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CHAPTER XXII.
Miss Moyat Makqs a Scene.

i Ray was smoking his customary enorm-
tous pipe, which he deliberately emptied
tas Lady Angela and I approached. The
isight of him and the significance of his
wounds reduced me to a state of aston-
ishment which could find no outlet in
words. I simply stood and stared at him.
Lady Angela, however, after her firet ex:
clamation of surprise, went up and greet:
~him.

“Why, my dear Mostyn,” she exclaim-

, “wherever have you sprung from, and
what have you been doing fo yourself?”

“I came from - London—newspaper
#rain,” he ‘answered.

“And your head and arms?”

“Thown out of a hansom last night,”

the eaid grimly.
. We were all silent for a momemnt. So
far as I was concerned, speech was al
together beyond me. Lady Angela, too,
jeeemed to find something disconcerting in
"Ray’s searching gaze.

“My welcome,” he remarked quietly,
#does not seem to be overpowering.”

Lady Angela laughed, but there was a
mote of unreality in her mirth.

“You must expect peopje to be amazed,
Mostyn,” she said, “if you treat them to
lsuch surprises. Of course I am glad to
ee you. Have you seen Blenavon yet?”
“Y] have not been to the house,” he an-
wered. “I came straight here.”

“And your luggage?’ she asked.

{ “Lost,”” he answered tersely. “I only
fjust caught the train, and the porter
s to have missed me.”

“You appear to have passed through
complete chapter of mishaps,” she re-
ariked. ‘“Never mrind!
hwour lunch very badly, or do you want to
malk to Mr. Ducaine?”’

‘Next to the walk up. to the house

you,” he answered, “I think that I
nt my lunch move than anything in
A world.”

Lady Angela smiled her farewells at
bme, and Ray nodded curtly. I watched
them pass through the plantation and
betroll ‘across the park. There was nothing
wery loverlike in their attitude. Ray seem-
bed scarcely to be glancing towards his
jcompanion; Lady Angela had the air of
one absorbed in thought. I watched them
til they disappeared, and then I en-
ed my own abode and sat down me-
ically before the lunch which Groo-
ton had prepared. I ate and drank as
one in a dream. Only last night Ray

said mnothing about i

I had struck last might.
{ Now though Ray’s’ attitude towards me
oftten puzzling, an absolute faith in his

nesty was the one foundation which I
had felt solid beneath my feet during these

t few weeks of strange happenings. This
{wag the first blow which my faith had re-

ived, and I felt that at any cost I must

w the truth. After lunch I finished
{the papers which, when complete, it was
my duty to lock away in the lib: safe
up at the house, and secured them in my
P ) But imstead of going at
once to the house I set out for Braster
{Junction.

There was a porter there whom I had
iepoken to once or twice. I called him on
ione side. /

“Can you tell me,” I asked, “what pass-
iengers there were from ILondon by the
mewspaper train this morning?”’

-“None at all, sir,” the man answered
ireadily.

“Are you quite sure?”’ I asked.
¥The man smiled.

' “I'm more than sure, sir,” the man an-

swered, ‘because she never stopped. She
only sets down by signal now, and we
ad the message ‘no passengers’ from
Wells. She went through here at forty
iles an hour.” -

! “I was expecting Colonel Ray by that

train,” | memarked, ‘“the gentleman who
ectured on the war, you know, at the
illage Hall.”

{ The man looked at me curiously.

! “Why, he came down last night, same

in as you, eir. I know, because he only

got out just as the train was going on,
and he stepped into the station master’s
ouse to light his pipe.”

“Thank you,” I eaid, giving the man a
“I must have just missed him,

Now, indeed, all my convictions were up-
set. Colonel Ray had left me outside his
clubhouse last night, twenty minutes be-
fore the train started, without a word of
coming to Braster. Ye he travelled down

y the same train, avoided me, lied to

dy Angela and myself this morning, and
had exactly the eort of wounds which I
had inflicted upon that unknown assailant
who attacked me in the darkness. If cir-
cumstantial evidence went for anything,
Ray himself had been my aggreesor.

I avoided the turn by Braster Grange
band went straight on to the village. Com-
ing out of the post office T found mywself

to face with Blanche Moyat. She held

t her hand eagerly.

“Where you coming in?”’ she asked.
“Well, not today,” I answered. “I am
ton my way to Rowchester, and I am late
already.”

i She kept by my eide.

“Come in for a few moments,” she begz-
ged, in a low tone. “I want to talk to

you.
“Not the old subject, I hope,” I remark-

{ She looked around with an air of mys-
| tery.

“Do you know that some one is making

|inquiries about—that man?” 3
. “I always thought it possible,” T an-
yewered, “that his friends might turn up
|some time or other.”
. We were opposite the front of the Moy-
lats’ house. She opened the door and beck-
l'oned me to follow, I hesitated, but eventu-
i ally did so. She led the way into the draw-
{ing room, and carefully closed the door af-
| ter us,

“Mr. Ducaine,” she said, “I mean it,
! really. There is some one in the village
! making inquiries—ahsut—+the man who was
chnd dead.”

“Well,” 1 said, “that is not very sur-
| prising, is it? His friends were almost cer-
!tain to turn up sooner or later.”

{  “His friends! But do you know who it
}i8?” ehe asked.

| T sunk resignedly into one of Mns. Moy-
at’s wool-work covered chairs. An ahsurd
little canary was singing itself hoaree al-
! most over my head. I half “clesed my eyes.
! How many more problems was I to be eon-
fronted with during these long-drawn-out
days of mystery?

