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“Clever,”” he
“Herte i8
dynamite would have blown up, and
they secure it by a four :and 'six-
Birmingham padloek.” It is
4lways so in lite. Over-confidence
has been the ruin of many a better
man than Lord Helston. There is
1 weak point in the armour of
evervone, and in this case AI seem to

said

penny

have found it.”

The light of the torch showed
him that he was in a bare room of
small size The walls were covered
rotting, wooden panelling.
There was an old table and three or
nur chairs pushed into a corner.
{{v knew at once that his surmise

been correct. that he was now
e more modern part af°' the

The door in front of him
{, from the other side. It
1 easy matter to push back

4usp, but he took the precaution
1o 0il the rusty rpechanism before he
lid so. to switch off the flash light
and to open the door with the great-|
est nossible caution.

+ was no sound. Before him,
¢ « lamp of bronze, round which
.ons curled, was a wide corridor.

The walls were hung with priceless
Junanese colour prints in frames
»f thin gold. His feet trod upon a
soft carpet of tawny red and faded
blue. Large doors of polished: wood
were on each side of this corridor
which was as wide as a room. ~ In
the middle of it was a carved table
of ebony upon which stood a huge
bowl of satsuma enémel. The light
from the brohize lamp fell upon the
jewelled glories of its sides, and it
was filled with sulphur-coloured
winter roses from some hothouse.

Charlie was, at last, in the very

stronghold of the Unknown.

with

caztie
loche

WS

His teeth clenched, his eyes watch-|.

ful, his ears greedy for the slightest
noise, he érept onwards. - In his
left hand he held the electric. torch,
in his right was the modern -auto-
matic pistol which could fire eight
shots in two seconds.

His progress was as noiseless’ as
that of.a jagular stalking its prey.
He passed door after door ‘of polish-
ed wood A warm scented - atmos--
phere surrounded him. He was in
the secret homi€ of gréat  Jugury—
that was imfiedittely apparent. He
had passed from the ruinell, owl-
haunted chamber of thé : turret,
down the passage and into- a plaée
where the last word of ‘modern
comfort had been spoken.

‘“They: are .real then,
people,” he thought to- himself.
“I ‘am ‘in ‘the house of  mystery,
possibly the house of. horrors; ‘bﬁﬂ
the enemies with whom ¥ havesto
deal are flesh and blood.” p

He stopped, stiffened suddenly and
crouched agajnst the left hand wall
of the corridor

The: light of the - bronzed lamp
was now a-considerable 'way behind
him, he had come to where its rays
but hardly penetrated, and where
the heavy aromatic @dours suemed
to wrap him round " like curiains.
And’{ not three yards before him,'a
hand of orange light cut like a wedge
into the darkness.

The light came from a door upon
his left,” door that was ajar.

He heard the murmur of voices.

Grippiag. his pistol more ﬂrinly
in his-‘hand he crept onwards. He
heard a voice that he knew, that]
hetknew very well indeed 5

“It was neatly dome. ' The young
ruffians tied me up—with telephone
wire, if you please!”’ There was 'a
soft chueckling. “Tt was a pure co-
incidence of coutrse that this ‘young
Penrose and his friend, who I have
ascertaified, is a professional boxer
and who even knows Jujit-sa! ever
met the Vincents again.. I am
afraid when I. instructed the
chauffeur to drive Miss Vineent
round London after her ' little ex-
perience in Park Lane, 1 didnt al-.
low for every' possibflity.” =

Charlie’s breath was almost
strangled in his throat = “He knew
who was talking. The voice was the
voice of the Japanese gentleman
who had aceosted him outside the
cinema theéatre in Oxford Street.

There was a’deep musical reply.

Again the: listéner was thrilled to'
the foundations 6f his being. The
voice that spoke was the voice that
had so lately rung in musical agony
into the guiet night If was differ-
eut it was toned down to the
pitch of ordinary speech, but it was
still incredibly rich-——-commanding.

“I am sorry, Yoshida.”

