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CHAPTER XXIX.
The Link in the Chain.

Practically for three days and three
pights the Council sat continually. There|
«vas no pretence now at recreation, no |
other guests. We worked, all of us, from |
the Duke downwards, unflaggingly = and|
with very little respite. When at last
the end came, my padlocked notebook,
with its hundreds of pages of hierogly-
phics, held the principal material  for
three schemes of coast defence, each one
considered separately and supported by
g mass of detail as to transport,. com-
missariat, and many minor points.

The principal members of the Council
departed by special train early on Mon-
day morning. I myself, a little dizzy and
hot-eyed, walked across the park an hour
after dawn, and flung myself upon my
bed with a deep sigh of relief. Before
I had closed my eyes, however, Grooton
appeared with apologies for his disha-
bille.

“] have been up to the house twiee,
gir,” he said, “but they would not let
me see you or even send in a message.

I answered. “There are pen and ink
and notepaper upon the table.”
Then I settled down to my work. Ray

wrote his note, and went upstairs to
slcep. In an hour’s time he was down
again. There were black rims under his
eves, and 1  could see  at once

that he had had no rest. Grooton had
brought his bag from the house, and a
note from Lady Angela. He read it with
unchanging face, and placed it carefully
in his breast coat-pocket.

“I am off to the village to send some
telegrams,” he said, “and afterwards I
shall go on for a walk.”

“What about lunch?”
ing at the clock.

“None for me,” he answered.
tea at four o’clock, if I may have it.
will be back by then.”

He swung off, and I was thankful, for
my work demanded my whole attention

1 asked, glanc-

“Some
1

and very careful thought. At a few
minutes after four he returned, and
Grooton brought us some tea. Directly

we were alone Ray looked across at me
with a black frown upon his face,

“You know what they are saying in the
village about you, young man?”

would come. T was still wondering when!
I heard her footsteps. |
_ She came in unaccustomed garb to me.!
She wore a grey dress of some soft ma-|
I terial, and a large black hat with feathers.
| Her skirts were gathered up in her hand, !
and I heard the jingling of harness at
the corner of the avenue¢ where her cnr-?
riage 'was waiting. I opened the door,]
and she entered with a soft swish of silk'
and a gentle rustling. The room seemed |
instantly full of pcrfume of Neapolitan |
violets, a great bunch of which were in|
her bosom.

She looked swiftly around, and T fancied |
that it was a rclief to her to find me!
alone.

“Is Colonel Ray here?” she askcd.

“He is waiting for you,” 1 answered,
“on the sands. I promised to call him!
directly you came.”

I moved toward the door, but she
checked me with an imperative gesture.

“Wait,” she said.

I came slowly back ‘and stood by my
table. She was sitting with her hands
clasped .together, looking into the fire.|
She looked very girlish and frail.

“I want to think—for a moment,” she
said. “Everything stemg confusion. My
father has commanded me to break my
engagement with Colonel Ray.” i

I remained silent. What was there, in-.
deed, for me to say?

“In my heart,” she went on slowly,
“T know that my father is wrong and that
Colonel Ray is right. He has simply done
his duty. Blenavon was being sorely
tempted. He is better away—out of the
country. Oh, I am sure of that.” i

“Colonel Ray has done what he be-
lieved to be his duty,” I said slowly. “It
is hard that he should suffer for that.”c

“Qften,” she murmured, ‘“one has to

Jhe was sitting with her hands clasped together, looking into the [fire.

I thdught it only right to let you know |
at once, sir, that the police have been |
here rummaging about. They had what|
they called a search warrant, 1 believe.}
I came up to the house immediately, but
I could not induce any of the servants to
bring word in to you. Mr. Jesson, the
Duke’s own man, told me that it was
as much as his place was worth to allow
any one to enter the library.”
| AN right, - Grooton,” 1
,"Hang the police!” ;
| I believe he said something else, but!
'Y never heard it. 1 was alrcady fast !
‘aslecp.
* * * * * *

* -

i About mid-day T was awakened by the
| dazzling sunshine which secmed to fill the

yoom. 1 called for a bath, dressed, and

gnade an exccllent breakfast. Then I
brought out my notebook and ° pre-
pared for work. 1 had  scarcely
dipped my pen in the ink, how-
ever, when a shadow darkened  the
window. I looked up quickly. It was
ay.