“Oh, 1 do not know,” T declared. “T am
| qure I do not care. I am eorry that I ever
| asked you for one moment to keep your
| counsel about the fellow. I never saw

jhim. I do  not know who he was, 1
{know nothing about him. And 1
{don’t want to, Miss Moyat. He may
thave been prince or pedlar for any-
{ thing I care.”

'tery ” I asked. “I have no fear of any-

‘|out of the room. “Blanche, you see if you

| not hear. She nodded and left us together.

“Well, he wasn’t an ordinary person, af-
ter all,” she declared, with an air of mys-
tery. “Have you heard of the lady who's
taken Braster Grange? She’s a 'friend of
Lord Blenavon’s. He's always there.”

“I have heard that there is such a per-
son,” 1 answered wearily.

“She’s been making inquiries right and
left—everywhere, There's a notice in yes-
terday’s Wells Gazette, and a rewanrd of
fifty pounds for any one who can give any
information about him sufficient to lead to
identification.”

“If you think,” I said you can earn the
pounds, pray do not let me stand in your
way.”

She looked at me with a fixed intentness
which I found peculiarly drritating.

“You don’t think that I care about the 50
pounds,” she said, coming over and stand-
ing by my dhair.

“Then why take any notice of the mat-
ter at all?”’ I said. “All that you can dis-
clese is that he came from the land and
not from the sea, and that he asked where
I lived, Why trouble yourself or me about
the matter at all? There really isn’t any
necessity, Some one else probably saw him
besides you, and they will soon find their
way to this woman.”

“It was only to me,” she murmured,
“that he spoke of you.” :

“Do_you believe,” I asked, “that I mur-
dered him?”

She shuddered.

“No, of course I don’t,” ehe declared.

“Then why all this nervousness and mys-

thing which might happen. Why should
you be afraid?”’

“I am not afraid,” ehe said slowly, “but
there is something about it which I do not
understand. Ever since that morning you
have awoided me.”

“Nonsense!” I exclaimed.

“It i@ not momsense,” ghe answered. “It
is the truth. You used to come sometimes
to see father—and now you never come
near the place. It is—boo bad of you,” she
went on, with a little sob. “I thought that
after that morning, and my, promising to
do what you asked, that we should be
greater friends than ever. Instead of that
you have never been near us since. And I
don’t care who knows it. I am miserable.”

She was leaning against the arm of my
chair. It was clearly my duty to administer
the consolation which the eituation de-
manded. I realized, however, that the oc-
casion was critical, and I ignored her prox-
imity.

“Miss Moyat,” I said, “I am sorry if
asking you to tell that harmless little fib
l:lxs m;r:»dle you miserable. I amply desir-

“It isn’t altogether that,” ehe interrupt-
ed. “You know it isn’t.” !

“You give me credit for greater powers
of divination than I possess,” I answered
calmly. “Your father was always very
kind to me, and I can assure you that I
have not forgotten it. But I have work to
do now, and I have ecarcely an hour to
spare. Mr. Moyat would understand it, I
am sure.”

The door was suddenly opened. Mis.
Moyat, fat and comely, came in. She sur-
veyed us both with a friendly and meaning
smile, which somehow made my cheeks
burn. It was no fault of mine that Blanche
had been hanging over my chair.

“Come,” she said, “I'm eure I'm very
glad to see you once more, Mr. Ducaine.
Such a stranger as you are too! But you
don’t mean to sit in here without a fire all
the afternoon, I suppose, Blanche. Tea is
just ready in the dning room. Bring Mr.
Ducaine along, Blanche.”

I held out my hand. .

“I am sorry that I cannot stop, Mrs.
Moyat,” 1 said. “Good afternoon, Miss
Moyat.” .

She looked me in the eyes.

“You are not going,” she murmured.

. “I am afraid,” I answered, “that it is
imperative. I ought to have been at Row-
chester long ago. We are 0o near neigh-
bors, though, not to see something of one
ancther again before long.”

“Well, I'm sure there’s mo mneed to
hurry eo,” Mms. Moyat declared, backing

can’t persuade Mr. Ducaine. Father’ll be
home early this evening, too.”

“I think,” Blanche said, “that Mr. Du-
caine has made up his mind.”

She walked with me to the hall door,
but she declined to shake hands with me.
Her appearance was little short of tragic.
I think that at another time I might have
been amused, for never in my life had I
spoken more than a few courteous words
to the girl. But my merves wenre all on
edge, and I took her seriously. I walked
down the street, leaving her standing in
the .threshold with the door ¢pen as though
anxious to give me a chance to return if I
would. I looked back at the corner, and
waved my hand. There was so'mcthir;g al-
most threatening in the grim irresponsive
figure, standing watching me, and making
no pretence at returning my famwel]:
watching me with eteady eyes and close-
drawn brows. :

CHAPTER XXIIT.
Mostyn Ray Explains.

I walked straight to the house, and
locked up my papers in the great safe. T
had hoped to escape without seeing either
Ray or Lady Angelia, but as I crossed the
hall they issued from the billiard room.
Lady Angela turned towards me eagerly.

“Mr. Ducaine,” she, exclaimed, ‘“have
vou seen anything of Lord Blenavon to-
day?”’

I shook my head.

I have not seen him for several days,
Lady Angela,” I answered.

