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CHAPTER XIX. (Continued).

‘““You were never lovelier, dear!” she
said when Adele had given me her
blessing, with the last hook and eye on
my rose tulle frock. “Pink is love’s
color,” she whispered, pinching my
cheek, and bending to bestow one of
her rare kisses. “Who knows but this
night will prove the most eventful of
your lifes so far—the end of one phase,
the beginning of another?”

If we had known how Lady Sophie’s
prophecy was to be fulfilied, I wond_er
if I could ~til have gone downstairs
with a light in my eyes and a smile on
my lips?

Sir George took Lady Forth in to
dinner, but I sat on his left hand. We
did not speak much to each other at
first, and only of commonplace things;
this first evening I had ever spent un-
der his roof. In my eyes there had
never been so perfect a dinner table.
Even the old butler and the smart
young footmen were notable men; I
was grateful for every plate that was
set noiselessly down before me as if it
had been a personal favor. Diana
Dunbar was not here; there would be
no discords in the music of life for me
to-night.

“Mine is the sweetest little room,” I
said in a low voice to Sir George, when
Lady Forth was for a moment pre-
occupied by a distinguished general.
“And the desk—thank you so much for
it. It was the kindest thought. How
did you manage to find it?”

I had not meant to speak of this until
after dinner, as our conversation at the
table must consist of broken scraps.
But my impatience got the better of
me, and I reflected that plans, like
promises, are often made to be broken.

“I am glad you like it!” he exclaimed,
his face looking bright and eager. “I
got hold of the desk simply enough;
just told a man to look out for me, and
finally heard through him that some-
thing of the sort I wanted was to be
sold at auction a few days ago (a poor
Johnny with a fad for collecting an-
tiques had gone bankrupt, and his
treasures had to be disposed of), so I
attended the sale myself. It was rather
good sport; and, by the way, I have a
queer thing in connection with it.to
tell you; but it is rather a long story,
so perhaps it had better wait until
after dinner. You'll give me a little
chance to talk to you, when I can in-
duce some of these lazy old war dogs
to move from the table? That's the
worst of being host. But do you know,
Miss Brand, I have been deliberately
selfish, and asked down only old mar-
ried chaps, who.avouldn’t try to snap
what I wanted from under my very
nose the instant they could get to the
drawing-room.”

Naturally I hurried back to safer
ground, metaphorically taking my
stand upon the escritoire.

“I am longing to hear all about the
desk,” I said. “It seems too good to be
true that I should have it once more,
after fearing it was lost forever.”

Sir George opened his eyes, and look-
ed at me in a puzzled way, oblivious
of the fact that Lady Forth had been
in the act of returning to her allegi-
ance.

“You don’t mean to say,” he ex-
claimed, “that it's your own escritoire
come back to you? By Jove, I am in
luck!”

“And did you mean to say you didn’t
know it was mine?”

‘“Indeed I did—glad as I would be to
claim credit that I don’t deserve.”

‘““What a coincidence, then! I'm not
sure which would have been more
strange—that you should have traced
my escritoire and got it back, or that
Yyou should have bought the very thing,
of all others, in ignorance.”

“This makes certain odd little cir-
cumstances seem queerer than ever,”
said Sir George. “Would you mind
telling me how you lost your desk?”

“Oh, the cousin with whom I lived
sold it to a dealer without my knowl-
edge because I had offended her! That
was quite simple—in one of her type;
but it was curious that next day a
man, claiming to be a solicitor inter-
ested in my affairs, should have called,
and offered money even for one look at
the escritoire. He afterwards went to
the dealer's and tried to buy it for a
very large sum, but it had already
been disposed of to a man the dealer
had never seen before. I heard all this
from my cousin’s little boy—such a
dear!—the only friend I had until—
until I met Lady Sophie.”

“And now you have more than you
know what to do with. But did you
find out the solicitor’s name, or any-
thing about him?”

“I found out that he was middle-
aged, had gray hair, and wore big,
dark spectacles.”
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“By Jove, that fellow Wynnstay!”

“So I thought.”

Our eyes met. I think we were both
remembering the rainy night when we
had come together so strangely at Hol-
land Park Mansions—remembering Mr.
Wynnstay’s explanations, my sus-
picions, and Sir George’s consoling dis-
suasions.

“Look here, Miss Brand, I'm not
much of a chap for raking up mys-
teries, but I begin to believe there
really is one here; perhaps it may not
amount to much, but, anyhow, it’s just
as well that we—that you have got that
escritoire. Did it never occur to you
there might be a secret drawer holding
papers of importance, if not to you,
then to some one else?”

“A secret drawer?”’ I echoed. “No.
I thought I knew the resources of that
escritoire from beginning to end. I'm
almost certain that If there had been
anything of the kind my mother would
have told me of it; or if not, that I
must have discovered it long ago.”

“Those things are not always so
easily discovered unless one suspects
and knows how to look for them. If I
were you I would institute a thorough
search. Particularly—"

“I will,” I impulsively broke in. “I'll
begin this very night. But why ‘par-
ticularly’ ?”

