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CHAPTER LXVIIL
RETRIBUTION.

“Where is the secretary?” he asked
of the discreet footman, who stood ‘be-
hind the hall porter, ready to receive
the coat and hat of his lord gnd mas-
ter.

“The secretary, sir?” replied the
footman, staring. “Did he not go with
you, sir?”

“No,” curtly answered his master.
“Where has he gone?”

The man does not know; he explains
with evident fear and trembling that
Mr. Stanfield had the Captain’s cob
saddled and brought round and start-
ed within half an hour or &o of the
captain himself.

The master stared for a moment
with astonished anger, then paced the
grand mosaic-tiled hall and ascended
the wide and Turkey-carpeted stairs.
| wgel]l Mr. Stanfield to wait my bell
within his room,” he said, and passad
on to the room that at infinite ex-
pense had been made sound-tight and
secretive as the tomb.

At the door he turned again, and in

a voice which sounded unnaturally in- |
different gave orders that any lady|

wishing to see him should be admitted
at once, without question.

This done he touched the
spring and entered the room.

It smelled close and stifling; and
with a long breath of weariness aud
suppressed excitement - the defeatsd
schemer, by the aid of a small taper,
proceeded to light the small opal-
studded lamp.

Then he sank into a chair, disre-
garding his hat, that fell on the floor
and rolled beneath the table.

He sat staring at the wall, quiet at
last, to think.

But he can not; all he can do is to
sit quiet and motionless, tracing the
pattern of the wall-paper, and mur-
muring: /

“The will found! Hugh ‘Parrell re-
turned! The Dale lost!”

Gradually the stupor disappeared,
cleared off beforé the-eXercise of his
stern will, and he raised himself a lit-
tle in his chair and resumed the trac-
ing of the paper.

But another and more fearful feel-
ing superseded the stupor.

ile can think; but of what did he
think? ~

Not of the future, which alone he
desired to ponder and consider, bat of
the ‘past—the black, hideous, crime-
stained past!

Across the splendid Turkey umet.
moving with the slow, monotonous re-
gularity. of a shadowy, phantom, de-

secret

| stand like icicles upon his white brow,
" But the panorama goes on and

sert caravan his past deeds parade.

He sees himself on the wall, a vici-
ous, heartless, yet ambitious man. a
ciub lounger and gambler.

Ho. sees & weak, beautiful woman -
girl, rather—clinging to him with all
the trusting helplessness of a wrong-
ful love. |

On glides the panorama and shows
bim himself, changed not, but develop-
ed into the schemer for the squire’s
wealth.

Darker grows the picture, and he
recoils in the chair as he sees the
weak, girlish form of the ballet girl
hanging upon him and withering be-
neath his cruel, heartless, @nmanly
words of desertion. He sees what he
has not seen in veality, but picturad
often, that graeeful form, that girlish,
trusting face lying dead—dead—upon
the floor; dead by her hand, which his
cruelty has nerved to—suicide!

Ah! He shrinks, cowers beneath
that picture there upon the gaudy car-
pet till the cold drops of perspiration

grows darker.

Now comes another girlish
shrinking from his unhallowed mock-
ery of love—shrinking, flying—and
leaves a white-haired old man;-who,
raising himself on his bed, shrieks for
wercy, while the murderous hands
choke the life-breath from his old,
parched lips.

Still on, and more swiftly, the phan-
tom glides past, and the pictures
change and glow with gold. The
shrinking, fascinated ,plotter beholds
himself enshrined in success.

Wealth flows about him in rivers of
gold. Luxury waits upon his footsteps,
and another woman orosses his path
—this time o stately, queenly form,
with a coronet upon her brow and a
dreamy look of undying purpose with-
in her eyes.

The silent, solitary watcher sees
that this is the woman, Lucille Vit-
zarelli, his last dupe, who is to meet
him to-night—for whom he now walts.

And as he lobks, half waking from
Eis sleepless dream, with a mocking
smile at the phsuitoms his overwroukht
brain has conjured up, the figure.of
the woman is obscired by a dark
shadow and is already, somehow or
other—lgow; he knows not—the like-
ness of treason and death. '

This is the last strain upon his
calmness.

With a suffocating cry he rises from
the chair and staggers upright.

form,

The vhlons mﬂmlhﬂ but. the
reality was approaching; for, even &s
he pressed his hot hand across his
fevered forehead, ho mutters, hoarse-
[ e : :

“] have been asleep and dreaming.
I am tired, worn out, and not myself.
Let me be calm—Laucille will be here

| soon!”
The door opened noiselessly and’

the queenly form of Lucille, Countess
Vitzarelli, stood before him.
. He almost believed himself still
mocked by a dream; but & long look
at the figure, which he noted almost
unconsciously was garbed in black,
and at the face, which was white as
death and strangely stern, he knew
than it was her in the flesh.
“Lucille!” he cried, springing for-

ward, “you have come, my queen? I

am ready and waiting. I am tired, and
have just returned—"

He stopped, struck silent by the ox-
pression of her white face.

It had become stone-like and rigid
with majestic hate and scorn.

“Lucille!”. he breathed, stepping
‘back and staring at her. “What—for
the love of Heaven—what is the mat-
ter? Are you ill? Has aught happen-
ed? Speak!”