Ray said something to her which I could

*It gseems,” he said, ‘‘that this amiable
voung gentleman is more or less in the
clutches of our siren friend at Braster
Grange, I think that you and I had
better go and dig him out.”

“Thank you,” 1 answered, “but I had
all I wanted of Braster Grange last night.”

“Pooh!” he answered lightly, *“‘you are
not even scratched. They are clumsy con-
spirators there. I think that you and I
are a match for them. Come along!”

“You must excuse me, Colonel Ray,” T
said, “but I have no desire to visit Bras-
ter Grange, even with you.”

Lady Angela, whose crossing the hall
had been noiseless, suddenly interposed.

“You are quite right, Mr. Ducaine,” she
said; “but this is no visit of courtesy, is |
it? I am sure that my brother would never |
stay there voluntarily. Something must
have happenned to him.”

“We will go and see,” Ray declared.
“Come along, Ducaine.”

1 hesitated, but a glance from Lady
Angela settled the matter. For another
such I would have walked into hell. Ray
and I started off together, and 1 was not
long before I spoke of the things which
were in my mind.

“Colonel Ray,” I said, “when I saw you
this mornins you made two statements,
both of which were false.”

Ray %rought out his pipe and began to
fill v {x leisurely fashion.

’ i

“Go on,” he said.' “What were they?”’
“The first Wwas that you had come down
from Lpndon by the newspaper train this
momin;g, and the second was that you
thad received your injuries in a hansom’

| cab accident.”

His pipe was started, and he puffed out
dense volumes of smoke with an air -of
keen enjoyment.

“Worst of having a woman for your hos-
tess,” he demarked, “one can’t smoke ex-

{ | cept a sickly cigarette or two. You should

take to a pipe, Ducaine.”

“Will you be good enough to explain
those two misstatements, Colonel Ray ¥’

“Lies, both of them?” he answered,with
grim cheerfulness. ‘“Rotten lies, and I
hate telling ’em. The hansom cab accident
must have sounded a bit thin.”

“It aid,” I assured him.
~ He removed his pipe from his teeth,and
pushed down the tobacco with the end of
his finger.

“] came down from town by the same
train that you did, 4 he said, “and as for
my broken head smashed arm, you
did it yourself.”

“T imagined so,” 1 answered. “Perhaps
you will admit that you owe me some ex-
planation.”

He laughed, a deep bass laugh, and look-
ed down at me with a gleam of humor in
his black eyes.

“Come,” he said, “I think that the boot
is on the other leg.- My head is exceed-
ingly painful and my leg is very stiff.
For a young man of your build you have
a most surprising muscle.”

“] am to understand, then, that it was
you who committed an unprovoked assault
upon me—who planned to have me way-
laid in that dastardly fashion?”

“Do you think,” Ray asked quietly,
“that T should be such a damned fool?”

“What am I to think, then, what am
I to believe?” 1 asked, with a sudden
anger. “You found me starving, and you
gave me employment, but ever since I

started my work life has\become a huge !

ugly riddle. Are you my friend or my
enemy? I do not know. There is a drama
being played out before my very eyes. The
figures in it move about me continually,
yet I alone am blindfolded. I am trusted
to almost an incredible extent. Great
issues are confided to me. I have been
given such a post as a man might work
for a lifetime to secure. Yet where a little
confidence would give me zest .for my
work—would take away this horrible sense
of moving always in the darkness—it is
withheld from me.” !

Ray smoked on in silence for several
mcments.

“Well,” he said, “I am not sure that
you are altogether unreasonable. But, on
the other hand, you must not forget that
there is method, and a good deal of it,
in the very things of wiich you complain.
There are certain positions in which a
man may find himself where a measure of
ignorance is a blessed thing. Believe me,
that if you understood, your difficulties
would increase instead of diminish.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“But between you and me at least, Col.
Ray,” I said, “there is a plain issue. You
can explain the events of last night to
me.”

“] will do that,” he answered, “‘since
you have asked it. Briefly, then, I parted
from you on the steps of my club at a few
minutes past nine last night.”

“Yes!”

«] saw from the moment we appeared
that you mwere being watched. I saw the
man who was loitering on the pavement
lean over to hear the address you gave to
the cabman, and you were scarcely away
before he was following you. But it was
only just as he drove by, leaning a little

forward in his hansom, that - 1
saw his face. I recognized him
for one of that woman’s most

dangerofis confederates, and I knew then
that some villainy was on foot. To cut
a long story short, I came down unob-
served in your train, followed you to Bras-
ter Grange, and was only a yard or two
behind when this fellow, who acts as the
woman’s .chauffeur,, eprang out upon you.
I was unfortunately a little too quick to
the rescue, and received a smash on the
head from your stick. Then you bolted,
and I found myself engaged with a pair
of them. On the whole I think that they
got the worst of it.”

“The other one—was Lord Blenavon!”
I exclaimed.

“It was.”

“Then he is concerned in the plots
which are going on against e’ 1 con
tinued. “I felt 'certain of it. What a
blackguand!”

“For his sister’s sake,” Colonel Ray
said softly, “I want to keep him out of
it if I can. Therefore I hit him a little
harder than was necessary, He should be
hors de combat for some time,”

“But why didn't you cry out to me?”’
I said, “I should not have run if I had
known that I had an ally there.”