He entered without knocking, and I saw
pt once that he was in a strange condi-
tion. ‘He scarcely greeted me, but sank
“§nto my easy chair, and drawing out his
pipe began to fill it. Then 1 saw, too,

_ what I had never scen before. MHis fingers
wvere shaking.
“Boy,” he said,
“The Duke sent me some claret,”
“YH1 thdt dof)

“have you any wine?”
I
mnswercd.

N

1 summoned Grooton and ordered the
wine and some biseuits. Ray was a!
man who ate and drank sparingly. Yet
he filled a tumbler and drank it straight
off.
“You and I,” he remarked, ‘‘are the !
only two who sat the whole show out.
It was a grind, wasn't it?”

«It was,” I answered, “but. I have
glept, and 1 feel none the worse for it.
Lord Chelsford carried us on snTcnrlidly,
There is solid work here,” I said; ‘‘some- |
thing worth the planning.” |

1 touched my notebook almost affeetion- |
ately, for the work was fascinating now |
that it had attained coherent form. Ray
gmoked on and said nothing for several |
minutes. Then he looked up at me.

“Have vou a spare bedroom, Ducaine

“One or two,” I answered. “They are
not all furnished, but one at any rate is
decent.”

“Will you put me up for a day—per-|
haps two?” |

“0Of course,” I answered, but——" !

Tle answercd my unspoKen question.

“Tha Duke has turned me out,” he said
grim(y. “Who would have suspected the
old man of such folly? ~ He believes in
Blenavon. I told him the plain truth,
and he told ‘me that Tj was a liar.”

“T thought that he would be difficult to,
convince,” I remarked.

“He has all the magnificent pig-head-

993

edness of his race,” Ray answered.
¢Blenavon is Blenavon, and he can do
no wrong. He would summon him home

again, but fortunately the young man
himself is no fool. He will not come,
You told Lady Angela?”
“Fverything.” |
“She believed you
“1 think that she. did,” T answered.
His face softensd. |
“The Duke showed me from the door
himself,” he said. *You will not objuct
to my sending a note to Lady Angela!
by vour seryant ?”’ !
“Malke whatever use of him you choose,”
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{

! my

“I can guess,” I answered.

“Who is this girl, Blanche Moyat?”

“A farmer’s daughter,” I answenred.
“It scems that I pard her too much or
too little attention, I am not sure which.
At any rate, she has an imaginary griev-
ance against me, and this is the result.”

*She tells the truth?”

“I have not heara her story,”

seen the man in the village, and that he

had asked for me.”
“What folly!”
“Perhaps,” I answered.

“You see, 1

| thought that a verdict of ‘found drowmed’ | not.

would save trouble.”

“This accursed woman at the Grange
is in it, I know,” Ray remarked, slow-
ly filling his pipe. ‘1 wonder if she
knew that I was about? "That would give
her a zest for the job.”

“She knows that you were at Braster
at the time,” I said. “It was the night
of your lecture.”

Ray began to blow out dense clouds of
smoke.

“We're safe,”
“both of us.
chain missing.”

“The police have beeh here with a war-
rant in search of that link,”
«d.

“They’ll never find it, for it's in my
pocket,” he remarked grimly.

“(olonel Ray.” 1 said, suddenly nerving
myself to risk his anger, “there is a
question which I must ask you.”

1 saw his lips come firmly together. He
neither encouraced nor checked me,

“Who was that man?”

“You are better icnorant.”

Was it my father?”

he said thoughtfally,
There’s just a link in the

If he did not answer my question, it!
at least secmed to sugeest something to)

him.

“Has that woman been here?”’ he ask-
ed. j

“Yew’

“She believes that it was your father?”’

“She does.”

