing. You remember that a speci-
men of her handwriting had been
asked for by the inspector, and -once
had been earnestly desired by myself.

Now I scemed likely to have it, If I did |

not_open my eyes tog widely to the

meaning of her seemingly chance re-
'

quests. A -little pencil dangled at the
end of my watch chain.
her seé it, let her bold it 'l -her hand
for a mingte?
used to lave. Of course I took it off,
of course I let her retdin it a little
while in her hand. But the pencil was
not enough. A few minutes later she

asked for a book to look at—I some- |

times tet her look at pictures. But the
book bothered her—she -would look at
it later; would I give her something to
mark the place—that postal over there.
I gave her the postal. She put it in
the book and I, whe understood her
thoroughly, wondered what excuse she
would Wow
the otker room.
soon, and with a heavily beating heart
[ left her with that peneil and postal.
A soft laugh from ber lips drew me
back. She was holding up the postal

“See! [ have written a line to him!
Oh, you good, good nurse, to let me!
You needn’t look so alarmed. It hasn’t
hurt me one bit.”

I knew that it had not; knéw that
such an exertion was likely to be more
beneficial than« hurtful “to her, or I
should have found some excuse for de-
terring her. 1 endeavored to make my
face more natural. As she seemed to

want me to take the postal in my hand |

I drew near and took it.

“The address looks Véry shaky,” she
laugh¥d. “T think you wiil have to put
it in an envelope.”

1 looked at it

1 could not help-it—
her eye was on me, and I could not
even prepare my mind for the shock
of seeing it like or totally unlike the
writing of the warning. It was totally
unljke: o distinctly unlike that it was

no longer possible to attribute those
lines to her which, aceording to Mr.

Durand’s story, had caused Mrs.
brother to take oft her diamond.

“Why, why!” she cried. “You actual-
Iy look pale. Are yon afraid the doctor
will scold us? 1t hasn’t hurt me near-
Iy so much as !ying here and knowing
what he would give for one word from
me.”

“You rizht, and T
answered with all the spirit left in me.
“1 shouid be glad—1 am glad that you
have written these words. 1 will copy
the address on an ‘envelope and send
it out in the first majl.”

“Thank you,” she murmured, giving
me back my pencil with a sly smile.
“Now I can sleep. I must have roses
in my cheeks when papa comes home.”

And she bade fair to bave ruddier
roses than myself, for conscience was
working havoc in my breast. The
theory 1 had built up with such care,
the theory I had persisted in urging
upon- the inspector in spite of his re-
buke, was slowly crumbling to pieces
in my mind with the falling of one of
its main pillars. With the warning un-

Fair-

are am foolish,” 1

accounted for in the manner I_have

stated, there was a weakness In my
argument which nothing could make

good. How could 1 tell the inspector,
if ever I should be so happy or so mis-
erable as to meet his eye again., Hu-
miliated to the dust, I could see no

| worth now in any of the arguments 1

which had begun to dry on his hand. '

INDULGED i some very seri- |

it up.

ig-*

What- !

bad advanced. 1 flew
treme to the other, and
perfect probity to Mr.

honorable if mysterious

frsn one ex-

reason -for all
his acts, when the door opened and he

came in. Instantly my last doubt van-
ished. I had not expected him to re-
turn so soon.

He was glad to be back; that 1
could see, but there was no other glad-
ness in him. I had looked- for some

change in his manner and appearance '

—that is, if he returned at all—but the
on2 I saw was not a cheerful one, even
after he had approached his daughter’s
bedside and -found her greatly im-
proved. SHe noticed this and scrutin-
ized him strangely. ¥le dropped his
eyoes turned to- tenve the room,
but s stopped by her loving ery:
he came back and leaned over her.

“What Is it, father? You are fa-
Vi"\ll'l’. worried”
0. no; quite well,” he ha

sured her:
s you seem ?’

“Indeed
day.

t you—are you

yes. |

. see! |
Yester

ile started
which tock 11
a.little book w

at me

by on which
s lving.