“To run was exactly what I wanted you
to do,” Ray enswered. ‘“You had the dis-
patch-box, and I wanted to see you safe

away.”
“] glanced at his bandaged head and
arm

“I suppose that I ought to apologize to
you,” 1 said.

“Under the circumstances,” he declared,
“we will ery quits.”

Then as we walked together in the glit-
tering spring sunshine, this big silent man
and I, there came upon me a swift, poign-
ant impulse, the keener perhaps because
of the loneliness of my days; to implore
him to unravel all the things. which lay
between us. 1 wanted the story of that
night,, of my concern in it, stripped bare.
Already my lips were opened, when
round the corner of the rough lane by
which Braster Grange was approached on
this side came a doctor’s gig. Ray shad-
ed his eyes and gazed at its occupant.

“Ig this Bouriggs, Ducaine?” he asked,
“¢he man who shot with us.”

“It is Dr. Bouriggs,” I anewered.

Ray stopped the gig and exchanged
greetings with the big sandy“haired man,
who held a rein in each hand as though
he were driving a market wagon. They
chatted for a moment or two, idly enough,
as it seemed to me.

“Amny one ill at the Grange, doctor ?”
Ray asked at length.

The doctor looked at him curiously.

“] have just come from there,” he an-
swered. ‘“There is nothing very serious-
ly wrong.”

“Can you tell me if Lord Blenavon is
there?”’ Ray asked. :

The doctor hesitated.

“1¢ was hinted to me, Colonel Ray,”
he said, ‘“that my visit to the Grange was
not to be spoken of. You will under-
stand, of course, that the etiquette of our
profession—""

“Quite right,” Ray interrupted. “The
fact is, Lady Angela is very anxious about
her brother, who did not return to Row-
chester last night, and she has sent us
out as a seanch party. Of course, if you
were able to help us shg would be very
gratified.”

The doctor hesitated.

“The Duke and, in fact, all the family
have “akways been exceedingly kind to
me,” he remarked, looking straight be-
tween his horse’s ears. “Under the cir-
cumstances you mention, if you were to
assort that Lord Blenavon was at Braster
Grange 1 do not think that I should con-
tradict you.”

Ray smiled.

“Thank you, doctor,”
morning.”

he said. “Good

{man who has

The doctor drove on, and we pursued
our way.

“It was a very dark night,” Ray said,
half to himself “but if Blenavon was the
man I hit he ought to have a cracked
skull.”

After all, our interrogation of the doc-|
tor was quite unnecessary. We were ad-
mitted at once to the Grange by a neatly-
dressed parlor-maid. Mrs. Smith-Lessing,
was at home and the girl did not for a|
moment seem to doubt her mistress’ wil-
lingness to Teceive us. As she busied her-
self poking the fire and opening wider
the thick curtains, Ray asked her another
question,

“Do you know if
here?”

“Yes, sir,” the girl answered prompt-
ly. “He was brought in last night rather

Lord Blenavon is

morning.
lgnow that you are here, sir.”

She hurried out, with the rustle of stiff|
starch and the quick light-footedness of
the well-trained servant. Ray and I ex-
changed glances, ‘

“After all, this is not such a home of
mystery as we expected,” I remarked.

“Apparently not,” he answered. ‘The
little woman is playing a bold game.”

Then Mrs. Smith-Lessing came in.

CHAPTER XXIV.
Lord Blenavon’s Surrender.

She came in very quietly, a little pale
and wan in this cold evening light. She

held out her hand to me with a subdued
but charming smile of welcome.

“I am so glad that you have come to|
see me,” she said eoftly. “You can help
me, too, about this unfortunate young
been thrown upon my
hands. I—”

Then she saw Ray, and the words seem-
ed to die away upon her lips. I had to
steel my heart against her to shut out
the pity which I could scarcely help feel-|
ing. She was white to the lips. She |
stood as one turned to stone, with her
distended eyes fixed upon him. It was
like a trapped bird watching its impend-
ing fate. She faltered a little on her
feet, and—I could not help it—I hurried
to her side with a chair. As she sank
into it she thanked me with a very plain-
tiff smile. :

“Thank you,” she said, Simply. “I am
not very strong, and I did not know that
man was with you.” .

Ray broke in. His voice sounded hansh,
his manner, I thought, was unnecessarily
brutal. /

“] can understand,” he said. “that you!
find my presence a little unwelcome. I
need scarcely say that this is mot a visit
of courtesy. You know very well that
willingly I would never spend a mament
under the safe roof as you. I am here to
speak a few plain words, to which you
will do well to listen.”

She raised her eyes to his. Her courage
seemed to be returning- at the note of
battle in his tone. Her small, well-shap-
ed head was thrown back. . The hands
whidh grasped the sides of her chair ceas-
ed to tremble.

“Go omn,” she said.

“We will not play at cheap diplomacy,”
he said, sueeringly. “I know you by a
dozen names, which you alter and adopt
to suit the occasion. You are a creature
of the French police, one of those para-
sitical creatures who live by sucking the
honesty out of eimpler persons. You are
here because the more private meetings
of the English Council of Defence are be-
ing held at Rowchester. It is your object
by bribery, or theft, or- robbery, or the
seductive use of those wonderful charms
of yours, to gain possession of copies of
any particulars whatever about the Eng-
lish autumn manoeuvres, which, curiously
enough, have been arranged as a sort of
addendum to those on your side of the
Channel. You have an ally, I regret to
say, in the Duke's son, you are seeking
to gain for yourself a far more valuable
one in the person of this boy. You say
to yourself, mo doubt, Like father, like
son. You ruined and disgraced the one.
You think, perhaps, the other will be as
easy.u

“Stop!” she cried.