‘“Because—well, that longystory I was
saving up to tell you afteR dinner is,
in short, this: Wynnstay was at the
sale I spoke of; I recognized him in-
stantly, though I had only met him
that night when you and I saw him
together. He rushed in. in a great
hurry, rather late, and looked ready
to Kkill some one when he found out
that this Chippendale escritoire had
just been knocked down to me. He
came up afterwards, and tried all he
knew to get me to sell it again to him,
saying it had once belonged to some
one of whom he had been very fond,
and he’d only just traced it, after
searching in vain for a long time. Of
course I had no idea that the desk had
been yours, and when I saw him so
upset I was half inclined to be good-
natured and let him have it; but then
I thought how small a chance there
was of getting another as pretty be-
fore you came to Southwood, and I
hardened my heart. 4'm jolly glad
now—-"

But Lady Forth had asked him some
question.

Perhaps it was as well that the story
had been told me in brief, without
waiting, or, as things were to fall out,
I might never have heard it at all.

I knew that the men would be at
least twenty minutes at the table be-
fore coming to us in the drawing-room,
and I determined to utilize the inter-
terval ere I should be called upon to
redeem my promise to Sir George in
ransacking the escritoire for that sug-
gested secret drawer.

As the ladies trooped out of the 'din-
ing room, I—the least, the youngest,
the last, and only untitled one of the
party—flew across the hall to the wide
oak staircase that wound above.

There were numerous turns and pass-
ages, with steps up and down, to be
traversed on the way to my octagoh
room with the bow windows; but I met
no one. As I paused before my own
door I thought that I heard a slight
sound inside. ‘“Adele,” I observed to
myself as I turned the handle. The
door stuck a little, but I gave a reso-
lute push and it flew open.

Some one was kneeling at the desk,
and, surprised by my sudden entrance,
was in the act of rising from her
knees. But it was not Adele. It was
Diana Dunbar, ahd round her, on the
floor, were scattered in confusion
every movable stick of wood from the
escritoire.

She sprang up, her eyes dilated, her
bosom, under a dark evening cloak, ris-
ing and falling. For a moment we
stared at each other without speaking;
but it was I who first found breath.

“Good evening; Miss Dunbar,” I said.
”You didn’t expect me quite so soon,
perhaps?”

CHAPTER XX.
“I Hold You in the Hollow of My
Hand.”

“I was writing you a letter,” Diana
Dunbar answered, defiant, but pant--
ing. “There it is—on the desk—half
done.”

She pointed to a sheet of paper and
an envelope with a pen lying beside
them. The whole room was perfumed
with tie sweet, subtle scent that al-
wavs hung about her persen and her
clothing. I felt that I should have
known she had been there even if she
had gone before I came.

“I drove over from Mrs, Marlowe's,
where we are staying,” she desperate-
ly went on. “I wanted very much to
see you. Dinner here was later than
with us, and you had not yet finished:
I could not wait, so I asked for Lady
Sophie’s maid, and bade her show me
into your room, where I might sit down
quietly and write.”

“Is it your custom to write on your
knees, and do you always take our
the drawers of the desk at which you
sit before beginning?”’ I demanded se-
verely.

“I found the drawers exactly as they
are now, and left them so. I don’'t
know who has disturbed your desk, cer-
tainly not I. I had dropped something
of my own, and stopped to look for it
just before you came—"

the something was mine, not yours.”

“Of what do you accuse me?” she
fiercely broke in.

‘“You have been sent here by the man
who calls himself Wynnstay. But for
him you would have heard nothing of
this escritoire. What he
Dunbar know about me you know now
also, though you may not have known
it long. You perhaps have a separate
purpose of your own in coming, but
you are ‘killing two birds with one
stone.”’ Still, I think that I was in
time; I think that you have not yet
done what you tried to do.”

“You are mad!” she ejaculated.
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don’t know what you are talking about.
I don’t believe you know yourself.”

“You are looking for the secret draw-
er with the papers,” I said, as decided-
ly as if I were not speaking at a ven-
ture, merely making use of Sir George’s
presumption to startle her if she were
guilly.

As I uttered the words I kept my eyes
upon her face, and in the clear electric
light with which she had flooded the
room I saw her color come and go.
She drew in her breath sharply, but
before she could speak I had begun
again, moved by some influence which
I did not understand—an influence that
did not whisper of the dark horror that
can come of a few impulsive words.

“TI might have saved you the trouble,”
I went on, almost calmly, “if you had
chosen to ask me instead of trying to
help yourself: I have already opened
the drawer and removed the papers,
which shall never leave me after this
until I choose to make use of them.”

“You little fiend! you little tiger-
cat:” she hissed.

“Ah! you don't pretend to misunder-
stand me any longer.”

