
CANADIAN COURIER.

REStJMfl Drlvlug in Italy, a yenng Englishweman io
fatally lnjured wheu, a Russiau'a automobile strikes the. pony
carniage iu whîch mii. was ridiug with ber litti. daugiiter.
The. Rusalan hurries sway in bis car. The. dector and Giles
Tredmau, au Indiean army offfcer, on his way home te Englaud,
take the, woman and chUt! te n lotel. The. dylug woman
commits ber child te the. car. of Gilet. 8h, tells hi= that
the. Bute"a bat! kilet! ber seul as wefl as ber body, and that
a jewel iu au lvory box, whicii mie shows hlm, la the. only
clos te the. mystery. Giles loks at tii. jewel sud ber papers
but Ont!. notiig about ber relatives.

CHAPTER IV.
ILES bas apparently taken leave of bis

senses."

\J"Why ?" Mrs. Cardew glanced up
from ber own voluminous correspond-

ence to look across at ber daugbter, who had just
flung down a newly-received letter witb the above
remark.

"He* wnites me a long rigmarole from Aix les
Bains, explaining why he didn't reach England at
the end of last week, as be meant to do. And the
explanation-" Grace Cardew paused, picked up
the letter f rom ber lap, and laugbed a short laugh
of scorn and dîsgust.

"Well, Grace, but what is the explanation? And
wby do you say Giles bas taken leave of bis senses.
Surely be dues not wisb to break off your engage-
ment ?" A note of acute uneasiness suddenly shot
into ber voice.

"No, of course not." Grace's accents were more
irritable than before. 4"You always junip-to sucb
extraordînary conclusions, my dear mother. If
anybody breaks off fbe engagement, it is mucb more
likely that I shall do it than tbat Giles will."

"What do you mean?"
"I always knew Giles was a sort of absurd Don

Quixote, who would tilt ait a windmill at a moment's
notice, but goodniess, I would rather he tilted at
tvery wîndmill in Holland, than that be should con-
teniplate the absurdity be seems to be con-
tem-platÎng."

"If you would tell me wbat the absurdity is, I
Shouild be a better judge of the whole thing," Mrs.
Cardew said, drily. "When is be to arrive in
Eîigland ?"

"Oh, on 'ftrsday. Poor Giles camnes on Trhurs-
day, bninging witb hlm-prepare for a sbocl-a
little girl of ten, whose mother was killed at Aix."

"Bringirtg wbat ?" Mrs. Cardew's voice rose to
a littie sc1'eam,

"You see I didn't exaggerate Giles' foliy," Grace
said, sbarply. "Giles writes a long story about a
Mrs. Burnett wbo seems to bave been killed in a
maotor accident,_though what it ail bas to do with

itself when be takes it into bis head that a thing
is rigbt."

"You are not getting tired of him, are you,
Grace ?" Mrs. Cardew iooked keenly ait ber
daugbter, and asked the question with an almost
coarse disregard of reticence, wbich a girl of another
fibre might well have resented. Not su Grace.
She only laughed, and twisted berseif a littie more
round tu get a better view of ber own image in
the glass.

"I sbuuld very soun get tired of living up tu bis
level," she answered, lightly, "but fortunately, I
have nu intention of trying to do it. Giles must
come down te mine, or else-"' She shrugged
her shoulders, adding, "ah, well, husbands and wives
nuwadays don't bave to go eacb other's way. They
can each go tbeir own."

"Wben dues Giles.arrive ?"
"On Friday or Saturday. His movements depend

un this wretcbed cbild. He bas found a French
nurse to travel as far as Calais with tbem, and be
talks of stopping a day or two in Paris, that Sylvia
may rest. Then, he suggests finding an Englisb
lady, a governess, to take charge of tbe wretcbed
little monkey until he and I are establisbed ait
Manderby Court, and Il if you please-I-can have
ber there witb me."