He looked at her curicusly. Her
with pain. In her eyes was the look of a
being stricken to death.

“It is tenrible!” che murmured, “that
men so coarse and brutal as you should
have the gift of speech. I do not wish
to ask for any mercy from you, but if I
am to stay here and listen, you will speak
only of facts.”

He shrugged his shoulders contemptu-
ously.

“You should be hardened by this time,”
he said, “but I forgot that we had an
audience. “It is always worth while to
play a little to the gallery, isn't it? Well,
facts, then. The boy is warned against
you and from today this house is watch-
ed by picked detectives. Blenavon ean
avail you mnothing for he knows nothing.
Such clumsy schemes as last night's are
foredoomed to failure, and will only get
you into trouble. You will waste your
time here. Take my advice, and go!”

She rose to her feet. Smaller and frail-
er than ever she seemed, as she stood be-
fore Ray, dark and massive.

“Your story is plausible,” ¢he said
coldly. “It may even be true. But,japart
from -that, I had another and a greater
reason for coming to England, for coming
to Braster. I came to seek my husband
—the father of this boy.. I am even now
in search of him.”

I held my breath and gazed at Ray.

For the moment it seemed as though the
tables were turned. No signs of emotion
were present in his face, but he seemed |
to have no words. He simply looked at|
her. .
“He “left me in January,” she continu-
ed, “determined at least to have speech
with his son. He heard then for the first
time of the absconding trustee. He came
to England, if not to implore his son’s
forgiveness, at least to place him above
want. And in this country he has never
been heard of. He has disappeared. 1
am here to find him. Perhaps,” she ad-
ded, leaning a little over towards Ray,
and in a slightly altered tone, “perhaps
you can help me?”

Again it seemed to me that Ray was
troubled by a certain speechlessness.
When at last he found words, they and
his tone were alike harsh, almost violent.

“Do you think,” he said “that 1 would
stretoh out the little finger of my hand
to help you or him? You know very well
that 1 would not. The pair of you, in
my opinion, were long since outside the
pale of consideration from any living be-
ing. If he is lost, so much the “better.
If he is dead, so much the better still.”

“1t is because I know how you feel to-
wards him,” she said, slowly, “that I
wondered—yes, 1 wondered!”

“Well ?”

“Wihether you could nct, if you chose,
solve for me the mystery of his disap-
pearance.”

There was as much as a dozen seconds
or so of tense silence between them. She
never once flinched. The cold question
of her eyes seemed to burn its way into
the man’s composure. A fierce exclama-
tion broke from this lips.

“If he were dead” he said, “and if it
were my hand which had removed him,
1 should count it amongst the best ac-
tions of my life.”

She looked at him curiously—as one
might regard a wild beast.

“You can speak like this before his

| with a shudder.

son?”

“T veil my words at no time and for no
man,” he answered. “The truth is always

best.”

= Then the door opened, and Blenavon en-
tered. His arm and head were bandaged,
and he walked with a dimp. He was dead-
ly pale, and apparently very mervous. He
attempted a casual greeting with Ray, but
Ray, for his part,
had evidently’ no mind to beat about the

it was a poor pretence.

bush.

“Lord Blenavon,” he eaid, “this house is
no fit place for your father’s eon. I have
warned you before, but the time for advice
is past. Your hcstess here is a creature of
the French police, and her business here is
to suborn you and others whom ahe can
buy or cajole into a treasonable breach of
It is very possible that you
But I appeal to
badly hurt, but he is much better this' tive of a f‘.:f:’“}‘g‘,’l‘gal?ﬂ?“fmﬁ?ﬁ, ’eﬁz""‘;ﬂl
I will let Mrs. Smith-Lessing | illing to leave at once with us and bo
depart altogether from this part of the
the conse-

confidence.
know all this, and more.

country, or will you face

quences ?”’

Blenavon was a coward. He shook and
!stammered. He was not even master of his

voice.

“I do not understand you,” he faltered.
“You have no night to speak to me like

this.”

“Right ar no right, I do,” Ray answered.
“If you refuse I shall not spare you. Last
night was only one' incident of many. I
break my faith as a soldier by giving you

this opportunity. Will you come?”

“I am waiting now for a carriage,” Blen-
avon anewered. “I have sent to the house

for ome.”

“You will nct return to the house,” Ray
“You will leave here for the
station, the station for London, and Lon-
| don for the Continent. You do this, and I
hold my peace. You refuse, and I see
Lord Ohelsford and your father tonight.”
From the first T knew that he would

said hortly.

yield, but he did it with an ill grace.

“] don't see why I should go,” he said,

sulkily. I
“Either you and

London,” Ray said.

grace upon your family.

youms.”

Blenavon turned towards the woman as
though for aid. But che stood with her
back to him, pale and with a thin scorn-

ful emile upon her lips.

“The choice,” Ray repeated, glancing at
the time is

his watch, but

gthort.”

“is  yours,

“I will go,” Blenavon said. “I was off in
Of what you sus-
pect me I don’t know, and I don’t care.

a day or two, anyway.

But I will go.”

Ray put his watch intc his pocket. He

turned to Mrs .Smith-Lessing.
“Betiter come too,”

one knows now who and what you are.”

She looked at him with white cxpression-

Jess facé.