“You need not bb. .1
mnalice

these

now,

bear no
I work for the Capse; and
as you know now, these two mig-
ctuided young - men have ﬂed for
l.ondoun tonight. They got, rather
more than they bargained for yeste!‘-
lav, acrording to your own acount!

to himsel!;fnow walting for—"
a door that nothing -but|.

&

“For what, Prince?” e
*I will fell’! you to-merrow,”’ the
beautiful wvoicesconcluded. ‘‘Ravens-
‘croft shall havg, a . respite  tonmight,
and as for 1ts! owner-—look"'

“We will go 1o bed,” came
voice that- Charlie knew.:

There was a sound of  laughter,
musically blended, the hissing noise
of feet moving over some smooth
surface—perhaps the . noise of
Oriental slippers upon some carpet
woven of grass. Then a final ‘word.

4The lights? ‘Shall I turn ithem
out, Prince?” :

“Why?” the organ voice replied.
“What does,it- matter? My electric-
ians know well that they must
always have reserve of power. No,
while we sleep the lights shall
shine down fipon—"' y

Charlie heard-'mo more, save the
erisp ‘cloging and ‘locking of a doeor
far away;at the'other end of the
room

His moment had come.

He rose from his stoopingspostare,
took three silent steps and pushed
open ‘the heavy mahogany door froem
which the yellow lights had eut in-
to the blackness.

He stood aghast.
self in a huge room,
1it, so_wonderful in
colours and marvellous
that it struck upon the’ eye
blow from a hand -of gold. The
Arabian _Nights? < ——Here were
suddenly seen glones which the
brain could hardly rullze.

And them, and then, Oharlie sank
to the~ground with a_ low cry of
herror

Three yards away, bouwd tightly
with Topes, seated in a chair, "his
face a mask of tortured horror and
with gouts of blood upon 'it, was]
Sir Philip Vincent!

ihe

Ae found him-
se ,brillmntly
its -splendid
decoration,
like a

CHAPTER IX.
Sinister Lady Yeoland.

“Well, ‘I tHink your brother is a
fool,” General ‘Yeoland said to his
wife, as he rose from the breakfast
table—*,All this. confounded . non-
sense and imagination. 'about per-
secution and intrigues and all that.”

“Philip is not generally thought
to be a-foél,” the /'General’s ‘wife
answered. : ;

“You know what I mean,” was
the irritable reply. ‘‘Of epurse he
was a sucecessful Ambasﬁadoy, to
Japan, he is a dlstlnguished man'm1
the pubic eye, and so forth, but all!
this present nonsense simply.annoys |
me It is my private opinion ;hatl
b Philip Vincent got 'a touch of'the
sul a good many years ago when he
was out East, and that his son’s;
mysteridus murder—though = L
‘always thought it looked like &
‘suicide, by Jove!—has simply turn-
ed him' into a nervous old woman.”

General 8ir Thomas Yeoland, V.
€., D.8.0. etc., etc., was already in
uniform, for there was a big
parade and tlie Conmtmander 'in
Chief of the Eastern Army ~ Corps
must inspeet the various: units,

The tall, elderly man _ with. the
grey waxed moustache was in an ill
temper. He grumbled as he gulped
down the cup of coffee, caught up
his sword and sabre-tasche and
stamped out into the hall, where
two slim, young aides-de-camp were
waiting.

He gave them a few curt directions
‘and then put his head once more in-
to the breakfast room

“Well;  good-bye,
said. ‘“Goodness
shall' be back.
to do?”

he
when I
What are you going

Maria)”’
knows

ing,” said Lady eYeoland,
the afterfioon Muriel and I
ing for a walk.”