"Well, my dear, be will make a very good bus-
band," Mrs. Cardew put in, a note of aýnxiety in
ber vuice, for when Grace worked herself into wbat
ber muther called "une of ber takings," nu une
could ever foresee what the result would be, and
tbe last result for wbicb Mrs. Cardew wisbed was
tbe breaking off of ber daugbter's engagement tu
Giles Tredmnan. Life for the hast fourteen years
(since ber busband died and Ieft ber to face the
world and bring up their only cbild as best she
migbt, on means of a very limited description) had
been fair f rom a bed of roses ta Grace's mnother; the
struggle to make ends meet, tu keep up appearances
-tolive as the' rest of their world lived, wîthout

shuwinig bow such living pinched them, had drawn
many wrînkles on-her face, and given to ber eyes
a permanently carewurn expression. And only she
bierself fully knew what an intense relief it woid
be to sec Grace safely miarnied to a man who could
take tbemn bath fanr out of reach of aIl poventy and
discomfort.

"I dlon't doulit that Giles wili rnake a good
husband," Grace tbrew berself intu the arrrchair
again, and surveyed ber own daintihy-shod feet with
a sniile, "if anything, he wilh make niucb too good
a busband. He will lie jealous and tiresorne if an>'

1-~ -o Pxrect me te

duil, and ail the other tbings you have been calli
him this evening, but ait any rate we know aIl abi
him. And this foreign man-why-you 'know no
ing about him excepting his namie. He may bel
probably is, simply an adventurer."

"He goes to very good houses for an adventure
Grace said, scathingly, "and-"-ý

"And though you may cali him good-lookin,
Mrs. Cardew continued, nlot heeding her daughte
interruption, "bis face is as hard as any face coi
bel and his eyes-they make me shiver when tf
look ait me. They are like--like steel sword.ý
steel swords," was ber lame conclusion. Gn
laughed.

"His eyes give me no out-of-the-way sensati,
and don't agitate yourself about him, my di
mother. I find him a pleasant contrast tu the ev
lasting flocks of sheep to which alI. Englishir
belong. That is alI. I intend to marry Giles, unl
we faîl out hopelessly over one of bis quixotic fa
Meanwhile-"'

"Mr. Muller !" The parlourmaid's smooth vo
broke into Grace's discourse, and ber comnpl
anglicising of the visitor's rinte made both moti
and daugbter fail to imagine who the late arrn'
could be. But ait sight of the taîl forrm that
moment later blocked the doorway, Grace and 1
mother exchanged a quick glance, and Mrs. Card
shivered a littie. It seemed tu her that the strangE
entrance, just at the precise moment when they I.
been discussing his.personality, held in it somethi
fateful, ominous, and when ber eyes met bis, as
bowed courteously and took ber proffered bai
she shivered again.

il DARBD to come, even at tbis unseemly hou
ithe visiter was saying, bis eyes glanced at ,

dlock, wbose hands pointed to six, "because I h;
j ust been given a box for the Marsyas Theatre
night and I wondered whetber 1 could induce y
and Miss Cardew to corne to my box with r
dining first at the Carlton ?"

Mrs. Cardew tried not to gasp. Outwardly,
was placid and siliing, whilst inwardly she w(
dered from whom she could possibly obtaiin a
reliable information about this foreigner with 1
remarkably good Englisb accent, who was showi
sucb respectful but marked- adm.iration for 1
beautiful daugbter.

"How very kind of you to bave tbought of u
sbe said, her words showing nu sign of the tuni
within her, "most fortunately we are not engaq
to-nigbt, and my daughter and 1 have been wisbî
tu see the new play at the Marsyas. It is a m
kind thougbt of yours."

No une knew better than Mrs. Cardew bow to
thank you, gracefully, and despite ail her wannii
to ber daughter against adventurers, she was fii
aware tbat it would be impolitic to show anythi
but courtesy to a foreigner who was a friend of
Digbys. The Digbys' bouse was a centre of casn
politanism in London, and if occasionally one r~
there the most strange and weird of beings, a vi
large proportion of ail that was best in Europ<
circles also drifted into Mrs, Digby's drawii
room in Portman Square.

"We shahl be a partie carree,» Mr. Muller went
in his musical voice. "I have ventuired to asi
comnpatriot of mine, Mr. Schmidt, to be the fout

albO, atuU -n -l.,MS

nathen helplessly t> her daugi
ances. Then site said slowly-

"lYou are worryng youwB@l
Grace. Giles is su devoted be
ail you Say on think is ûight,
least likely te dot anything
When be arrives Yaiu cati sho
guixotic ideas, n htGl

"Ij amn net so surettGu
as youi fancy. Hie cari be