“It’s your turn now. Consuelo Brand;
you have the advantage of me in this
one move; I admit it. No, I won’t pre-
tend to misunderstand you. I did know
about the escritoire; I did look for the
drawer. Those papers you have are of
no importance to you. They are use-
iess; you can do nothing with them.
But my poor mother, whose life has
been a tragedy, cannot bear that they
should exist., Haven't you seen how
she has changed in the last few weeks?
She has aged ten years in as many
days. My heart has been breaking for
her. At last I persuaded her to tell
me all the truth. ‘You don’'t think I
can help you,” I said. ‘But the mouse
gnawed the net that held the lion pris-
oner, and you must not despise what I
can do.” If I could have got into this
room (which was mine last year when
we stayed here) and discovered the
drawer and the papers, by the instruc-
tions which I had brought with me, be-
fore you came, I would have done it and
gone away. Yet I had provided for this
thing that has happened.”

“You had provided for it by telling me
falsehoods, which I did not believe, but
found you out instead,” I interpolated.

“Yes, 1 did tell you falsehoods. I was
working for another, not myself, and I
am not too scrupulous in a good cause.
If you had believed my story about the
letter (which I really did begin, as a
blind), I would have given you certain
information which it is in my power to
give, and left you with my other er-
rand- undone, hoping for better luck
next time. But you did not believe;
you thought yourself supernaturally
clever in reading my real motive and
flinging it at my head. Well, T am no
coward; I admit the truth, as I was
ready from the first to do if the neces-
sity arose. You cannot harm me, hut
I—I hold you in the hollow of my hand,
like a white mouse whose bones I:can
crunch—crunch! I will offer you just
one chance, white mouse. Show your-
self merciful to a poor woman who is
growing old, who has done you no evil,
and T'll leave you the piece of luck
that by a fluke has come in your way.
Give me those papers, valueless to you,
because they can prove nothing, but
precious to my mother, and I stand
agide. You may marry Sir George Sea-
forih in peace—if you can gef him.”’-

“I cannot see why you should be the
arbiter of my fate, Miss Dunbar,” I
answered quietly, though my voice
trembled. “It seems to me the worst
of taste that you and I should discuss
such a subject; while as for the papers,
they are mine, and I shall certainly not
give them up.”

My words surprised myself. Until
she had confirmed by wvague sus-
picions I had been in the dark regarding
the existence of a secret drawer and
its supposititious contents. But now
the papers that were hidden alike from
me and those who had risked so much
to obtain them were the immediate
jewels of my soul. If possession be
nine points of the law, they were hard-
1y yet my property. But I felt them go
much mine that I would have cut off
my right hand sooner than yield them
to Diana Dunbar or any of her faction.

“Have you no heart?’ she retorted;
“no. pity for my mother?”

“Has she any pity for me?” I echoed.

Somehow the words went home, and
Diana winced; why, I did not know.

“You are mistaken in thinking that T
cannot be the ‘arbiter of your fate,~ ™
she quoted. “At this moment your fu-
ture rests with me. To % sure, after
what I could tell you, a thoroughly
mercenary girl, eaten up with ambition,
utterly devoid of self-respect, might
marry a man and be happy in getting
what she had bargained to get.. But
though I hate you as I never hated
any other human being, I do you justice
to believe you are not such a girl as
that. Ignorance is bliss; ignorance is
often honorable. If you would keep it,
give up the papers.” §

“I shall not give up the papers,”°’T
repeated, and moved to the bell, which
by rising my hand I could touch. :

There had been that in Diana’s fine
eyes for the fraction ot a second which
had warned me that prudence might be
valer. She had been led to believe that
I had the papers (whatever they were)
on my person; and she was a bigger,
stronger woman than I. I had spoken
that which was not true in saying that
I had found the secret drawer aﬁd re-
moved its contents; but the words had
seemed to utter themselves without my
volition.' T was to be punished for them
later; but now I did not wish Diana to
learn by force the deception I had prac-
ticed. -

“Very well, then, keep the papers,
and repent at leisure. There are many
ways of making you regret your ob-
stinacy. and I assure you they won’t
be lacking. But you have

chosen

“I don’t doubt that you had ‘stopped [
to look for something,”” I said with |
emphasis, “but I venture to think that |

and ' Lady |
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[kncwledge instead of ignorance, and
i now you shall hear why you can never
be George Seaforth’s wife, if you would
retain your self-respect.”

“What if I refuse to hear you?”’ I
said,” my voice sounding strangely faint
and far away in my own ears. ‘“What
if I touch the bell, and bi@ Adele show
you downstairs?'"’

“Do so, and the story shall come to
you from other lips. than mine. I
promised you a fortnight ago that I
would find out the secret of your coin-
ing to Lady Sophie de Gretton. I have
found it out. And if you will not hear
it from me, I shall do as I once threat-
ened, and tell the truth to the whole
world. I do not believe George Sea-
forth has ever asked you to marry him,
or ever will. But if he should do so,
it will only be through a mistaken sense
of honor, because he feeis that his folly
has irretrievably injured you, spoiled
your future. Shall all your so-called
friends whisper about this thing that I
know until the story comes to you, or
will you hear it now from me?”

“I will hear it now from, you,” I echo-
ed mechanically.

