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CHAPTER XXIII
(To be continued.)
“What is it?” asked Nora, looking

at ihe paper wistfully.

“Only
speculation of Senley Tyers' that

“Oh, nothing!"” he said.

turning up trumps. He's a
fellow.”

“] don't understand,” she said.

“Neither do I. Don't worry. Have
gcme more of this hot cake?”

That night, when she went to her
rocom, she drew aside the wardrobe
curtains again, and, obeying a whim-
sical impulse, took one of the pretty
printg from its hook and put it on;

and as she stood before the glass,

L
looking at herself, a eurious sensa-

tion of unreality took possession of
her. She felt ghost-like, and made
haste to take off the dress, and with
a trembling hand replaced it in its
cuphoard.

The days passed. Sometimes, when
it was fine. she went out with Vane,
tramping beside him over the heath-
er, and singing as she went. Some-
times she wandered alone over the
town and

hills to the neighboring

made small purchases: but she liked
best tc sit at home at work, and
make up a big fire for Vane, when
he returned home, tired, and cold.
and hungry. It was a restful life of
companionship and friendship—an
idyllie life that both he and she were
themselves

gradually persunading

could last forever,

Neither of them knew that the shad-

ow of their fate was already moving
toward them.

One afternoon she was bending over
her books, humming softly from sheer
happiness and serenity, when she
heard a step outside.

It was too early for Vane's return,
and after a second’s pause in her
song, she took it up again and went
on with her work. But the step came
nearer, and ceased outside the door.

and she heard a knock.

Mrs. Burns and her daughter had
gone.out on some errand, and Nora,
after a momentary hesitation, rose
and 0[)(‘]]‘('(1 the door.

The day was already beginning to
fail; a mist hung over the hills. In
the dusk of the gloaming she saw a
man in a thick ulster, with the collar
turned up, and for a moment she gaz-
ed at him without recognizing him;
then she fell back a pace, and, with a
vague apprehension, she uttered an

exclamation, It was Senley Tyers.

“Ah, Mortimer!" he said, holding
out his hand as he passed her. and
entered the “Quite
you, I'm afraid.- You didn't

me? - Where is Tempest?”

room. startled

expect

She had touched his hand, and now
st.nold regarding him with her face
grown pale and a shadow of uneasi-
ness in her eyes,

“He Is out shooting,” she said, “Did
did he expect you?”

“No,” he said, with a smile, as he
took off his ulster and went to the
fire, standing with his back to it and
regarding her with a look that was a
mixture of ecynical amusement and
cruel satisfaction at the fear his pre-
sence had aroused. ‘“No; I happen-
ed to fancy a run up here—just to
see how you were getting on; and here
I am.”

“Won’'t you sit down?” she said,
trying to speak steadily, and to throw
some geniality and welcome into her
voice.
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He moved to the table, and glanced

.at the books and copy, and smiled.
“Hard at wark, 1 see, Mortimer,”

he said. “That is right. A nice, quiet

piace to study in, you find it, don't

you?”

“Will

you have something to eat—to drink?”

“It is very quiet,” she said.

“Thanks,” he said; “a glass of whis-
key. "When will Vane be in?”

“In about an hour,” she said. “He
has gone over the hills. He-—he will
bz glad to see you.”

She put the whiskey and water on
the table, and he took out a cigarette
and lighted it. The scent of the Turk-
ich tobacco seemed to carry her back
to London, and to increase the vague
fear with which the sudden sight of
him had inspired her.

“Have you learned to smoke yet,
puffing the
clouds in rings and watching them as

Mortimer?” he asked,
they floated to the ceiling.
“No,” she said; “but I do not mind
ft—-Vane smokes all the time.”
“Mind it?" he echoed

objecting to tobacco!”

“Fancy a boy

She winced, bnt kept a steadfast eye
upon his mocking face.

“And so Vane will he back in an
bour?” he said, sipping the whiskey.
“And how is he? THas the change done
him good? You are looking better,
Mortimer.”

“I am quite well,” she said, coldly,
as she collected the hooks and put
them aside.

“You don’t ask how I am?” he sald,
dropping ‘with his languid air into a
chair—Vane's chair—beside the fire,

and hilding his thin, white hands to
it.

“I hope you are well,” she said.
“Vane will be glad to see you. Are
vou fonH of shooting? If so, you will
be able to go out with him. He has
rented part of the moor here, and gets
some birds there every day.”

“Thank you, Mortimer; but I could
not hit a haystack at twenty paces.
All the grouse in Scotland are safe
for me; ‘besides, I want to rest a few
days—want to lie on my back, or sit
before the fire and take my ease. I've
been travelling.”