“Very well, but do try and knock
all this nonsense out of the girl’s
head. ¥ am dashed fond of Muriel
as vou know, but she seems all oif
wires. -Your silly brother has heen
infecting her with his own super-
stitions. . I am Jamned if 1 believe
that Ravenscroft, is.haunted or any-
thing of the sort-——your Lrother’s
an ass, Maria!” 3

The door bhanged, there WAS a
clinking and clitering - swords
and spears bevond, * and  shortly
afterwards ’Lady-Ye&}:_md heard' the

“and in
are go-

pawing of horses’ fdet _upon the
gravel sweep outsidel.the house, as
the orderlies brought up the-charges
and the officers mounted and trott-
ed away to the Barracks Square.

It was éight: o'cloek in the mdrn-
ing. Dawn had only just begun, the
long, luxurious breakfast. room was
lit bv lamps, and only a Taint grey
winter’s light eame in from the long
French windows: A huge fire burn-
ed upon the hearth. A wouhg foot-
man entered and began to re-

“They did. an@ Rawvenscroft is

move silver breakfast dia_hgi.

-fur-lined morning wrapper,

“sitting-room which

]i't this morning, wants to have the

“This morning 1 shall be shopp-!’

‘household—the residential aide-de-

l‘ Tha,nk you, mr !&dy It shen;d
-be. here in twenty minutes ‘now, ,it'
the London . train has not bequ de-,
Xayed by the fog.

‘Lady Yeoland who' was wesring a
rose |
from the breakfast table and went
to her boudoir upon the first flgor:
She ‘alwavs made a point of wmine
down to see that her husband had
his breakfast in comfort upon days
when big military evolutions were
afoot.  Now, she gave a sigh of re-
lief as she;entered the "' cosy little
adjoined her
bedroom. :

Lady Yeoland was not'a popular
woman. Together with the wife of
the Archbishop of York and two or
three other great ladies, she was at
the head of official society in the
largest county in England. Of irre-
proachabte"descentv—-a,sister of our
late Ambassador to Japan, a Wife of
one of the best liked soldiers of the
day, who had distinguished himself
in the. Boer War by his brilliant
cavalry tacties, 2 woman of hand-
some and commanding presence, one
would have thought that the ‘Fates |

Bhe ghnogxl throngh “the “letter,

; ixogrﬁ‘;ibr ma Ywao or three times]

th iWard on. Then
-she'did a ciﬂoﬁs “ihing. " She went
to s dittleebony wrifing table in the
scorhier-of the' boudoir and took a
1arze re.dm glass from one of its
drawers.. Coming back to the table
she serutinised the signature of the
letter ‘under the magnifying glass
Then she nodded once more.

She put back the letter in the
enyelope antl withdrew ‘ifrom it an-
other encldsure. - This was  a half
sheat of notepaper, thin' and crack-
ling—it seémed like foreign paper.
Upon it was a series of odd little
squares and angles, interspersed
here and there with a series of num-
bers,

She unhooked a little gold pencil
from thé-chatelaine .at her belt,
frowned, bent over the table - with
great concentration and began to
write letter after Iletfer above the
symbols upon the page.

Obviously Lady Yeoland< was 'a
woman of business-like habits: and
guick decision. She knew the

‘had given her almost everything

Yet she ‘was not pepular, Every-
bedy acknowledged that she was a
devoted wife to her husband, every
oue admitted that her social
and . her leadership of society were
both beyend criticism.
less, no one
homely phrase—‘''to get any nearer
to- Her.” She -baffled people.  She
seemed.to be a woman with regserves
which 1o’ onie had ever been allowed
to penetrate. *'With _ a hundred
friends, she had no intimates, and
evén Muriel, her nearest feminine
relation by blood—the Yeolands
had no children—felt that she could
never really love her aunt, though
the two “were the greatest friends,
and there was.at least” a show of
extreme intimacy between them.

Lady Yeoland's maid came But of
the bedroom and assisted her mis-
tress to complete her toilet

“Be sure, Briggs, that the post
bag is brought -up to me direetly it
arrives.” :

“Thank you, my lady, it -should
be here now: I-will. go and see.”