“Oh, a book!” -
“Yes, and—and Arthur's letters.”
The father fluched, lifted ‘himself.

patted her arm tenderly
into another room
Miss Grey's ey

and hastened

followed him long-
« and [ heard her give utterance
A few hours before this
would have conve
mind deep and-mysterious meanings,
but I was seeing everything now in 2
different light, and I found myself no
longer inclined either to exaggerate or
to misinterpret th little marks of
filial solicitude. Try
the present condition of my mind, 1
was searching in the hidden depths of
my nature for the patience of which [
stood in such need when every thought
and feeling were again thrown inte
confusion by the receipt of another
communication from the inspector in
| which he stated that something had

to my way of thinking and that the
test with the stiletto was to be mnde
at once.

Could the irony of fate go fmﬂpﬂ

| conservative from principle and in this

{of it. The i
it was so like one she |

| upstairs room;

| satisfied with that rd “someth
Would I let | bty Epsthing -

know of the flaw I had discovered in
my own theory before I proceeded with
the attempt I had suggested when I
believed in its- complete sonndness.” 1
had not settled the guestion when 1
took the letter up again. Rereading its
opening sentence, I was causht by the
word “something” It was a very in-
definite one, yet was capable of cover-
ing a large field. It must éover a large
field or it could not have produced such
a chapge in the minds of these men,

instance from discrefion. I would be
and quit fusther thinking. I was weary
pector was now taking the |
initiative, and I was satisfied to be his
simple instrument and no more. |
Arrived at this conclusion, how- |
ever, I read the rest of the letter. The
test was to go on, but under different 1
conditions. It was no louger to be
made at my own discretion and in the |
it was to be made at |

{ luncheon hour and in Mr. Grey's pri-

find for sending me into |
She found one very |

vate dining room, where, if by any
chance Mr. Grey foupd himself out-
raged by the placing of this notorious |
weapon beside his plate, the blame;
ould be laid on the waiter, who, mis- !
takinghis directions, had placed it on |

. Mr. Grey's table when it was meéant

2 to rejoice over !

| occurred to bring the authorities round |

for Inspeetor Da'zell's, who was luneh-
ing’ in the adjoining room. Tt was I, |
however, who was to do the placing.
With what precautions and under what
ci ’$ will presently appear.

ely the hour set. was very
near; otherwise I do not know how 1
could have endured the continued
strain of zing on my patient’s sweet
face, Im- z up at me from her pillow,
with a shadow over its beauty which !
had nut been there bcrore her father's
return.

And that father! T could hear him
pacing the library floor with a restless-
ness that struck me as being strangely
akin to my own inward anguish of
impatience and doubt. What was he
dreading? What was it I had seen
darkening his face and disturbing his

manner when from time to time he
pushed open the communicating door
and cast an anxious glance our way,
only 1o withdraw again without utter
in

a word? Did he realize that a cri-
was approaching, that danger men-
‘ed him, and from me? No, not the
latter, for his glance never strayed to
me, but rested solely on his daughter.
[ was therefore not connected with the
disturbance in his thoughts. As far as
that was concerned, 1 eould proceed
fearlessly; I had not him to dread, only
the event. That I did dread

any
one must who saw Miss Grey's face
during these painful moments and

heard that restless tramp in the room
beyond.

At last the hour struck—the hour at
which -Mr. Grey always descended to
lunch. He was punctuality itself, and
under ordinary circumstances 1 could
depend upon his leaving the room with-
in five minutes of the stroke of 1. But
would he be as prompt today? Was he
in the miood for luncheon? Would he
go downstairs at all? Yes, for the
tramp, tramp stopped. I heard him ap-
proaching his daughter’'s door for a
last look in and managed to escape
just in time to procure what I wanted
-and reach the room below before he
came.

My opportunity was short, but I had
time to see two things—first, that the
focation of his seat had been changed
80 that his back was to the door lead-
Inz into the adjoining room; secondly,
that this door was ajar. The usual
wiiter was in the room and showed
no surpri at my appearance, I hav-
ing been careful to have it understood
that hereafter Miss - Grey's appetite
wias to be encouraged by having her
soup served from her father’'s table by
lwr father’s own hands, and that I
Id be there to receive it

Mr. Grey is <~ommg,‘ said I, ap-
proaching the waiter and handing him
the stiletto loosely wrapped in ‘tissue
prper. “Will you be kind enough to
pince this at his plate, just as it is? A

nan gave it to me for Mr. Gre,
were tn place it there”