“Very well,” said Diana. She paused
a moment, and then went on: ‘“One
night, a few months ago, three young
men were dining together at their club.
Somehow the subject of women who
were famous as beauties came up. One
of the three said that to become a so-
cial celebrity a girl must, in the first
place, have a good social position, and
her people must be well and favorably
known. Or else she must be a great
heiress, with money enough to force
herself ‘down the throat of society.

“The second man thought rather dif-
ferentiy. He argued that a woman’'s
fame as a beauty depended upon some
lucky chance, : Nabody could ever tell
why one girl or woman, perhaps not as
handsome as her neighbors, should sud-
denly be lauded above them as the most
exquisite being on earth. (Of course
actresses and other professionals who
live by making themselves conspicuous
did not come into the category at all;
these men were talking merely of wo-
men in society.)

“And the third man’s opinion differ-
ed from his friends. He said that it
would be the easiest thing in the world
to make the reputation of a beauty. A
few newspapers might do it, if they
went to work in the right way; but still
better would it be for a popular young
man to undertake the task.

“He then went on to bet that he him-
self could ‘work such a scheme.' Give
a young woman, pretty, well-educated,
with decent manmners, no matter how
poor, how insignificant, how entirely
unknown at the beginning of a season,
by the end he could render her the most
admired, most sought-after girl in
town.

“His friends wanted to know how he
would accomplish this. It would bLe
very simple, he returned. He would
show the girl great attention, send her
flowers, be apparently her devoted
slave. He would rave over her perfec-

{ tions at every opportunity, and by force

of example induce others to think it
was ‘the thing’ to admire her inordin-
ately.

“His two companions were ready to
bet him almest anything that with all
his popularity he could not make a
celebrity of an’unknown girl without
money or posi 1, try as he would.
What had begun in idle fun énded In
earnest. There}rwas a wager between
the three of afthéusand pounds, the
man who had made the bet to divide
the sum between the other two, if by
the end of the season he had failed in
bringing off his coupe.

“He was to ask a certain lady, well
kpown in the set to which they all be-
longed, to find a suitable young wo-
man. She was to have so much for her
trouble in chaperoning and launching
the girl in society, and Ge—— the man
was to pay the Experiment’s board, pay
for her smart clothing, and see that
she had plenty of pocket money—"

“Be silent!” I cried out in ungovern-
able anguish, writhing under the lash
of the awful words. “I’ll not believe it.
You are lying to.me.”

“So you guess the man’s name? You
see now why Lady Sophie de Gretton
took you up; why, though she is poor
and stingy and selfish, you have had
every luxury. You understand why
George Seaforth has been at your feet,
has let himself be gossiped about as
vour-dadorer. Think of it! Everything
you have on at this moment, from your
shoes to your pretty pink frock, has
been paid for out of his pocket.”

I shuddered, and a low moan of mis-
ery came shivering from my lips.

“It isn’t true! You want to kill me!”
I stammered, with a tearing sob.

“Ask George himself. I dare you to
ask him,” Diana taunted me.

“I would not so insult hini. You are
safe in bidding me do that, and you
know it. Why—" and I spemed to draw
a breath of free air, as I caught at the
wings of hope—“why, you are my
enemy! You want.to ruin me. You
have tried before, and failed. Girls in
certain books and plays believe what
the villains tell them, and die of grief,
or give up the men they love, for a lie's
sake. You are the villain of my story;
but I am not such a poor toy. I am a
living, breathing woman. I do love
George Seaforth, and I think that he
loves me. I should be unworthy of his
love if I wronged him by so base, so
hateful, a suspicion. Only you could
have been cruel enough to invent such
a tale. Now that you have told it,
now that you have done your worst,
leave me, with the thought that you
have failed again.”

“You are less of a woman than I
fancied you!” she cried. “You‘'do be-
lieve, but you would shut your eyes to
the truth. You would marry him in
spite of all, because he is rich, because

you will find yourself mistaken. He

fiirtation. You will never be asked to
your dignity in the dust in vain.”

“If I thought for an instant that you
had told me the truth, I would never
see him again; I would leave this house
to-night,” I said, my voice under con-
trol once more. ‘“But your fingers are
not skillful enough to play upon my
heartstrings whatever tune you please.
I was startled, carried out of myself at
first; but I am stronger again now, If
you do not leave me instantly I will

of the house.”

“Oh, I am going, though if you were
not the common, underbred person that
you are, you would not stoop to rid
vourself of me by force.”

Diana moved to the door and opened
5t

“Just one thing more.” she
“Jack Marlowe, at whose

said.
mother's

| What I saw there turned my heart
he could give you a good position. But |
has gone as far as he will go in this |

| drawn them, with my pleading ones, |
be his wife, and you will have dragged |

|

{ —for the love of Heaven tell me that

| George never came to you asking you
ring the bell and have you turned out |
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house I am staying, was one of the
men in the wager. Jerry Weyland was
the other, and it was he who confessed
to me. I had to promise to marry him
before I could make him speak, but it
was worth it. And I shall keep the
promise or not, as I piease. He will
tell you what he told me, if you choose
to ask him.”

“I do not choose,” I responded stead-
ily.