Briges left the_ gongir an ,’went
into the corridor. An
doot opened and a pretty girl in a
dress of dark grey came out, closing
“the door "softly behind' her:

It was Jane Gregory, Muriel Vin-
ecent’s maid’

“Hullo, Jane.”

tact?when this was finished

Neverthe-|
seemed —to ‘use . a,

cypher from memory, not waiting to
gather its full meaning until she
had got it in main ‘English. Then,
she sat
back -in- hér ehair, “and - read the
communication with the greatest
care, She read it once. she. ‘read it
twice,' and then - shé walked to the
fire and carefully burnt it.

Upon'a trivet by the fire ' was a
little eopper. kettlé from which the
steam was pouring in a thin,
feathery jet—the night before Lady
Yeoland had told her maid that she
had been suffering from indigestion
lately, and that the = - doctor had
ordered her a glass of hot water be-
fore taking the fitst meal. Hence
the little kettle.

Lady Yeoland passed .imto = her
bedroom, and- returned in a moment
or two with a tumbler of cut glass
She nearly filled the glass with hot
water from the kettle. Hot water in
the early mornjng is a well<known
cure for digestive troubles, perhaps
Lary Yeoland’s. indigestion\had now
departed, for-she’ certainly  did not
g‘nnk thel boiling fluid. Instead
of doing so‘,‘ shie = tooK up the letter
addressed to Mi4 Muriel  Vincent
—which bore the same handwriting
as the one she had. just opened—
and deliberately proceeded to steam
the flap of the envelope.

“Hullo, Flo, what are you do-

' ing?” g
“Going dewn to see if the post

has’ come,” Lady Yeolahd’s

answered. ““She seems anxious about

letters up at once.”

“Well, I’_m on the same job, dear,
if you ask 'me. Miss Muriel’ wants
her letters, too. She’s just as rest-
less as she can be, and I don’t be-
lieve she slept at all last night ”’

“‘Something up, you may depend
ipon .that,” Briges remarked
philosophically. 1

Jane QGregory looked .at her naw
friend, and seemed -half inclined. to
speak, but thought better of ‘it, ‘and
shut -her mouth. And, as the two
girls descended the 'stairs into the
hall, Jane thought that she could
tell a story that would considerably
surprise: and interest the demure
Florence, Jane,  also, expecbed a
letter: from a certain  agile little
professor of  pugiliem,
culture and ju-jitsu, but she had
bheéen’ warned to tell nothing of the
strange occurrences at Ravengecroft
to. anyone in the house of General
Sir Thomas Yeoland.

The post bag arrived as the two
went down into the hall. '

“What about Miss Muriel?” Jane
said

“My lady has the key,  dear,”
Briggs ‘answered, “so you must wait
a 'minate or two until the bag'is un-
locked.”

“Very well,”. the other answered
and in a moment more Briggs was
in Lady Yeoland’s boudeir.

“You can go now, ‘Briggs.”” -~

“Yes, my lady. If you' please, my
lady, Miss Mutiel is ~ expecting 4a
tetter, I have just seen her maid.”

“I shall be down in the breakfast
room in  Five minutes—tell Miss
Muriel R

Brigad feft the room. 7

Lady: ~ Yeoland - -uwlocked - the
private “postsibag 'M’h Jan:orderly
brought three times a4 day from.the
general post office in the ¢tiy. With
her firm, white* h:ands—thzy were
extraordinary capable and . pre-
hensible—she sorted the letters as
if she were dealing a band of cards:

A lijtle ml&fprk,g(r Thpgm; -showed

up.uvon t were one

or two for - vﬁﬁons memheﬂ? of the

camp; one or two for the servanfs
—and one thick, Jarge envelope for

maid i

physical| -

i In three seconds the - strong white
| hands had withdrawn the enclosed
Metter.

Lady Yeoland<read it carefully
When she had done so, her face,
which had been slightly - contracted
and anxious, smoothed itself again
into its usual expression of some-
what stony calm. Lady Yeoland
seemed relieved. But, as she re-
placed. the letter in its envelope and
deftly stuck it down with a little
brush of gum from the  writing
table, Lady Yeoland’s finely arched
brews went up, her firm, smooth
brow  contracted, and she gave a
eurious whistle of surprise.