He removed his pipe from his teeth and
looked at it thoughtfully.

“Ah!” he said.

“You have not answered my question,”

1 reminded him.

“Nor am 1 going to,” he replied ecool-
K--86—Story arwoju.o
ly. “You know already as much as
good for you.”

He rose and threw open the doer of
cottege. For several moments

house, looking: and listening. He glanced
at his watch, and walked several times
backwards and forwards from the edge
of the clifi to my door. Then he came
in for his hat and stick.

“I am going down to the sea,” he said.
“1f ‘Lady Angcla comes. will you call me?
1 shall not be out of hearing.”

“You are expecting her?” I asked,
ing down at my work.

“Yes. It was necessary for me to see
her somewhere,

look-

here. Perhaps thé Duke has found out
and stopped her. Aryhow, call me if she |
comes.”

He stepped outside. and I heard him
serambling down the cliff. [ set my teeth
and turned to my work. It was a havd

thing to have my little room, with its
store of memories, turned into a meet-
inz-place for these two. 1 at least would

take care to be far enough away. And
then I begaz wondering whether she

I an-|

I remark-:

is!

he !
stood barehcaded, looking up towards the:

so I asked her to come;

| Lord Chelsford has the

| "
; searchingly.

! would be perfectly safe i

‘:uﬂer for doing the right thing. My}
| father has made himself a poor man be- !
| cause of his sense¢ of what was right. I
| do not know what to do.”

! I glanced out of the window. For many
| reasons I did not wish to prolong this
{ interview.
| “He is waiting,” I reminded her.

“I must do one of two things,” she mur.

i
|

{ swered, “but it is true that I encouraged |mured. I must break my faith with my
muttered. | her to suppress the fact that she had  father—or with him.” |

! Then she lifted her eyes to mine.

| “Tell me what you think, Mr. Ducaine?”;
!she asked. i
| I opened my lips to spezk, but I could
| Was it fair that she should ask me?,
[ My little room was peopled with dreams|
iof her, with delightful but impossible
| visions. My very nerves were full of the
joy of her presence. It was madness to
ask for my judgment, when the very,
| poetry of my life was an- unreasoning'
and hopeless love for her.
i “I cannot!” I muttered.
!ask me.”

| She seemed surprisod. After all, I had|
iguarded my secret well, then? |

“You will not refuse to help me,” she
: pleaded.

i I st my teeth hard. I longed for Ray,
but there were no «igns of him.

“Your father has ordered you to break
{your engagement with Colonel Ray,” [
said, “but he has done so under ‘a mis-
| apprehension of the facts. You owe
obedience to your father, but you owe
i more—to—the man whose wife.you have
i promised to be. I do not think you should
i give him up.”

She listened eagerly. Was it my fancy,
of was she indeed a litle paler? Mer!
eyes seermed to glearn with a strange soft-!
ness in the twilight. Iler head drooped
a little as she resumed her former thought-
' ful attitude.

“Thank you,” she said, simply
lieve that you are right.”

1 caught up a bundle of papers from!
my desk and stole sofdly from the room. |
Ray was close at hand, and I called to!
him. !
“She is in"there waiting for vou,” I said.
“I have some transcribed matter, which
1 am. taking up to the safe.” 1

Ray nodded abruptly, and I heard the)
be-

!

“You must not

’

"1 be

| door of my cottage open and. close
: hind him.
|

CHAPTER

XXX,

| Moxtyn Ray’s Love Story.

In a dark corner of the library, sit
ting motionless before a small writing-
desk, T found the Duke: The table was
littered all over with papers, a ledger or!
two and various documents. 1 had met
Mr. Hulshaw, the agent to the cstates,|
in the drive, so I judged that the two
had had business together. ) i

The Duke had not greeted me on my |
! entrance, and he seemed to be asleep in
! his chair. But at the sound of the cleg-
trie bell, which announced the opening
of the safe, he turned sharply round.

{ “Is that yon, Ducaiee?’

| **Yes, your Grace.” I answ
“What are you doing ther¢
“[ have brought up the first batch o
| copy, sir.” 1 answered.