“Lady Sophie, then. If you surprised
her with what you know, you could
get the whole truth from her.”

“I will tell her what I have heard
from you,” I corrected. “I have meant
to do that since you began. One only
asks questions when one has sus-
picions. I have none. But she shall
know what you have done and said
to-night.”

“I wish' vou joy of the interview,”
Diana cried, with a bitter laugh.

And she was gone before I could have
answered, if I would.

For a long moment I stood still, my
hands tightly clasped above my heart
—and they were cold as hands of ice.
Only a few minutes had passed since I
had left the light and laughter and
flower fragrance of the dining room,
yet I felt as if I had lived through
years. I had spoken confidently to
Diana, and I trusted that I had sent
her away with a galling sense of de-
feat.

But her words had stung me with
the sting of poisonous serpents. I had
said truly that I did not believe Sir
George could so cruelly have wronged
me, but her story might explain many
things. The hot, scandalous breath of
it had power to blow away the mystery
which had bewildered me, as a wind
dissipates a low-lying fog on a moun-
tain side. I could not help recalling
each merciless detail she had flung at
me. What if, after all, the tale were
irue?

“I won’t let myself think of it!” I
exclaimed, half aleud, striving agalnst
the Insidious whisperings that seemed
to mutter in my ears, as though hissed
by the lips of evil spirits. “I'll go
down—"

But at the door I paused. How could
I go down? I had not thought of a
mirror;} but T knew that I must be
pale and strange to look upon. De-
spite the training of the past few
weeks, I was not actress enough to
smile and cover the gnawing fox with
my cloak.

If I could bring myself to face them
all in the drawing-room, where the
men must have arrived by this time,
and Sir George would be looking for
me, it would be better than staying
here alone. I felt as if I might go mad
if I were shut up with my misery, to
fight against torturing fears, and the
doubts that were so disloyal to my
iove.

Yet I was afraid if I went among the
others I might break into hysterical
sobbing. It would be horrible to have
eyes upon me now; they would be like
separate pincers, searching for my
quivering nerves.

If 1 stayed I might try to banish the
consciousness of trouble by examining,
the escritoire, which was still open and
empty, as Diana had left it. For a
moment I contemplated the effort, but
almost at once dismissed the thought.

My brain was in a turmoil, It would
be impossible to concentrate my mind,
in such a mood, upon a consistent plan'
of operation. When I had been re-
assured by Lady Sophie—dear, kind
Lady Sophie!—as I surely, surely,
would be reassured before this night
was over, then I should be in proper
condition to make the trial.

As I thought, with a childishly home-
sick longing, of Lady Sophie, craving
the comfort of her presence, there came
a light tap, with a suggestion of rings
clicking against the panel, on my door.

Almost simultaneously, without wait-
for permission, Lady Sophie herself
came in. I felt superstitiously that my
wish had brought her to me, and, hur-
rying toward her, I wound my arms
about her waist.

“Why, my dear child,” she exclaimed,
“what a little ghost you look! Are you
in?”

She held me)\ closely, as I nestled to
her, and the perfume of her laces, with
a single rose she wore, was sweet as
consolation. Everything would be right
now. Everything must be right. Such
misery as I had contemplated, staring
down over a dark precipice of fear, was
too bad, too cruel, tp come into my
young life.

Oh, vou dear,) I'm so. glad you're
here,” I whispered. ‘“I’ve had a shock.
Diana Dunbar has been in my room.
I came up, and found her Ilooking
through the escritoire, See! all the
drawers are lying about. She has been
saying horrible things to me. I feel
half dead.”

“The vindictive wretch!” responfied
Lady Sophie satisfactorily. “I should-
n’t have thought jealousy would have
carried even her so far. But she could
say nothing to you which you need
mind. George doesn’t love her, and
never did, though she ingeigled him
into a mild flirtation last year. He
loves you, and she can’'t take his love
away from you. There’ doesn’t that |
cheer you up?”

She patted my shoulder with a firm
white hand.

“Nothing can cheer me til] I've re-
lieved my mind by telling it all to you
—the whole hateful story. She said,
oh! the most meonstrous thing, Lady
Sophie—that—{hat Sir George made 2
wager—"'

Under my arm, which belted her
waist, I felt a slight start, that made
me glance quickly up into her face.

sick. She looked anxious, apprehen-
sive. Her eyss appeared suddenly to

| begun to wake.

have dilated, and when I would have

they avoided the appeal.

“You shouldn’t have listened to that
malicious girl,” she said hastily.
owe it to George—"

“I didn’t listen. After strength had
come back to me, and I could break
in upon her, I tol]d her to leave me.
But, oh, Lady Sophie, what I have suf-
fered! I wouldn’t believe—but tell me

“You |

there never was such a wager—that Sir

to find a girl, that he might make an
experiment, for the sake of winning a |
bet. I—"

“Hush—hush, dear!” faltered Lady
Sophie, “Diana has grossly exagger-
ated.”

“Exaggerated? My God! then there
is truth in it, after all!”