‘The waiter, suspecting nothing, did
as he was bidden, and I had hardly
time to catch up the tray laden with
& Y v"v-vh 1 saw awaiting me on a
hen Mr. Grey came in and

said

we

out i ad-
d stood wait-
lent heat
i 'x-lrn me. As
1 80 the waiter weared and the
A5 Iwhm-l Though,. Mr.
ve had fallen on the package,

him start. T darted one
o thns o «Loand

e,

t 130, nenr tost

me

*shor

us of
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saw that it held two
the inspector and some ope 1 aid not |
know sat eating. At the other'a man |
alone, whose back was to.us all and !
who seemingly was entirely
ed with the interests of ﬂlhm mo-
ment. All this I saw in an —~the
next my eyes were fixed on Ilm&py'
face,

He had reached out his w h\fm
package, and his features showed
emotion I hardly understood.

“What's thie¥" he mummnd. leellnl }
it with der, I say |
anger. Suddenly he pulled off the |
wrapper, ‘aitd-my heart -stood still in .
expectancy. If he quailed—and how |
could he help doing so if guilty ?—what
a doulit would be -removed from my
own breast. what an impediment from
police action! But he did mot quail
Ile simply uttered an exclamation of
intense anger and laid the weapon |
| back on the table without even taking |
the precaution of covering it up. I
think he muttered an oath, but there
was no fear in it, not a particle.

My disappointment was so great, my |
bumiliation so unbounded, that, forget-

SR

I staggered back and let the tray with

all its contents slip from my hands.

ting myself in my dismay, I staggered '

back and let the tray with all its con-
tents slip from my hands. The crash
that followed stopped Mr. Grey in the
act of rising. But it did something
more. It awoke a cry from the ad-
joining room which I shall never for-
While we both started and turn-
ed to see from whom this grievous
sound had sprung, a man came stum-
bling toward us with his hands before
lm eyes and this name wild on his

get.

Grizel™
\lx\ Fairbrother's name, and the
man—
CHAPTER XXIL
AS he Wellgood? Sears? Who?

A lover of the woman ‘certain-
ly. That was borne in on us
by thé passion of his cry:

“Grizel! Grizel!”

3ut how here? And why such fury
in Mr.~Grey’s face and such amaze-
ment in that of the inspector?

This question was not to be answer-
ed offhand. Mr. Grey, advancing, laid
a finger on the man's shoulder. “Come,”
said he, “we-will have our conversa-
tion in another room.”

The man, who in dress and appear-
ance looked oddly out of place in those
gorgeous rooms, shook off the stupor
into which he had fallen and started to
follow the Englishman. A  waiter
crossed their track with the soup for
our table. Mr. Gréy motioned him
aaiga

To e CONTINUED.

What Have We Done Today ?

We shiall do so much ‘in the
come §
But what have we done today ?

We shall wold in

sum ;

give our a princely
But what did we give today ?

We shall Iift the heart and dry the tear,
We shall-plant a hope in the place of

fear,
Weshall speak-the words of love and
cheer ;
But what did we speak today ?

We afterwhile ;
But whiat have we been today ?

shall be so kind in the

e shall vring cach lonely ifeasmile
But what have we brought today 2
We shall give to truth a grander birth, |

Vi 1o ~teadfast faith a deeper worth,
We shali feed the hyngering souls ot
carth §
But whom have we fed today ?
We <hall feap such in the bv-a
by
But what have w vn today ?
We shalt baiid us'n ons in the sky
But what have we it z
Tis sweet in idie di s to baslk
But liére and now do we our 1
Yes, this is thg_thin ur souls mus
ask : d
CWhat have we dofe ‘d:l_\-’i"-‘
Nixen Water nan
She - “*Frankh oW you had to
choose between me and a million, what
would you do?” :
He —*I'd take the million. Then
you would be easy.”
Tie Osserver and The Family
Herald and Weekly star from now til

" Januaryfist 1909 for only 35 cen's.

- | of his clothes betrayed him as a member

corner seat, he ordered oyster stew.
coat and vest.

« The man looked at the stew; &mlt'*’
I the landlord and said:

| The home Journal is a splendid Cana-

Observer

From

years to |

As he entered the restaurant the cu

1 of the sposting fraternity. Chodsing a

When the dish was brought to him he
looked at it with a critical frown, and
hen he began excitedly to peel off his

“What's the matter? What's the
matter? ” said the landlord, Hiirrying 10
~the table. ks

s

$Bet you five shillings I can. swim
from one oyster to anoiher.”
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