“You have sealed it properly?”

“With Lord Chelsford’s scal,
| told him.
| e turned round in his chair sharply.
|- “What's that?’ he asked.

“Lord Chelsford gave me an old signet

|

red.

gl
I

I

sir,

1is true. » i
! fore me from the police station.

! your mother.”

| After

| toum.
tand 1 met |
of a woman's man that | suppose the girl!
! whom I thought of at all became like an|

f ever

a very peculiar design.
ed by a chain to an iron bracelet round |
my arm.”

“Let me see ity” the Duke ordered.

I took off my coat, and baring my arm,
ghowed him the ring hangtng by a few
inches of strong chain from the bracelet. |
He examined the design euriously.

“How do you detach it?”’ he asked.

“I cannot detach it, sir,” I answered.
“The bracelet has a Bramah lock, and |
key. He used;|
to wear it many years ago when he was
Queen’s messenger.” |

The Duke examined the ring long and|
Then he looked from it in-|
to my face. |

“You mean to say that you cannot take|
that off?” =

“A locksmith mighe, sir. I certainly

| could not.”

The Duke shrugged his shoulders.

“Chelsford’s methoas seem to me to
savour a little of opera bouffe,” he re-
marked drily. “For my own part I be-
lieve that these marvellous documents
n the unlocked |
drawer of my desk. I do not believe any
of these stories which come from l’aris‘
about copies of our work being in exist- |
ence. I do not wish you to be careless, |
of course, but don't overdo your pre- |
cautions. This place is scarcely so much
a nest of conspirators as faddists like
Chelsford and Ray would have us believe.” |

“I am glad to hear that you think so,
sir,” 1 answered. “Our precautions do
seem a little elaborate, but it is quite,
certain that the Winchester papers were
disturbed.”

“I do not choose to believe it, Du-!
caine,” theﬁukc said irritably. *“Kindly
remember that!”

“Very good, sir,” I answered. “There

is nothing else you wish to say to me?”’

“There is something else,” the Duke;
answered coldly. “I understand that the
police yesterday, on a sworn aflidavit, |
were granted a search warrant to ex-
amine your premises for stolen property.
What the devil is the meaning of this?”

“I think, sir,” I answered, ‘“‘that the
gtolen property was a pretext. It seems
that during the last few days has come
to light that the man whose body I
found on the sands was not washed in
from the sea, but was a stranger, who
had arrived in Braster the previous even-
ing, and had made inquiries as to where
I lived. It seems to be the desire of
the police, therefore, to connect me in
some way with the affair.”

't

|1 came

{ I loathed it, but the fact remains.

| “What do you think, Guy?

| you have seen a little of her lately.
jare only a boy, but then only boys and

[
‘ring before he left, sir,” T said, “with|return I asked Lady Angela to marry me,
I wear it attach-| and

she consented.”

He puffed vigorously at his pipe, but
he seemed wholly ignorant of the fact
that it was out. His face was set in its
grihmest lines. He looked steadily at
a certain spot in the fire, and went on.
“There are things,” he said, “which
roubled me little at the time, but, which
just lately have been on my mind. The
first is that I am nearly fifty, and Lady
| Angela is twenty-one. The second is that
home with all the tinsel and
glamour of a popular nero. Heaven knows
The
King's reception; the V.C., and all that
sort of thing, I suppuse, accounted for it.

. Anyhow, I am troubled with this reflec-

tion. ‘Lady Angela was very young, and
I fear that her imagination was touched.
She accepted my offer, and she has been
very loyal. Until tonight no word of dis-
agnecement has passed between us. But
there have been times lately when I have
fancied that I have noticed a change. /
time has come now when I could give her
back her freedom without reproach on
either side. I want to know- whether it
my duty to give it ner back.”

Then Ray looked straight into my face,
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| and the color flamed there, for I saw now

why he had made me his confidant.

You are
only a boy, but you are of her age, and
You

novelists understand women. Speak up
and tell me what is in your mind.”