My arms dropped from her waist. I
caught at the back of a chair and

{ vented me, and I scented a romance.

! have®been looking for.’

held myself up, with a rigid grasp, for
my knees were giving way.

She came quickly to me again, and
snatched one of my hands, though it
lay iimply in hers.

“Don’t, don’t be foolish, Consuelo,”
shé commanded, almost harshly, *“I
can't wonder, if you heard this story
from Diana, that you are mortified and
shocked. But you must let George
speak for himself. I would tell you all
there is to tell—really, there’s not a
great deal!—though I would gladly
have kept it from you if I could; but
it will be so much better coming from
George. He has the right—""

“He has no right if he has done this
thing!” I cried.

“You forget, child. He is a man of
the world, flattered and spoiled since
his boyhood, tired years ago of all the
pleasures which seem so wonderful, so
enthralling, to a debutante. Naturally,
he took up a novel idea. There are a
hundred excuses for him, which only
he can plead. You do not really love
him, if you could not forgive. Prob-
ably Diana has given you g totally
wrong version. You must let George
know that something of this sort has
reached your ears, and put him upon
his defence. He will confess every-‘
thing, like the brave, true fellow that
he is at heart.”

Confgss! Ah, this was perhaps what
he would have confessed on that sweet,
white day among the lilies. How I
wished now that he had finished then!
for: everything would have been over
long ago, and this burning pain at the
core of my heart might have ceased to i
throb so fiercely. By this time a merct-
ful numbness might have come to help |
me; and at least I should be far, far
away, out of his reach, out of his life
forever.

“Come—come, dear,” Lady Sophie |
was saying. “Let me go to George. |
You shall have a talk with him out in
the garden. No one shall know. I will
arrange it all. In an hour you will be
happy again.”

I heard her but vaguely. As T an-
swered a hand seemed clutching at my
throat choking my breath away.

“I can’t speak to him,” I said, as
firmly as I could. ‘“Nothing that you
can urge would make me do that, Lady
Sophie. You don’t realize what it
wouid be; for you are taking so much.
—s0 much for granted. He has never
said a word of love to me. If he had,
if T had been asked to be his wife, and
had accepted—if we had been engaged
when this story reached me, I might
have gone to him with it; though even
then I can’t see that it would have
done any good. I couldn# have for-
gotten; I should never hawve been sure
that he was not trying to atone. You
admit that—that the thing’s true. That
ends it.”

“How cruel, if you must hear this,
that it couldn’t have been later!” she
exclaimed. “I see how you fael; I see
that it would be harder for you to
accuse him and ask explanations, than
I had thought at first. It might seem
like a suggestion that he must com-
pensate you by making an offer of
marriage, though I know as wel] as I
know I live that such a thing would
not even occur to George. But write
him a letter. I'll help you with it.
Sit down now and i

“No, no,” I persisted chokingly. “You
must tell me, if I am to hear more.”

“I don’t know what yvou have heard
already. You are obstinate, unreason-
able, Consuelo. You—"

“Is it true that he asked you to find
a giyl for him—poor, unknown, but a
lady, and—not bad-looking? Is it true
that this girl was to be used as a pivot
for his vanity to turn on—‘made into a
celzbrity,” by a process of vivisection,
for, all the world to see?”

“The world was not to know. George,
two other men, and I—"

“Oh, Lady Sophie, this is the motive
for all your kindness, then? That day
in the park—And I lgved you so! I
could have died for yeu, in my gratl-
tude!”

“My child, my child, you wring my
heart! So did I love you, so do I love
you now. I can’t tell you how dear
you have grown to me, truly, honestly.
I entered iMito this jest before I knew
you——"

“This jest!” I echoed, sobbing It
bids fair to be a sorry jest for me!”

“It will be what you make it. For
Heaven’s sake take this more quietly,
more sensibly, Consuelo. You are
shattering my nerves. Good gracious!s
how shall I talk to you, how can I best
make you see reason? Listen to me.
Do you remember coming upon George
and me that first night at Lady Dun-
bar’s ball, before he had been intro-
duced to you? ‘I don’t know whether
you heard anything or not. I was
afraid then that you had.

“But he’d met you twice after I'd
talked with you in the park, not
dreaming that you were tie girl I had
chosen for his experimemt. He ad-
mired you more than apyone he had
ever seen, and begged that, if it were
not too late, I wouid no longer try to
find a protege to chaperon on his be-
half. If you could be got to fill the
place, it would be perfect from his
point of view. But already he was
half in love, and his conscience had

‘“He saw that, though in carrying
out his plan a girl would have advant-

Mm:

been able to provide for ¥o
saw that you were beautifui,

be made far more beutiful
dared hope you would succeeq ip, .
ing so splendid and war .
George Seaforth, but it v
you would have opportunit
ing well. Now, as it turne
have done better than an;
butante for years. Don't, f
of pique, throw away your

I could not answer, I
into a chair, at last, and sa
face buried in my hands,

“Tell me, dear, that you are
be a good, sensible girl,” she
coaxingly.