“It does not suit me to leave the neigh-

borthood at present,” she said calmly.

If she had been a man Ray would have
I could see his white teeth

struck her.
clenched fiercely together.

“It does not suit me,” he said, in a low
tone vibrate with suppressed passion, “to
You are a plague syot up-
on. the place. You have been a plague spot
Whatever you touch you

have you here.
all your life.
corrupt.”

She shrank away for a moment.

for his brutality.

“What a butcher you are!” she eaid,
looking at him curiously. *“If ever you

should marry—God help the woman.”

“There are women and women,” he an-
“Ag for you, you do not

swered roughly.
count in the sex at all.”

She turned away from him with a little |
shudder, and for the finst time during the
interview ehe hid her face in her hands.

It was all I could do to avoid spezch.

“Come,” he said, ‘“do you agree? Wil
you leave this place? I promise you that
your schemes here at any rate are at an

end.”

She turned to me. Perhaps something
in my face had spoken the sympathy which

I could not wholly suppress.

“Guy,” she said, “I want to be rid of
this man, because every word he speiks—
But I cannot even look at him
At this war of words he has | "
I admit it. I am jgether.
I spoke
truthfully when I said that 1 came to
England in search of your father. We
may both of us be the creatures that man
would have you believe, but .we have been
husband and wife for eighteen yeans, and
it is my duty to find out what has become

hurts.
any more.
won. I am beaten.
crushed. I am not going away.

of him. Therefore I stay.”

I could see Ray’s black eyes fMashinz. He
almost gripped my arm as he drew me
away. We three left the house together.
At the bottom of the drive we met a car-
riage sent down from Rowchester. Ray

stopped it.

“Belavon and I will take this carriage
“Will you, Du-
caine, return to Lady Angela and tell her

to the station,” he said.

exactly what has happened?”

“Oh, come, I'm not going to have that,”

Blenavon exclaimed.

“It will not be unexpected news,” Ray
“Your sister suspects al-

said sternly.
ready.”

“I'm not going to be bundled away and
leave you to concoct any precious story
vou think fit,” Blenavon declared, dog-

oy »

gedly.

Ray opened the carriage door and grip-

ped Blenavon’s arm.

“Get in,” he said in a low, suppressed

tome.

There was something almost animal in
the fury of Ray’s voice. 1 looked away
Blenavon stepped quiet-
ly into the carriage. Then Ray came oyer
to me,and as he looked searchingly into my

face, he pointed up the carriage drive.

“Boy,” he said, ‘‘you are young, and in
hell itself there cannot be many such as
she. You think me brutal. It is because
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I remember—your mother

He stepped into the carriage. I turned

round and set cut for Rowchester.

CHAPTER XXV. |
My Secret.

There followed for me another three
days of unremitting work. Then midway
through one morning I threw my pen
from me with a great sense of relief. They
might come cr c¢end for me when they
My eyes were hot
Instindtively I
threw open my front door, and it seemed
to me that the sun and the wind and the

chose. I had finished.

and my brain weary.

birds were calling.

So I walked northwards down on the
beach, across the grasssprinkled sandhil's
I walked
with my cap stuffed in my pocket, my
head bared to the freshening wind, end
As
I walked, my thoughts, wiich had been
concentrated for these last few days upon |
my work, went back to that terrible half-
hour ait Braster Grange. 1 thought of Ray.
I realized mow that for days past I had
been striving not to think of him. The
man’s sheer brutality appalled me. I be-
lieved in him now wholly, I believed at
least in his honesty, his vigorous and
trenchant loyalty. But the ways of the
man were surely brutal to torture even
vermin caught in the trap, and that wo-
man, adventuress though she might be,

and ithe mud-bottomed manrshes.

all the may I get no hiving creature.

had fliached before him in agonyp

I together, or I alone,
are going to catch the six o’clock train to
“If I go alone you
will be an exile from England for the rest
of your life, your name will be removed
from every club to which you belong, and
you will have brought irreparable dis-
The choice is

‘he said quietly.
“You have no more chance here. Every

After
all, she was a woman, and I hated Ray

of her body. And Blenavon, too! Surely|
he might have remembered that he was |
her brother. He mright have helped him to |
retain just a portion of his self-respect. |
Was he as severe on every measure of
wrong-doing? I fancied to myself the|
meeting on that lonely u‘o?d between the|
poor white-faced creature 'who had look- |
ed in upon my window, and this strong|
merciless man. Warmed with exercise as|
I was, I shivered. Ray reminded me of
those grim figures of the Old Testament.
An eye for an eye, a life for a life, were
precepts with him indeed. He was as in-
exorable as Fate itself. I feared him, and
I knew why. I feared him when I thought
of Angela, almost over-sensitive 8o delica’e
a flower to be held in his strong, merci-
less grasp. I walked faster and faster,
for thoughts were crowding in upon me.
{ Such a tangled web, such bitter sweetness
as they theld for me. These were  the
thoughts which in those days it was the
struggle of my life to keep from coming
to fruition. I knew very well that, if
once I gave way to them, flight alone
could eave me. For the love of her was in
my nerves, in every beat of my pulsef a
wild and beautiful dream, against which
I was fighting always a hopeless battle.