“I will tell you this,” I answered hot-
ly. “If I were you, and Lady Angela

]had promised to be my wife, I would not

sit and hatch scruples about marrying

her. 1 would marry her first, and make

i her happy afterwards, and as for the rest—

or the questions which you have asked
me, and yet not put into words—I have
never heard or seen in Lady Angela the
slightest sign that you were not her lover
as well as the man whom she was engag-
ed to marry. As for my own folly, since
you seem to have noticed it, no one knows
better than I that it is the rankest, most
absurd presumption. But with me it be-
gins and ends. That is a most absolute
and certain fact.”

Ray rapped his pipe upon the table.

“Listen,” he said. “I found you name-
less and practically lost. Yet you hawve
powerful relatives, and your family is
equal to the Duke’s. There may be money
too some day. Bear these things in
mind. Can you repeat what you have
said ?”’

It was a wild dream—a wonderful one.
But, before me I saw the stern white face

The Duke looked at me searchingly.

“I presume,” he said, “that they had
something in the nature of evidence, or
they would scarcely have been able to

swear the affidavit for the search war-|

rant.”

“They have nothing more direect, sir, |

than that the body was found close to my
cottage, that he had presumably left
Braster to see me, and that I was fool-
ish enough to persuade the person, of
whom the dead man made these inquiries
in Braster, not to come forward at the
inquest.”

“Stop! Stop!” the Duke said irritably.
“You did what?”

“The young woman of whom he inquir-;

ed was close at hand when I discovered
the body of the man,” I said. “She told
me about him. I was a little upset, and
1 suggested that there was no necessity
for her to disclose the fact of having seen
him.”

“Tt was a remarkably foolis
you to do,” the Duke said.

“I am realizing it how, sir,” I answer-
ed.

“Did this person call on you at all?”
the Duke asked.

“No, sir. You may remember that it!

h thing of

was the mnight of Colonel Ray’s lecture.!

He called to see me on his way back and
found me ill. I believe that this person
looked in at the window and went away.
I saw no more of him alive after this.” |
“You have some idea, I presume, as to|
his identity?” |
“I have no definite information, your|
Grance,” I answered.
The Duke did not -loo
moments.
“T am afraid,” he said, stiffly, “that you
may experience some inconvenience from
this most ill-advised attempt of yours to

k at me for several

| suppress evidence which should most cer-

tainly have been given at the inquest.’
However, I have no doubt that your story
I have some inquiries now be-
1 will
do what I can for you. Good evening,
Ducaine.”

“Good evening, sir,” I answered.. “I
| am much obliged to you.” |
I walked homewards across the park. |

The carriage had gone from the private;
road, and Ray was alone when I entered. |
1t was impossible to teii what had hap-|
pened from his expression. He sat S(I‘("U‘h-:
ed out in my easy chair, smoking furious-
ly, and his face was impassive. Grooton
cerved us with dinner, and he ate and
drank with only a few curt remarks. But:
afterwards, when I was deep in my work,

i he suddenly addressed me.

“Boy,” he then said, *‘turn round andi
listen to me.” f

1 obeyed him at once. ;

“Listen well,” he said, “for I.am not;
given to confidences. Yet 1 am going to!
speak to you of the secret places of my:
life.”

I laid down the pen which T had been
holding between my fingers, and turned
my chair. I judged that it was not neces-!
gary for me to speak, nor appatendy did|
he think so. :

“] have been soldiering all my days.” |
he said, “since T was a child a’imust. It
is a glorious life. God knows I |have
never grudged a single month of it. But!
when one comes back once more to dwell
amongst civilians one realizes that there
is another side to life. It is so with me.
I am not given to doubts or to asbing
advice from any man. But the time has/

| come when I have the one and need of

the other.” !

He paused, knocked out some as
his pipe.and relighted it.

“T have loved two women in my life,
Guy.” he wint on slowly. “The first was|

i
hes from!
(

1 started a litile, but I still held my |
peace. He looked hard into the ashes of |
the fire. and continued.

