
CANADIAN COURIER

"SIte clainied it, and i f ït had flot been for Mr.
,Marshall 1 don't thirik she would have gonie.*"

With a swift, impulsive movement Mrs. Carling-
ford drew the girl to lier hreast, and kissed hie fair
pale cheek. "Mrs. Gascoigne will have to reckon
with nie now," she said.

"Shte is a horrid woinan,- said IMargaret, viel(t-
ing to the embrace, "and 1 can't say what mv father
rnlav have signed."

'1She cani have no possible dlaim on you," an-
swered Mrs. Carlingford, decisively. smioothing the
girl's soft wavv hair gently, while Margaret rested
with closed eyes. It xvas so swcet, so restfui to
have soinîone of ier own sex to whorn she could
turn, in whoni she could confide. She rnurmured an
inquiry as to the timte.

"Mr. Marshall ouglit to he here soon," she said,
sitting up. "I arn verx' anxious. I shaîl be uintil
hie cornes."

"Anxious ?" Mrs. Cartiiogford sliowed franik as-
tonîinent.

Margaret nodded. "Yoiu are so kind,' site
breathed, "I arn sure I cati trust you. I did not tell
yoil what reatly was the cause of iny father's death."

d'

IEl rose and vvent over tu a cabinet in one corner
of the roomi, and took ont the photograpli of

the chutrch.
"île is looking for that churcli for me," she

said, "for there last night a murder was con-
nhtted-"

Mrs. Carlingford's eves dilated as she stared
at the picture and at thec cruel words scrawled
across it. Shie hardly seenled tu have hecard Mar-
garet*s last words. The girl, absorbedili er recital,
did itot notice bier perturbation.

'What's that yotî say ?" ejaculated Mrs. Carling-
ford at last, dropping tîte phuotograpli and start-
ing up). "A nturdcr-a wonian in a yellow (lress-
in that tower?"

"Yes," cr led Margaret. "I saw it; it has liaunt-
ct fle.'

"Qh, impîossible !" Mrs. ('arliogford saok back
olito the couch.

"No-I saw it," repeated the girl, firmly,
"through the telescope."

AN EXPER

Mrs. Carlingford sat silent, listening eagerly,
wxhile 'Margaret %valked restlesslv to and fro. The
gaies of reserve were broken down, and the girl
poured ont ail the rnisery, aIl the horror of the past
twenty-four hiours. When at last she had finished
slie stood in front of the listener and looked down
into eyes that Seerne to bier to show iocredulity.
She fltng herseif on hier knees beside the silent
woman. "Olh! voit do believe me, don't you ?" site
cried, clasping Mrs. Carlingford's arrn and gazing
loto hier face. lIer vehement appeal seemed to
rouse the eIder womao as from a trance.

"I don't know," saîd Mrs. Carlingford, brokenly.
"Oh, uo, it cao't be truc ! To think that you-"

"Mr. Marshall believes it," broke in Margaret.
"That church, hie says, rnust be somewhcre near
the Crystal Palace. He went to look for it to-day

hle proohise(I to let nie know to-nighit-" She
lookcd imipatiently at hier watch. "He is late-" she
said breathlessly.

Mrs. Carlinigford drexx Margaret to bier side.
"If youi are not quiieter," she said gentty, "you

can't see hlmi xheoa lie cornes; I must forbid it."
And then a long silence felI hetween thern. Mar-
garet's thouglits were with Percv Marshall. She
won(lere(l, feared; what news would hie bring hier?
Mrs. Carlingford sat staring hefore hier, hier fingers
still intcrlaced in those of the girl, hier mind ah-
sorhed witli the singular story she had heard.

"That woman, has a double murder on hier soul,"
cried Margaret at last; "she killed my father too."

Mrs. Carlingford gave a little shiver. "My
(lear," she crieti, "you witl make yourself ilI if you
think anly more of this. Put it aside, at any rate
uintil hie coules. J'vc a few minutes hefore dinner.
I have forgotteil one or two things necessary for
the night. l'Il rm out and get thern; I've just got
timle. l'Il be back in fifteeni minutes. Shail you
mind lheing left ?"

"Can't we send?"
"Noý-trîfles for the toilet; I must choose thern

oîyself. I amn faddy." So saying, smiling with
white lipis, shte stroked Margaret's hair in a caress,
and weot away.

Whitc she xvas absent Margaret dîrected that a
hcd lie prepared for lier, and ordered dinner to, be
laid for thiree. If Percy Marshall came, hie
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wxotild dine wxith thei, le mîust 'lot go away-a hu
Her hospitable thought was wasted, for he

flot coule; inistead, as shte and Mrs. Carling
were sitting down to the table, there came a
gram. Margaret stretclied ont an impatient h
but the wire was addressed to Mrs. CarIinýgforý

"Oh, my dear, I am so sorry ; I mnust go at
One of my ol~d servants is very Mi. 1 iust
wxait a moment. Ohi dear-poor old sout !"

"To Horsharn?" asked Margaret, as she fofli
Mrs. Carliogford ioto lier room.

"Horsharni? Oh, yes. l'Il conne to-MOI
niorning the first thiog. This is too bail, M
to desert youi like this. Look here, why won't
coule with me? Oh, do."

"You forget, (lear Mrs. Carlingford, Mr.
shaîl. I mnust be liere when hie cornes."

She held up Mrs. Carlingford's dloak as
spoke, and gave deft aid in that ladv's hui
preparations.

"Leave a message-let hini follow. 1 can*t
the tliouzht of yonir staying liere att atone- enT

But Margaret sliook lier head. "He has gon
my errand," site said, "and 1 ainsi: wait fo~r
here."