A towel pressed upon the lepter
for a few seconds restored it to its
original appearance. It was re-
placed in the post bag with the other
letters. Lady  Yeoland left her
boudeir and descended to the break-
fast room carrying the bag in her
hand i £
4t was now a tuII winter’s ‘morn-
dng—a grey day without any appeal
whatever, but'. stili, morning. The
lamps which had beert put upon the
table for the General’s - early meal
had been remdved. Flowers from
the conservatory had been cut by
the gardener and placed upon the
L.table. ' The fire was ' remade; the
place. was comfortable - and ' cosy.
and -bore no trace of its recent
occupation by the irritable wanrior,
who was even now clahking over the
moor with his staff, and whe would
much rather have been sitting' down
‘o cutlets and devilled kidneys at a
little after mine. .4

“Here .are. the letters,’ Charlie;”
Lady Yeoland said, giving them to
the footman, “'l‘here are four for the
office. three for Captain Oshorne,
and one for Major Deobbin Here
are the servants’ letters, awd, let me
see”—-she dealt the létters musingly
—foh, yes; one for me. and six,
seven for 8ir Thoma8: and; ah, yes,
one for Miss Vineent” ' i

The footman bowed; put the letters
upon a tray and hurried from the
room.

He had not’been gone a moment’
when: the door opoued and  Muriel
came-in."

Muriel wore a skirt of Harris
tweed check and a flannel blouse of
dark red. She looked perfectly
tailored, abeolutely charming and
self-possessed as she camg
kissed her aunt.

It bore | said umre m almn something a
black, | littTe mietallie:

In two mmutes the flap carled up. | pag done it for JEngland also.

‘

¢
|

i

"Hnd a geo.l : night Murie}?”

“Had & good night?”’|
And thén not wdﬁing for “a ‘reply,
| “Lgtter for you ‘from: Ravenscroft.”

.1t is tot too much  to-say that
Muriel darted to. the other side 'of
the table. She sat down, tore open
the envelope, and then put it quietly
by the side of her plate, as Chérles
entered and  began to serve break-
fast. \

“Devilled kidneys, migs?”

“No.”

“Scrambled eggs and mushrooms,
miss?”

“No—I1
Charles ”’

“Very good, miss.” - The young:
man did ‘his duties and went away.

Lady Yeoland ‘was pccupied in|
reading a letter of her own.
read also. The lady at the head of
the table, with a quick,

mean yes, anything,

niece were trembling
_ This was what Muriel read.
“My darling,

‘““Charlie Penrose has told me
everything that ‘happened yesterday.
when you were driving with him to
York. I have waited the day before
writing you. I am not going to send
you any long letter now, but I send
you my love and )ny\bléssing. for
I know that you will have heen wait-
ing to hear-from me Muriel, he is
a splendid  fellow! Since poor
Anthony’s death I have never taken
to any one in the same way as I have
done to Charlie. I say Charlie, be-
cause I know now that you love him
and he loves you. I couid not
wish a better husband for my daugh-
ter, and 1 give your engagement my
sanction. He had told me all about
his people. I am no'stickler for so-
cial proprietie8—I have lived too
Iong in the world -not to know how
.hollow such dlstmctions are
I am glad that the mah of your
«choice is of our own rank. Of the
strange way in which he has come
into our lives, I can say nothing
more than that I believe the guiding
hand of Providence has been ' at
work. .