“I tried my best,” he said. “to be al
friend to her after her sarriage, and I
hope, 1 think, that T succeeded.- 1 even,
did my best to fight thot woman's in-|
fluence with your father 1t Gibraltar. !
There 1 failed. I was foredoomed to fail-!
are! She had the trick of playing what |
tune she cared to on a man's hearistrings. |
it was all over, and your father|
and she had left the place, I spemt vears |
trving to persuade your mother to get a
divoree and marry me. But she wes thej
daughter of a Bishop, a ligh Churech- |
woman, and ‘a holy woman. She died|
with your father’s name upon her lips.” |

I shuddered! The words were spoken
go dclicately, and yet with such vibrant
forcee

“After that,”~ Ray continued. “came;
Ezypt, then India, and afterwards Khar-!
1 came home before the last war,
Lady Angela. [ am so litile|

angel, a creature altogether apart I'mmi’
that sex of whom I know so little. How-|
that may be, was the second|

woman to hold any place in my—heart

she

1 . 2 & |
las she most surely will be the last. ,Hunl as 1 would set my heel upon an adder—
the war broke luck came’'my way,|and he only smiled as through I had paid

out,
and I returned with a grcater reputation
than I deserved. The very night ef my

!
\
|

| the stairs to his room.

|of the man, eager for his share of happi-
| ness after all these magnificent years of
| dauntless service. I forgot my own dis-
| trust of him, his coldness, his brutality.
\I remembered only those other and
| greater things.

, “Even were I in such a position,” I
| said, “it would make no difference. T
jam sure that Lady Angela is loyal. She
lhas no idea—and it is mot worth while
{ that  she should have.”

| “You would have me marry her, then?”
he asked slowly.

{ “There is only one thing,” I
!ing my courage into my hands.
| “And that?” he asked sharply.

i  “That,” 1 answered, “lies between you
| and your conscience.”

| He rose to his feet.

| “Wait here,” he said, “and I will show
you my justification.”

said, tak-

|

| CHAPTER XXXI.

My Father’s Letter.

I heard Ray’s heavy footsteps ascending
In a few moments

| he returned, bearing in his hand a letter.
“Guy,” he said thoughtfully, “I am a
man who is slow to place trust in ahy
onc¢. For-that reason, and perhaps be-
cause ignorance was better for you, I
have told you little of the events of that
night. Now my first opinion of you has
undergone some modifications. You are
stronger than 1 thought, you have shown
faith in me too, or 1 should not be here
practically a guest under your roof to-
night. Listen! The man whom you

! found dead in the marshes was not your

father!”

I was mot surprised.
doubted it.

“Who was he, then?” I asked calmly.

Always I had

“When your father went mad at
Gibraltar,” Ray said, “he needed help.
This man, Clery by name, supplied it.

When 1 knew them

: reached there,” Ray said drily,

both he was your

Since then he has been his,
many

father’s valet.

confederate  in schemes. Your

cottage, he sidled up to me in that lone-
ly road, and bade me direct him to the
abode of Mr. Guy Ducaine. A moment
after he recognized me.”

A grim smile parted Ray’s lips, but I
could not repress a shudder. Invariably
at any reference to that awful night the
old fear came back.

“He seemed at first paralyzed with
fear,” Ray continued. “He tried to slip
away into the marshes, but I caught him
easily, and held him so that he could
not escape. He admitted that he had
come to find you with a message from
your father. He denied at first. having
a letter, but I searched him until I found
it. As you see, it is addressed to you.
Nevertheless I struck matches, opened
it, and with some difficully managed to
read it. All the time this creature was
doubling about like an eel trying to get
away. Read the letter.”

I drew it from the envelope.
dated from the Savoy Hotel.

“My Dear Son,—I do not deserve that
you should read beyond these three words.
I have as little right to call you my son
as you have desire to claim me for your
father. I am here, however, purely on
an errand of justice. I have learned that
you have been robbed of the sum set
aside to give you a start in life.. I am
here to endeavor to replace it, for which
purpose I desire thac you will grant me
a business interview within the next few
days. I beg your reply by Clery, my
faithful companion and servant. I am
known here as .