He spoke as if he expected her to
ask where and she put the guestion.
The color had come back to her face,

and she was rapidly regaining her

|
i

i self-possession. After all, why should
4 5
ghe fear him?

He would not stay:

long—a day,” two only, perhaps. i

“Where?” he said. “Well, I've beenl
in the west coast.” }
“The west coast?” she repeated.l‘
vaguely, and with her back to him, as
she stood at the small sideboard put-
ting away her books. ¢ :

oo as i

! coast.

He nodded and smoked his cigar-
ette,

“] had a fancy for having another
look at that quaint place Tempest and
I were down at some months ago—a
place called Trelorne. You know it,
of course?”

“No,” she said, her face snd'denljj
pale. %

“Oh, you forget,” he said, smoothly.
“You told me that you did know it,
don’t you remember, that night at La-
dy Florence's?”

He looked at her over his shoulder.
“]—1 forgot.” she said. “Oh, yes.”
<*“1 daresay I pronounced it badly,”
he said. “Well, I went down -there
just on the whim of the moment, and
was tempted by the wildness of the

‘pln(‘n to go a little further along the

A savage coast it is, too, Mor-

’ timer, isn’t it?"

“Yes,” she said, and she wondered
whether her voice had suddenly grown
thick, or whether it was only so in her
own ears.

“I found one of the quaintest, wild-
est places 1 ever saw in my life down
there. It is called the Witches’ Cald-
ron.”

She dropped the pen she had taken
up absently, and her fingers closed
spasmodically.

He glanced toward her, and contin-
ued in his smooth, low voice:

“There was a small cottage, quite
1 sea-gulls’-nest sort of place, half
built out of an old boat, perched on
the cliffs, and T made a sketch of it.
It was empty and deserted.” Her
hand stole to the edge of the side-
hoard and clutched t. He noticed the
ovement, and a faint smile curled
his iip. Mr. Senley Tyers was enjoy-

ng himself immensely. “I wonder

whether you ever saw it?"
She did not speak, and he went on,
(s smoothly as before:

“There was quite a history attached
to the place. It seems that there lived
in it at one time, and until quite re-
cently, a woman and her niece—a
ra.” He paused, dropped the end of
his cigarette from his languid fingers,
lighted a fresh one, and leaning back
with his hands behind his head
vatched her from beneath his half-
and holding his thin, white hands tfo
as it sounds, smugglers. Fancy! How
long they had been living there 1
don’t know, but it seems that the poor
zirl was drowned by the upsetting of
a boat—she was on an absurd smug-
zling expedition, I imagine—and the
aunt left the place and went to Aus-
tralia—California—Jericho. Sad story,
isn’t it? I assure you, my dear Mor-
timer, that the wild place quite touch-
>l me. You know, 1 dare say, that 1
un rather romantic. We artists al
ways are. But I beg your pardon;

I'm afraid I've been telling you a

you leave the place before this sad ac-
cident happened?”

She faced round and confrented him.
The fire-light fell upon her white face,
and dark, flashing eyes. Her lips
were set tightl&, her dark
drawn in a straight line,

As he looked at her as she stood
at bay the artist predominated in him,
and he yielded her a reluctant admir-
ation,

brows

“By heaven, she isc.splendid!” he

murmured. “If T could only paint her

- ”
now!

The pause lasted for a full min-

ute; then she opened her lips, and in

a low voice, the words, “You know?”
fell from them.

He smiled up at her—a smile of
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sardonic confidence and triumph.

“Of course, I know,” he returned,
in a kind of purr.
“When? liow long ago?” she
breathed.

He arched his brows.

“Since the night of the dinner-party
at Lady Florence’s.”
She put her hand to her lips as if
to steady them; the room scemed to
spin round. She staggered slightly,
and he rose and moved-toward her. In
azn instant she had recovered, and, re-
coiling from him, she caught up the
knife with which she had been sharp-
cning a pencil and raised her arm
ready to strike him.

“Keep back!'” she breathed. “Do
not touch me!”

He thrust his hands in his pockets,
and shrugged his shoulders with a
deprecatory smile.

“My dear girl—my dear Nora!" he
said, "you are making a great mis-
take, You are treating me as a foe, |
[ am your friend, believe me. Do vou

understand?>—your friend! (ome,

come!” His voice sunk to a soothing

coaxing murmur.. “Come and sit down
and listen to me. Keep vour Kknife, if
vou like, and after you have listened
to me, stick it-into the breast of the
iriend -who has come to save you.”

“To save me?” she echoed, uncon-
scinusly.

“¥es,” he said, with quiet emphas-
is; “to saye you!”

(T be Continued.)
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