She spoke.

“Reginald Dartmouth,
that!”

And she extended her white arm, in
the hand of which was a small minia-
ture. 2

He approached, frozen with aston-
ishment, and, bending, looked.

Astonishment gave place to fear,
and as he recognized the small, girl-
ish face, he thrust his hand within his
bosom, as if to feel for something.

His hand fell to his side and, with a
look of fear, he muttered:

“Gone!”

“Know you that face?’ came from
the stern lips of the countess. *

He could not deny it; something in-
tangible yet =all-powerful compelled
kim to speak the truth.

“Yes,” he breathed, fearfully, “it is

look wupon

;‘The woman—nay, the child—you
ruined, deserted—murdered!” broke
in the stern, stone-like voice of his
confronter. “The face of the poor,
helpless ballet girl whom you left to
die—the face of Ida Vitzarelli, the
sister I have sworn to avenge!”

Hard, metallic, awful in its an-
changing monotone, the voice spoke
these words.

Their effect was still more awful

The listener shrank, cowered, and
at last fell speechless, breathless,
huddled up, like a man stricken with
palsy, in the large, luxurious chair.

Pitiless as the stone she resemblad,
the Italian approached and held out
a long slip of paper.

His eyes stared at it unmeaningly,
senselessly.

“Look at this, murderer,” she said,
“and know thyself a still- baser, vifar
reptile—a traitor! Whatever crimes

wrought Heaven alone may know; but
this, their last, waits for punish-
ment!” ;

At the last word he resumed some-
thing of his old tigerish courage, and,
with a growl of fiendish. rage, he
sprang from his chair to clutch the
convincing paper. x

Dut bhefore his trembling, claw-like
fingers could grasp it the accuser
stepped back, the door opened as
nolselessly as before, and two. dark,
shadowy forms stood bctween him aad
her.

He turned and looked, his hair stond
on end as his starting eyes confronted
the hideous masks of crape and the
flashing, murderous eyes that pierced
them.

“Mercy!” he
Help!”

But the walls gave back the lound
that could not pierce them.

He might shriek with the agony of.
the lost, outpoured in one long yell,
and the dreadful room would keep his
despairing rage 90ﬂ1ned and unheard,

Oh, it was fearful! Never was death
moare hideous! Outside the footsteps. of

shrieked.

| the passers-by echo with irregular it~
.| tulness. Outside, separated from him

by & few bricks, are living men and
women, who could save him if they
Wd but héar,

_ But no, no, ﬁm was no holp, md.

| madaeried by the thought, he sprang
wmowmkeducendapho

those cowardly, fiendish hands have]

“Mercy: |
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departed and left the sound-tight room
closed upon its awful occupant.

CHAPTER LXIX.
"WE ARE TOO LATE!”

Short is the date in which ill acts pre-
vail,

But honesty’s rock can never fail. —

STEELE.

Within a few hours Hugh Darrell
and the consetables had come up with
their game and were kuocking at the
door of his retreat.

The hall porter, thinking the sum-
mons that of the secretary returned,
bhastened to unfasten the hugh door,
and started back with consternation
on seéing three police officers and a
éentleman, who, without further par-
ley, quietly stepped into the hall and
demanded to ses Captain Dartmouth.

“Captain Dartmouth?”’ repeated the
flunky, losing the Tlittle presence of

.mind he ever possessed.

“Yes—your master,” sternly replied
Hugh. “Come, sir;
have a warrant for his apprehension.”

The 1nspector, as an
produced the formidable document.

“Warrant? Bless me!”  echoed the
man. - “Well, gentlemen, the_. captain
is in his roemd—first door to your
right. Here, James, show these genile-
men t.6 the captain’s room,” and as
Hugh, followed by the officers. bound-
ed up the stairs, he retreated to his
sentry-box, muttering:
“Warrant, ' ¢h? Well, 1
thought the captain was no good by
his looks. Where's my quarter’s sal-
ary to come from if he’s taken, I won-
der?’

Hugh, following the no less stari-
led footman, entered the unoccupicd
ante-chamber to the captain’s private
room and cast his stern eyes round
the splendid apartment with one anxi-
ocus glance.

(To be continued.)
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Call and see the

Midwest Utilitor,

A COMPLETE TRACTOR

Takes the drudgery out of farm work, does
all the plowing, harrowing, mowing, etc.
Also, can be used as a stationary engine for
sawing, pumping and threshing.
is low enough to make it possible for every
farmer to own one of ihese wonderful littie
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Not What tlle ¥
Parson Meant.
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With many sobs and repetitions, the
good woman had told her tale of woe
to the vicar.,

It was full of “’E ses” and “I ses to
%im,” but the clergyman listened pati-
‘ently till she had finished.

sympathetically. “Certainly your hus-
band does seem to treat you rather
unkindly; but remember that you took
him for better or for worse.”

“Well, it's allys bin for wuss,. s'far
as I kin see.” replied the visitor, dab~

ness could call a pockatslumcr-

chief,
" wHave you tried to cure him with

“Pm sorry, my dear dady,” he said

bing her eyes with what only polite«|

| | kindness?” pleaded the vicar. “Have(
mmhm‘wq_ﬂﬁtﬂluﬂ‘
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