“RICHARD DREW FOSTER.”

T laid the letter down!without remark.
Ray had filled his pipe whilst 1 had been
reading, and was sitting now on the arm
of his easy chair, facing ‘me.

“I understo6d the fetter and its mean-
ing,” he continued. “I kmew that the
whole neighborhood was under the ob-
servation of the French Secret Service,
and the man who signed himself Richard
Drew Foster saw'in you an excellent tool
ready to his hand. It is very oertain
also that the matter would probably have
presented itself to you in a wholly dif-
ferent light. Accordingly, I placed the
letter in my own pocket, and I released
my hold of Clery.

“‘You can go back to your master,” I
said, ‘and tell him that you have seen
me, and that I have his letter. It will
be sufficient. And you can tell him that
1 shall be in London tomorrow night,
and if ‘any such person as Mr. Drew Fos-
ter is staying at the Savoy Hotel, he
will know the inside of a military prison
before midnight.’

“The man slunk away. I suppose he
realized that with me in the way their
game  was up. But afterwards he must
have hesitated, and then made up his
mind to attempt what was probably the
bravest action of his life. He followed me,
stole up softly behind, and with an old
trick. which they teach them on the other
side of the Seine, he as nearly as pos-
sible throttled me. However, I gdt my
fingers inside the slipnot, and I held him
by the throat. When I could breathe,
I lifted him up and threw him into the
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marshes. There I left him. It seems
the fall killed him. That is the whole
story. It was absolutely God’s justice,

but I am quite aware that the laws of
the country do not exactly favor such
summary treatment. Accordingly I held
my peace. I am sorry for it now.”

“And Mr. Drew Foster?”

“Had left the Savoy Hotel when I
“and had
oniitted to leave an address.”

‘“You might have trusted me,’
marked, thoughtfully.

“If I had known you as well then as
I do now,” Ray answered, “I would have
risked it.”

Then as we sat in silence there came
a low tapping at the door. Ray looked
at me. keenly.

“Who visits you at this hour?” he ask-
ed.

“We will see,” I answered.

I had meant to be careful whom I ad-
mitted, but I had scarcely withdrawn the
latch when the door was pushed open,
and a slim, thickly-cloaked figure glided
past me into the room. I knew her by
the supple swiftness of her movements.
Ray sat still, and smoked with the face
of a Sphinx.

I think that at first she did not see
him. She swept round upon me and
raised her veil.

“Guy,” she cried, “forgive me, but I
could not help it. I have mage a mum-
my of myself, and.I have walked along
those awful sands that I might not be
seen; but there is a question——"

She saw Ray. The words died from
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father on many occasions manifested the
remnants of a sense of  honour. This
creature set himself deliberately and suc-
cessfully to corrupt- it. e was a para-
site. a nervcless, bloodless thing without
a single human attribute. He and that
were alike responsible for your

woman
father’s ruined life.”

“Once before,” Ray
moment’s pause, “I had told him that
if ever we should meet where his life
i would cost me nothing, I would kill him

continued, after a

| him some delicate compliment. And that
night, Guy, ® hundred yards from your

She swept round upon me and raised

like
pipe

and shivered
removed his

her lips. She stood
a trapped bird. He
from his teeth.

“Go on,” he said mildly. “Don’t mind

me. Perhaps I can help Mr. Ducaine to
answer it.”

She sank into a chair. Her
eyes scemed to implore me to pro-
teet = her. 1 heard  Ray's little
gnort of contempt; but T answered
her kindly. 1 could not help it.

“I am sorry that you came,” I said,

will answer any ques-
Don’t hurry!
ey me give

“but, of course, I
tion you want to ask me.
You are out of breath.
you some wine.”

My own untasted liqueur was on the
table by .the side of my empty coffee
cup. I made her drink it, and her teeth
ceased to chatter. She was rather a
pathetic object. One of her little black
satin slippers was cut to chreds, and the
other was clogged with. wet sand. ' The
fear of Ray, too, was in her white face.
She caught hold of my hand impulsively.