‘“And now, my dearest girl, T will
tell- you that _the chivalrous and
splendid devotion of the mian whom

‘has resulted in the definite carry-
ung out  of the plan that was. hinted
to “you before. Charlie ‘has gone.
.He went to’ Helston Castle, fully
equipped for a dangerous under-
taking by his quaint little friend,
Mr . Ashton, tonight He has done it
‘for you, dear, and yet I believe he
1 feel
the greatest confidence for him. ¥
a more hopeful and determined
‘than I have ever’ been,
Penrose will' discover the precise
nature of the controling mind which
has persecuted us for so long.

ter—-all my love, i
- ‘“Your father,
“Philip Vincent "’
+“Interesting letfer, Muriel?”
Muriel started.. Her aunt’s sharp
cold voice cut into her joy and
anxiety. The girl’'s mind was in a
whirl of sensation To, know that
her father approved of Ner strangely
sudden engagement to an almost
stranger made- her whole being
tremble: To know that Charlie had
disfippeared into the
"bravely fighting hideous .phantoms
—if indeed they were phantoms—
for her sake, stabbed the girl’s heart
with icy apprehension, even in the
moment of her joy.
“YBS, _mt&"
“ *‘Inferesting letter, I said, Muriel?
You seem dreamy, didn't you sleep
well?”
Muriel made a great effort and re-
covered ~her composure.
“Not very well, Aunt.
it was the n’ew' place, dom’t
know?™. L i,
“Well, it may be. I have noticed
the same thing myself when I have
been changing houses, but you _will
sleep.befter. tonight
“1 hope so,”” Muriel replied—was
it some trick of the grey morning
light, or did she séé a curious gleam
flash and fade in Lady Yeoland’s
eye? o o
“Well, what are you going to do
this morning? Your uncle has gone
off on a big review, and tHere will
be manoeuvres afterwards. ' He
won’t be home until dinner
this evening.
deal /of shoppmg in

¥ou

York—like to

come?”’
Muyriel poticed that her aunt’s in-

was glad of it. She wanted to be
alone to think everything over.
"We]l if you don’'t mind, Aunt, I

think 1l just potter ’lbOﬂt by my-
self this marn'fnt" ; .

as she replied. ‘“Very well then, we

will meet at lanmch, There is

)

N

\

Muriel |

obliquef
glance, noticed that the hands of her,

Still-

1 hope will one day be your husband]

Charles |

“All my love, my dearest daugh-

unknown,

1 suppose ¢

tine |
I want to.de a goed)

vitat'-iqn was only perfunctory. She!

She'dil nét fotice that there was!
a mote of relief in her aunt’s’ voice|!

. an, latter ‘part of the morning .in
in and|{ organ recital in the Minster if you! Minster.
An acute observer, like to - go.

our. a\mf

Wt%& over his fugues’’
r : ‘" Jngt what I should like, Auntie,|
1| Lady Yeoland said - in her .“brisk,|Muxiel responded. eagetly.
ar, | bright voice, a voice in which peop

it

The iQoa
"Wrap
‘sonie’:, gre

‘4o -her-at once.
Mdjpn behind
¢olumn of the Minster, whife t,he
munive harmonies ~ of the . great
organ pealed ount under the vaulted
lmoﬂs she: knew that she ' would
| find peace, ‘of mind, and: time  tor
[ deep consideration.
“Very well theti, .lunch - at half-
past -one, But this afternoon,
glyluriel you must go for a  good
'bnsk walk with me. T shall be
1 | driving about the city a]l the morn-
‘nlg, and I must get some exercise
before your uncle returns.”
“I shall be very glad,
after lunch.” ¥

‘The two, ladies rose from
breakfast table and went
several ways 'in the big,
{ house.
: % * * * * & * * EY

!
Auntie,

the
their
luxurious

| About half-past eleven Lady
Yeoland’s brougham stopped outside
the Capital and Yorkshire Bank in
i High Street. Charles, the footman,
{ jumped down’ from the box, opened
! the door, and the Commanding
Officer’s*wife;. in  her heavy sable
coat and muff entered the bank. The
pale clerk at the - counter bowed
deferentidlly

“I want to see.Mr.-Tracey,’* said
Lady Yeoland, men‘tioning the name
of the manager. : ‘

‘“Certainly, m_v Iad_v, certam]y )
the clerk said, " mowent.” He
hastened to an inner room, was onlv
gone & second or two, and
bowed politely, lifted up the counter
flap, opened a door/and ushered
‘Lady Yeoland down a short passage
into the manager’s room.