Far away, coming towards me along the
sands, I saw her. 1 stopped short. ¥or a
moment my heart was hot with joy, then
I looked wildly around, thinking of flight.
It was not possible. Already ehe had
seen me. She waved her hand and
increased her  pace, walking  with
the swift effortless grace of her beautiful
ycung limbs, her head thrown back, a wel-
ccming smile already parting her lips. I
sat my teeth and prepared myself for ‘uhe
meeting. Afterwards would come the pa'n,
but for the present the joy of seeing her,
of being with her, was everything! 1 has-
tened forward. 0

«T could not stay indoors,” she said, as
#he turned by my side, “although I have

visitors to entcrtain. Besides, I have news!
My father is coming down today, and ik
think some of the others. We have just
had a telegram.”

“I am glad,” I answered.
finished my work, and I want some more.”

“You are insatiable,” she declared, smil-
ing. “You have written for three days,
days and mnights too, I believe, and you
look like a ghost. You ought to take a
rest now. You ought to want one, at any
rate.”

Then the smile faded from her lips, and
the anxiety of a sudden thought possessed

“T have just

er.

“I have not heard a word from Colo_nel
Ray,” she said. “It terrifies me to think
that he may have told my father about
Blenavon.”

“You must ineist upon
not,” I declared. “Your
England, has he not?”

“He is at Ostend.”

“Then (olonel Ray will keep his qu,”
[ assured her. ‘‘Besides, you have writ-
ben to him, have you not?”’ _

«I have written,” she answered.’ “Sh]l,
I am afraid. He will do what he thinks
right, whatever it may he.” e

“He wili respect your wishes,” 1 said.

She smiled a little bitterly.

“T{e is not an easy person to influence,”
¢he murmured. “I doubt whether my
wislhes, even my prayers, would weigh wikh
him a particle against his own judgment.
And he is severe—very severe.”

I said nothing, and we walked for some
time in silence.

“Next week,” she said abruptly, “I must
go back to London.”

It was too sudden! I could not keep
back the little exclamation of despair. She
walked for some time with her head turn-
ed away from me, as though something
on the dark clcar horizon across the waters
| had fascinated her, but I caught a glimpse
of her face, and I knew that my secret
had escaped me. Whether I was glad or
sorry I could not tell. My thoughts were
all in hopeless confusion. When she &spoke.
| there was a centain reserve in her tome. I
knew that things would never again be
exactly the same between us. Yet she was
not angry! I hugged that thought to my-
self. She nvas etartled and serious, but she
was not angry.

“One eeason is very much like another,”
she said, “but it is noi possible to absent
oneself altogether. Then afterwards there
is Cowes and Homburg, and I always have
a plan for at least thre2 weeks in Scotland.
| [ believe we shall close Rowchester alto-

it that he does
brother has left

“The Duke?’ I asked.

“e never spends the summer here,” she
acswered. “We are generally together af-
ter July, so perhars,” she added, ‘“‘you may
have to endure more of my company than
you think.”

She looked at me with a faint, provoking
smile, How dare she? T was master of
mywself now, and I answered her coldly.

“T ehall be very sorry to leave here,” I
said. “I hope if my work lasts eo long
that T ehall be able to go on with it at
the ‘Brand.””

She made mo answer to that, but in a
moment or two she turned and looked at
me thoughtfully. !

“You are rather a surprising person,”
she remarked, “in many ways. And you
certainly have strange tastes.”

“Ig it a strang® taste to iove this place?”
1 asked.

“Of course not. But, on the other hand,
it is strange that yow should be content to
remain here indefinitely. Solitude is all
very well at times, but at youy age i
think that the vigorous life of a great city
ghould have many attractions for you. Life
here, after all, must become something of
an abstraction.” .

“It ccntents me,” I declared shortly.

“Then I am not sure that you are in an
altogether healthy frame of mind,” she
answered coolly. “Have. you no ambi-
tions ?”’

“Such as I have,” I muttered, “are hope-
less. They were built on sand—and they
have fallen.”

“Then reconstruct them,” she said. “You
are far too yourg 'to speak with such a note
of finality.”

“Some day,” I answeved, “I suppose 1
whall. At present I am content to live on
amongst the fragments. One needs only
imagination. The things one dreams about
are_always more beautiful and perhaps
more satisfying than the things one does.”

Again our eyes met, and 1 fancied that
this time she was looking a little frighten-
ed. At any rate ehe knew. I was eure
of that.

“What an ineffective sort of proceeding!”
she murmured.

A creck separated us for a few minutes.
When we came together again I asked her
a question.

“lhere is something, Lady Angela,” I
said, “which, if you would forgive the im-
pertinence of it, I should very much like to
ask you.”

She moved her head slowly, as though
giving a tacit consent. But I do not think
that ehe was auite prepared for what I
asked her. .

“When are you going to marry Colonel
Ray?”’

She looked at me quickly, almowst furtive-
ly, and I saw that her cheeks were flush-
ed. There was a look in her eyes, too,
| which T could not fathom.
| “The date is mot decided yet,” she said.
|“You know there is some talk of trouble
in Egvpt, and if so he might have to leave
at a moment’s notice.”

“It will not be, at any rate, before the
autumn, then?’ I persisted.

|
though her nerves were being hacked out |

an old aunt'and some very uninteresting |

“No.”

I drew a little breath of relief. I was

reckless whether che heard it or not. Sud-
denly she paused.

figure, standing on the top of a sandhill 4
little way off, and regarding us et adily. L.
was the Duke.

“Your father!” I said.

We quickened our pace. 1f Lady
Angela was -in  any way dizeom-
posed eche showed no signs of 4. Saie

waved her hand, and the Duke solemnly
removed his hat.