What should T say to her? 1~
was fixed. There was only or
for me to do, and I meant to -
it killed me. But I did not
make a scene, which would o
flame the wound that had beer
me by turning the dagger in th
ering ffesh,

I felt so weak, so utterly Spe
body, that I dreaded lest my spirit
should be robbed of strength if
it were flooded with the torrent
pleading.

I did not look up, and my finger
covered my wet eyes, but I he:
faint, quick sigh of relief.

“Of course you shall thirk, child
much as ever you like,” Lady S
soothingly assured me. “It is only sud-
den decisions that I dread. Think —
think how good George really is, how
handsome, how dearly he loves you
how his heart would be broken if vy
would not forgive him. When vou
have thought of all those things, ang
aid to yourself, ‘Perhaps if I'm h
with him now I shall lose him irrevoe-
ably, because in sheer misery and ar
8Ty pique he may ask some othe;
scrupulous girl to marry him,” you w
be ready to possess your soul in -
tience, and quietly wait for him to pr
bose to you. When he has safely d
that, you can fly out at him and acc
him of what you like. He will kn
then how to defend himself and
your pardon. I defy the hardest wo
not to forgive George Seaforth, witl
his arms around her, those honest eyes
of his looking 'nto hers. Now, dear.
I'll bathe your head with eau de Co
logne as you did mine when I was
and presently you'll be ready to tell me
that you’ve thought it all satisfactorily
out, that you are yourself again.”

“Thank you, Lady Sophie,” I whisper-
ed brokenly. “But—but I want to be
alone. You are kind—you mean to be
kind—only it is‘'better for me to be
alone. Please, please! I don't know
what will become of me if I can't be
quite by myself for a while.”

My voice rose stormily; I could not
hold it in control; and Lady Sophie rose
from her kness by my side with rust-
ling haste.

“Very well. You know what is best
for youself, I suppose,” she agreed. “I
should have liked to stay with you, of
course if you don't want me now, I
shall come again by and by.”

“Not too soon, please; I must have
a little time,” I pleaded. “If—if anyone
asks for me, I have a headache.”

“Trust me for that, my poor one; [
know how to manage these affairs. In-
quiries will come, without doubt, from
a certain person by whose desire I
really made an excuse to run up and
find you. I said I would look for a book
I'd brought’ to" Southwood with me, 2
book we'd luckily been talking about
down stairs. They will think I have
been a long time gone, but what they
think doesn’t matter.”

“No; what they think doesn’t mat-
ter,” I repeated drearily.

“I'll go now, then, since you send
me away. Won't you give me some
little message for poor George?”

“Poor George! What of poor Consu-
elo?” I bitterly thought.

“I can’t say anything,” I sharply ut-
tered aloud.

“Oh, well, I can make up something
that must do instead.”

My lips opened to beg that she would
do no such thing, but they closed cold-
ly together again. What did it signify
what she said in this brief interval? He
would know the truth soon enough.

(To be Contnuedi.)
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LAW STUDENTS' CLUB.

Organization Was Affected at a Meet-
ing Heid Last Evening.

The law students of the city have
effected an organization for mutual ad-
vantage. At a meeting held Iast night
D. 8. Tait presided and there were
also present R. Vaughn, C. B. Pitts, A.
W. Milligan, G. Stevens, E. Tait, J. E.
Sears and A. Babbington.

The following officers were elected:
Honorary president, H. Dallas Helm-
cken, K. C.; president, R. Vaughn; vice
president, E. Tait; honorary secretary-
treasurer, J. E. Sears. R. C. Lowe and
H. H. Shandley are to be alternately
referees of debates. A committee con-
sisting of R. Vaughn, R. C. Lowe, C.
H. Pitts and J. E. Sears was appointed
to draw up a constitution and by-laws.

The objects of the club are as fol-
lows: To discuss lega] topics In a
practical manner; to gain proficiency
and readiness in forensic argument; to
discuss the subjects set hy the Law so-
ciety for examination, but examination
bapers not to be discussed: to acquire
practical knowledge in the rules of

ages given her which otherwise she
could never enjoy, still she might have |
reason to complain if she learned the |
truth, discovered that she had been
used as a sort of pawn in a game of |
chess. He felt it might be an 'mjuitice; |
but then you came up with Capt. Wey-
land and interrupted us. I had guessed
already, from his description, that the
paragon of beauty he had seen was
none other than Consuelo Brand.
“The day before, I prevented his
meeting you at my house, for I wanted
him first to behold my protege in her
pretty new clothes, charmingly fram-
ed, presented against a becoming
background. But Fate had circum-

You can imagine what concealed de-
light I felt in introducing him to the
‘experiment’ in the shape of the girl
he had found and lost again.

“I had almost given up finding the
right sort of person when I chanced to
see you in the park that afternoon, |
and overheard your wish for a differ-
ent Jot in life. Then a voice seemed
to say to me, ‘There’'s the very one you/
And you must
remember, Consuelo, that I asked if
you would be ready to give up your
old, dull existence for even a few weeks |
of pleasure and admiration?”

““I remember everything—everything,”
I said.