Mr. Tracey, the manager, Wwas a
slim, middle-aged man, with a point-
ed beard turning grey. He was
standing to receive his distinguished
visitor. - Sir Thomas,Yeoland was a
very wealthy man. The ' garrison
accounts were all kept'at the C.Y.B.
Sir Philip Vincent had a large local
account-—Lady Yeoland was a client
to be received like a princess

The tall handsome woman with
the firm white hands and  curious
enigmatic expression was singularly
gracious this morning. /Bhe shook
the manager’s hénd with -great
cordiality. It was an extraordmary
condescension. :

“Well, Mr. . Tra.c_ey," she . said,
fumbling in her muff and withdraw-
mg a lett‘er. _“the little precautious

two days
necessary.”
“You mean: about the chest that
was deposited in the vaults, Lady
Yeoland?” ¥ ;
“Exaetly, you *an = dismiss - the
special policemen. and the sentry
will be taken away this afternoon
The matter was purely a temporary
one.” i
“Quite 'so, Lady
have of course—"’

ago are no longer

Yeoland, you

’

tion,’

ing and the Vincent crest: .

The manager took it and read as
follows:

‘“Dear Maria,

“The necessity for spemally guard
ing the box which my agent de-
posited at the ‘C.Y.B. is

Thank Thomas very much for help-
ing me in the matter T can’t ex-
plain why, but you may take it
from me that the precautions:were
really necessary, théugh they are
now no  longer so. Please take
this to Mr. Tracey, and instruct him
to deliver the box to my Japanese
servant, Uma{aro. who will call for
it, during- the afternoon and give a
receipt.”

Mr. Tracey looked uap.
’certainly," he beamed-
: man will come for the box sometime
during the day. T see, Iseé. I hope
your ladyship and Sir Thomas are
very well?” '

“‘Quite well; thank yeu, Mr. Tracey
Oh, by the way, vou knvw that in
a fortnight’'s time: the Hussars and
the Carbineers are giving . .a fancy]
«dress ball, might I send .you and
Mrs., Tracey 3 card?”

“Delighted; ‘delighted,”
manager repliad—he would gladlv
have paid fifty pounds for the in-
vitation which was so freely
proffered “It is very kind of vour
ladyship, I am sure.”

“Not at all, not at all:’ Good morn-!
ing, Mr. Tracey.”

“Good morning’

The manager h-imaelf came out of
his private office, and_
Yeoland into her brouvham The
footman banged the door and jump-
ed up on the box. “Home Bill,"”" he,
said to the coachman.. . It seemed
Elthat Lady Yeolana kad -mot-  very
muc}l shopping tb'*do in “the ety
affer’ allt

5 * * wiclo f"'a - S

“Certainly,

the bank

two hours. Muriel . had spent the|
the

It had  been cold in the

A couple of ticket:sl great building, but she was wrappedi
. !

then' :

that my husband asked you ‘to maﬁe

“Here is my brother’'s authorlsa-
she said holding out a letter
stamped with the Ravenseroft head-

now over,
and I should be glad to have itjagainh

“Sir Philip’s’

saw Laer1

Lanch had been 'ove;' for h‘eaﬂ.,'-,

N

e ol
ddies o!«&nh £ btt a com-

plement to her thoughts, Her mind
so shaken and agitated in the im-
mediate past ‘by her . terrible ex-
perienees, had seemed numbed—or
smoothed rather-—"to & profound *
Deace. She was no longer drifting
helplessly upon the sea of ' her
father’s ambition. Qut of the night,
out of the dark, out of the unknown
a knight in armour  had risen to
protect her. Her simple girlish mind
had received a new strength and
impulse.

She loved, she was beloved—the
man she loved with al her heart and
soul was fighting for her, for her
father, for all that she had been
taught to care for and revere.