“The man,” she murmured, “whom you
found—what was he like?”

“He was a small dark man.”

She laughed hysterically.

“He,” she exclaimed, “was over six feet
and broad! It was not he. It may have
been some one whom he sent, but it wag
not he. Guy, have you heard from him?
Do you know where he is?”

1 shook my head. Ray interposed.

“I think,” he said roughly, “that you'll
find him at home when you get there,
madam, wherever that may be. If he
were in this country it would be withid
the four walls of a prison.”

She looked across at him.

“You have set them on—the police—
then?” she said. “You would hunt him
down still? After all these years?”

“Ay!” he answered. ‘“Tell me wherc
he is hiding in this country, and I will
promise you that his days of freedom ar¢
over.”

She pointed to me.

“His father?”

“Ay, were he his father
times over.”

She turned to me as though in pro
test, but my face gave her no encourage
ment. She rose wearily to her feet.

“I will go,” she muttered. “Guy,” sh¢
added, turning to me, “you are honest.
You will always be honest. You have
nothing to fear, so you do not hesitate
to speak if necessary to those whom never-
theless you do mnot trust. But there are
other things in the world to fear besides
dishonesty. There is animal brutality,
coarse indifference to pain in others. There
is the triumph of the beast over the man.

There he sits, he who can teach you
these things,” she added, pointing to
Ray. “Do not choose him for your friend,
Guy. You will grow to see life, to judge
others, through his eyes—and then God
{ help you.”

Ray laughed, and again to me there
seemed to be a mnote of coarseness in his
strident and unconcealed contempt of the
woman. She took no notice of him what-
ever. She opened the door and passed
out so quickly that though I tried to
intercept her, and called out after her,
I was powerless to prevent her going.
She had flitted away into the shadows.
I could not even hear her retreating foot-
steps. -
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CHAPTER XXXII.

‘ A Painful Encounter.

More work. A week of it, ceaseless and
unremitting. The police seemed to have
abandoned their watch over my cottage,
and I heard a whisper that a statement
| by the Duke had at any rate partially
| cleared me from suspicion. Ray had de-
i clined to leave England. I knew quite
! well that it was on my account. He, witn
1the others, was now in London.

K Then came my own summons thither. [
| was told to report mysclf immediately on
iarriv@l at Rowchester House, and to my
surprise was informed by the servant whe
: answered my inquiries that a room was
| reserved for me there. I had no sooner
| reached it than Lady Angela’s own maid
tarrived with a message. Her ladyship
i would be glad if I could spare her a few
moments in the drawing-room as soon ag
possible.

Lady Angela was standing upon the
hearthrug. I stepped a little way across
the threshold and stopped short. She
held out her hand to me with a quiet
laugh.

“Have you forgotten me?” she asked,
“or am I so alarming?”

I set my teeth and moved toward her.

“You took my breath away,” I said,
{ with an ease which I was very far from
| feeling. “Remember that I have come
| from Braster.”

{ I do not know what she wore. Her
i gown seemed to me to be of some soft
{ crepe or silk, and the color of it was
ia smoky misty blue. There were pearls
‘;around Irer neck, and her hair, arranged
| with exquisite simplicity, seemed to be
{ drawn back from her face and arranged
{low down on the back of her neck. She
I had still the fresh delightful color which
(had been in her cheeks when -she left
!Braster, and the smile with wlich “she
i welcomed me was as delightful as ever.

| “This is a charmiog arrangement,” she

her veil.
declared. *You know that you are such
an important person, and have to be
watched so closely, that yon are to stay
here. I went up myself -with the house-
keeper to sce to yuur rooms. I do hope
that you will be comfortable.”

“Comfortable is not the word,” I an-
swered. ‘I have never bétn used to such
luxury.”

\ Sha laughed.
e (To be continued.)

An edict of Charles 1X. of Franpe,
dated 1563, made it a civil offence to offer
a guest more than three courses at one
mecal.