“You took your chances. And I hon-
estly thought them vedy good. I'm a
poor woman, and I should not -have

evidence; to obtain through the med-
um of the Law socilety lectures by
barristers before the students.

SUTTONS
PE
SEEDS

Write for Catalogue of 1907 Farm
and Garden Seeds to the Agents—

THE BRAGKNAN-KER MILLING

COMPANY, - Limited.

Victoria, B G,

125 Government St.,

BUILDER & GENERAL CONTE

CONTRACTORS
Lang, Co
and repair
Bay. Phor

THOMAS CATI
Building in a
and gener

Pl e
CHAS. A. M
street. Jobb
'wenty v i
;])r(xmpll,\' filled. Phone B

Frone B1127. Pho

DINSDALE & MALCOLN

Builders and Contract .

BRICK AND STONE BUILD
A SPECIALTY.

MAL(

52 Hills

DINSDALE,
2020 Quadra St.

BOOT AND SHOE REPAIR
S ‘here you bou
N MATTER vhere you g
-\eohrms. bring them here to be
i{ibbs. 3 Oriental Ave.. OppoOS
tages Theatre.

BULBS.

NOW I8 THE
Home grown b
cbtain them at
Scuth Park street.

CHIMNEY SWEEPING.

CHIMNEYS .
fixed, etc. Wm. Neal
Phone 1019.

CLEANED—Defect
32 Quad

DENTIS

R. 'LEWIS HALL, Dental
DJewell Block, cor. Yates and
streets, Victoria, B. C. Tel
Office, 557; Residence. 122.

PAUL'S DY
WORKS;, 120 Fort street. Tel. §
B. C. STEAM DYEWORKS
dyeing and cleaning cs;aphsh
the province. Country orders
Phone 2%0. Hearns & Renfrew

EDUCATIONAL.

5 THAND SCHOOL, 1199
srs{t?gt. Shorthand, typew n|
keeping thnrou;:h}y aught. G
filling r;ood positions. E.
millan, principal.

ENGRAVERS,

SENERAL ENGRAVER. Stenc
Cand Seal Engraver, Geo. Cro
Wharf street, opp. Post Office.

ARDS OF TRADE, Tourist
B?!ons, ete., should consult us
paring guide books, advertisin|
ture, and all kinds of illustra
crs. We group pnogns artls*l
aarantee best results. :
%J:zra\'ing Co.. 26 Broad street

FLOWERS.

'DDING PLANTS FOR SA
Bgr\iums, salvia. lobelia, hangl
kets, dablias. Up-to-Date Fish
opposite City Hall, Douglas st

FURRIER.

FRED. FOSTER, Taxidermist
rier. 42% Johnson street.

LANDSCAPE GARDENEH
DERBYSHIRE & PERRY,
street, Victoria, B. C. Work b
contract as desired. Estin-a
plans free. Jobbing promptly
to.

LEGAL.

MURPHY & FISHER, Barriste
tors, etc., Ottawa. Parliament]
partmental and Patent Office
Practice before Railway_ Con
Charles Murphy. Harold Fishe

SMITH & JOHNSTON, Barriste
tors, etc. Parliamentary and
mental Agents, Agents before
way and other Commissions a
sSupreme and Exckequer 'Cou
wa. Alexander Smith. W. Jo

MACHINISTS.

L. HAFER, General Machinist,
Government street. Tel. 930.

MEDIUM.

R. H. KNEESHAW, Medium ang
178 Chatham . street. Sitting]
Test circle, Thursday night

MERCHANT TAILORS

e EMEN—If you wish U
J::\ye’]rlLand a perfect fitting
made and trimmed, don’'t miss
dress. Go to the reliable t3
cutter, J. Sorensen, 92 Govern
up-stairs, over Western Uni
graph Office. New assortmen
goods just in.

MONEY TO LOAN.

ONEY TO LOAN on house

Measv terms; no delay. App]y 1
Permanent Loan & Savings (
80 Government street.

ONEY TO LOAN on all kindg
Mm'oved security. Unredeemed
for sale, cheap, at 43 Johnson

MONUMENTS.

>ANITE AND MARBLE V
G’;JsAlimates given for :r_\omvl.m
J. E. Phillips, 74 and 76 Viev
Tel. B1207.

PAPERHANGING.

¥. GUEST, Painter, Glazier an

hanger. Estimates given. H
»:0.,

Esquimalt.
o N :
WALLPAPERS—New designs.

aper department well stocke
.gmxa)rsv 117 Douglas street, oppd
Hall.

TRUCK AND DRAY.

*UCKING—Quick : servic rg
T]r}harges. Walsh Bros.,
Store, 540 Yates street.

WATCH REPAIRING

A, PETCH, 9 Douglas street.
of English watch repairi
of clocks and watches rep

SITUATIONS WANXTED-

WANTED—Book work or
counts, by competent acco
106, this office.

—_—

LOST AND FOUND.
Advertisements under this
a word each inse

LOST—One, small brindle cow
Any information as to wherea
be rewarded. R. C. McRae
Toll’me.

;