“T am so glad that he has come down
before the othhers,” she said. ‘I am long-
ing to have a talk with him. And I
don’t believe he knows anything about
Blenavon. No, he's far too cheerful.”

She went straight up to him and passed
her arm through his. He greeted me stiff-

{ ly, but not unkindly.

~ “I am ‘so glad that you have come,”
she said. “If I had not heard I should
have telegraphed to you. I've seen it in
all the papers.”

“You approve?”’ I heard him ask quiet-
ly.
“Approve is not the word,” she declar-
ed eagerly. “It is magnificent.”

“I wonder,” he asked, “if you realize
what it means?”’

“It simply doesn’t matter,” she answer-
ed, with a delightful smile. “I can make
my own dresses, if you like. Annette is
a shocking nuisance to me.”

“I am afraid,” he remarked, with an
odd little smile, “that Wlenavon will
scarcely regard the matter in the same
light.”

“Bother Blenavon!” she answered
lightly. ““I suppose you know that he's
gone off abroad somewhere?”

“I had a hurried line from him with
information to that effect,” Duke answer-
ed.: “I think that it would have been
more respectful if he had called to see
me on his way through London.”

I heard her sigh of relief.

“Now, tell me,” she begged, “where
shall we begin? Cowes, Homburg, town
house, or Annette? I'm ready.”

The Duke looked at her for a moment
as I had never seen him look at any liv-
ing person.

“You must not exaggerate to your self
the importance of this affair, Angela,”
he said. “I do not think we need inter-
fere for the present with any existing ar-
rangements.”

She took his arm and they walked on
ahead to the clearing in front of my cot-
tage, talking earnestly together. I had
no clue to the meaning of those first few
sentences which had. passed between
them. And needless to say, I now linger-
ed far enough behind to be out of ear-
shot. When they reached the turn in the
path they halted and waited for me.

versation inside with you, Ducaine,” the
Duke said. ‘‘Angela, you had better per-
haps not wait for me.” :

She nodded her farewell, a brief im-
perious little gesture, it seemed to me,
‘with very'little of kindliness in it. Then
the Duke followed me into my sitting-
room. I waited anxiously to hear what
he had to say.

(To be continued.)

RECOGNIZE IMPORTANCE
OF MINES DEPARTMENT

IR
Ottawa, Aug, 7.—The mines branch
of the department of the interior

which, after next session, will be placed
under the control of the minister of in-
land revenue, will soon move from the
Slater block in Sparks street to the
Thistle building in Wellington street,
where it will occupy three flats instead of
one as at present.

This ‘branch is rapidly growing in im-
portance and usefulness and ‘the need of
more accommodation was urgad. One floor
will be. fitted as a laboratory where as-
saying and analytical work will be car-
ried cn. Complete apparatus for giving in-
struction in magnetic surveys will ‘be in-
stalled in another pant of the building.
This instruction will be given by Mr.
Haanel, jr., an expert with the magnetom-
eter.

OCEAN BREEZE GIVES
BOSTON RELIEF

ocean brought telief tonight to the peo-
ple of this city who for three days have
suffered from the intense heat. Follow-
ing yesterday, the hottest and most op-
pressive day of the summer, today was
intensely hot, but a less than normal hu-
midity made conditions more bearable.
Two fatalities, directly due to heat, were
reported during the day, and up to 8
o’clock tonight there had been fifteen
cases of heat prostrations treated at the
hospitals. The mercury was 85 today.

BRITISH MAIL FROM
CANADA SATURDAYS

Montreal, Aug. 7—(Special)—As a result
of a conference today among Dr. R. M.
Coulter, the deputy postmaster-general;
James Thom, of the Donaldson line, and
H. Concanon, the White Star line, Liver-
pool, manager, it has been decided that the
Dominion line will carry the mails betaveen
Canada end Great Britain on Saturdays.

The service will begin, it is understood,
immediately, and the first boat to com-
mence the new &ervice will be the Ottawa,
sailing on Saturday next for Liverpool,

MONTREAL MAN
BADLY INJURED

Montreal, Aug. 7—(Special)—Henry Me-
Laren, representing Taylor, Forbes & Co.,
of Guelph, was fatally injured today in an
elevator accident in his warerooms. He
was caught between the elevator and- the
ceiling of the top floor and pinioned. His
spine is fractured and his «kull crushed,
but he never kst consciousness.

Arrest Editor on Libel OCharge.
New York, Aug. 7—The Times says:
Because he called the mayor and aldermen
of New Rochelle boodlers and raid that
Sing“Sing prison would be a good boarding
house for them, Charles D. Sibley, editor
of The Saturday Evening FEra, of New
Rochelle, was arrested yesterday on a
charge cof oriminal libel made by Mayor
Henry S. Clarke. Mayor Clarke has also
brought a civil action against Sibley tor
$25,000. :

For weeks Sibley has been criticizing
political conditions in New Rochlle. He
was admitted to bail.

Forest Fires in Ontario.
Toronto, Aug. 7—(Special)—Word has
been received by the department of crown
lands that serious fireg¢have broken out
in Gillies’ timber limiff A telegram from
Fire Ranger McDoughll states the blaze
is practically undeyF control.

“Who 18 that?’ she asked.
1 recognized him at ons—a small grey

“] am anxious for a few minutes’ con- .

Boston, Aug. 7—A cool breeze from the %

e,