Certainly as she sat in the great
cathedral, and ‘heard the thunder-
-ihg harminies vibrate in that forest
of stone, certainly a deep anxiety
and fear formed part of her sensa-
tions. She knew that her lover was
engaged in a most perilous mission.
She did not undervalue the cunning,
the perfect organisation which had.’
kidnapped her by a trick in London
and forced her to witness pictured
herrors ¥ Nor had she any illusions"
about the sinister power of her
father’s enemies “—those < enemies
who, upon the very. night of her
larnva' .at Ravenmnscroft, could terrify
to the extremity of terror, and counld
murder a truster servant and friend.
But she could believe utterly in one
: man, one force; one determinationm’
~that of her lover.

Lady Yeoland and her niece had
walked some way beyond the con-
fines of the city Lady  Yeoland
talked ‘but superficially, and Muriel
herself was in no mood for conver-
sation. They chatted to each other
in an abstracted “fashion, and their
feet rang upon the hard road be-
tween the weathered hedges.

They had left York by the north-
ern gate, and were now pushing cn-
wards to&ar’ds: Ravenscroft.

Suddenly Muriel . realised this,
and the realisation gave her a quick
pang of joy. They were only two
miles from the city, but the girl’s
heart leaped “up to think that her
face was turned towards where all:
the hope of her life was waiting.

.Suddenly her aunt said something
that chilled and cut short the flow
of her ° thought® ~Muriel ~ looked
roiind; dusk” was ‘alrgady ' falling,
though it was not much after four
}o’clock. There  was something in
‘Lady. Yeoland’s voice -which struck
a curious and a sinister note.

“Deon’t. you think we have gone
too far Auntie?” she asKed suddernly
turning and seeing-the 'lights of the
city below—for they were mount-
ing now towards the moorlands.

“Perhaps we have,” came  the
reply, sharp staceato and unusual
in the keen air of late afternoon.
“Let’s turn-then, Muriel. Possibly
we have walked a little .too much*™

They turned, -and the - city faced
theny below. Suddenly, Lady Yeo:
land caught Muriel to her. * Her
arms were very strong ‘She held:
the girl and kissed her passionately.

“Auntie!” Muriel cried .in wild
-suprise, "w}_\a_t_ do you mean, wya.t
ig this?” '

In-answer to her  question Lady
Yeoland released her, and -the girl
went staggering back ‘' to the other
side of the road. Then, all that
Miriel knew was that Lady Yeolamd
leaped at her like a panther  She
felt the blow of a clenched fist upon
her temple. She fell back fainting
and as she did so she heard.the grow
ing hmg_n of an apm‘epching motor-
car.

she Wwas " not quite unconscious as
a great black car stopped and people
seemeéd tb’ swarmn Trom: it an@ carry
her inside. Lohg after she re-
membered that a tin;r cart .came np
the winding road and that, _.some-
thing oblotig ‘and henvy ‘Whs _taken
from’ it #nd pldted’ upen I'tHe ‘seat
opposite REEHT X 2F oanlled, ARG

The laat ; Alding ‘wgumionsly
knew wag that ) e carc .which held
(‘her began to mon : uith_ great
’rapidity, and that she heard a voics
|whlch brought back memones of
tefror, v ¥ T
{ It was one of the 'voices -which
had ‘putred.in her ear in London
when' she had seen the pictured
. gtory of her brother’s murder

Then Muriel” fell . inte * darkest,
{ blackest sleep. '

1‘ CHAPTER - X,
What Lived on. the (‘mstk on the
Modr.. i
| Chartie crouehed'up'bh the floor.
It was as though he were a spanlel
under the whip: | For a momeut all
feeling of mhoo& wu “struck out
of him. He had come through the
1(raves;t danger. He had forced a
Wy into the mystu‘m. Castle of
ston with extrﬁm “dexterity
spceess | But now. ‘tbe sight ot
that awtul figure in the chair cowed
him as never in his life he had been
! cowed before.
To be continued .
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