"Yotn arc too coosiderate-but I admire' %-ni,
it. l'Il coule first thing in the morning.
night, dear."

A hurried affectionate enîlrace. Margaret
atone.

CHAPTER VITI.

-I arn sorry, dear, 1 could not corne heforc
have been up nearty aIl night with poor J anet.
is nicarly seveoty, and nursed me whcoi I W
baby."

The speaker was Mrs. Carlingford, alid.the
xvas cleven o'clock on the succeeding morning.

"Ought yoti to bie liere now?" asked -Marg;
-Your ourse lias the first dlaim."

"I have arranged everything, s0 I cati give
the day with a clear conscience, 1 wouild not t
of leaving you atone again. 1 may feel that 1 j
returio to, Horsham to-niglit, but the day is y<
You have tnt slept welt, you look so tired,"_

TO BE CONTINUED.

*FICTIOI
Pro ving again th4at Truth is th4e Safest Refuge

ýW EliL, we'veW1 got eee
francs tcft,

haven't weé? Eteven
franics !-Abotit two

S(tottars and a quar-
ter !-Morton !"

"Yes, nid eleveti
francs have gruh-
stakcd two people
for a week many
tinies before now,
Gwendolvn, voit caoi
baink on that r'

îlot ~ ~ [ I eix uf ic Vistons, are here !"
I (Iv o wve k]1ow\ ifs- theWistn'

,,Wllho Isc coulfi it b)e? Tliv saidl they were
going tu ,iurprise uis, And tliev"re our only friends,
too, tiiat the coicrgc* knoxvs You'll sc theyi
cati agaiti to-niglit or to niorroxv Iorning, sure 1''

''And supposing they do?''
"Supposing ttîey do ! After their clitertaining

ils lu Boston for tell days, and then taking us ail
over London-to have tliern catch uls like this !"

"LIet mue cable, thenl. The coin will bc here the
iday after to-niorrow."

"And when yon tolfi your father the last dire
tliot neyer tiuder any circunîiistanres xvuuld we over-
draw again ! RBesides,," site added. with a nîilder
ciophasis, "it would take alinost every copper we'vc
got on hand to cable."

The situatio i was partly tivland partty tnt.
For the last tv/o ioitls of t1ie first hadf year of
their rnlarried life the' liad heenl occupving a tiny
furnislied aîpartmeot iii the respe)ctable soutlierly
end of the Latin Quarter. And althougli their for-
tune, as represented in capital under ttîe eyes of
their eiders at bouie, was wholly ,ufficnt for their
needs, for the fourth timie silice tliey tiaid left In-
dianapolis thev hat rcached the fag end of their
monthly stipenýd severat days before tlîe iîcxt draft
was due.

There was this to ilote, indeed. Young Mr.
the woman door keeper who ha$ a klnd of office at the entrance

of Fenvch ap*rtinent-bouses.
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Morton Carter was iii literature. He was even îîow
gatliering niateriat for that great romance of his-
t(irical intrigue whicli was to reacli its heiglit ini the
fali of the Batstile. and the Reign of Terror. But
that great romîance was stilt to get to printer's ink,
and îit had no recssr.Literature was, there-
fore, liot a source of %\vealth upon which Mr. Car-
ter ani bis bride cotîld reckon for immediate divi-
deods.

"Theni l'Il have to put in my watdh."
"Put iii vour watch-with rny picture in the

back of it, and everything."
"But 1 tell you thc mont de piete is a regular

goveroolent inistitutionî. It'd bie just like getting
the money front a baîîk. Besides, with oobodxr
knowiuîg tus here, we hiavcn't aîîy larnie need to
worry abou)it wliether it's respectable or flot."

Slie sniffed.
"Oh, you Iliean by tholt."-his sarcastît xas with-

erîng-"that l'in to cable after aIl ?"
"No you're flot 1
"Very weii, dearie, very weill Fui'r going ont

tu get my stuif about the Faubourg St. Antoine.
It'Ii lie up to yotî!

"Oh, yes, ît's ea-\ cuituglin leave it all to mie!
At that he stood niailef upon the tliresliold. But

hie could tbink up nto rejoinder which lie had tnt
tiseti so ofteîî already that lis hiterarv conscience
absoîuteiy ruleut it out. And under a l;tirsting liead
of steam lie started for the Faubourg.

0'

CH-APTER IL
Whatever Mr. Morton Carter nîay have lackcd.

beyond any doubt lie lad the artistic imagination.
Tîrce hours later lie canme back witli a realisation
or exactly how the Bastile was taken, whicbi made
bis eyes glitter and lis brcatli corne in long exhala-
tions that partook almost of solemnity. There
would lie one cliapter at aloy rate iii "By Right of

Blood" wvtich woxtld otake Hugo hîimself
picayunec

The concierge stoppe(t hilm at lier littie
and gave hlmi a card. He was still holding it
lie miounted to lis own door and let himisclf

The hall opened upon their dining and(
rooni. Fromn it again, opeoed the drcssîng, an
the bedroorn.

"Is that you, Morton ?" Gwvendolyna catlie
that inter chamber. and then sliowed a flow
head which was still hatted.

"Where have you heen ?" lie asked, astonji
She laid a liundred franc nlote and son

five-franc cartwhecis upon the table. " I've
to your old mont de pÎete, that's where I've
And now we've nongli to make sorte sort ni
on, anyway."

"'But wha-what did you take out?-I
see. At teast lie began to fccl,-and it was
large ice pressing upon lis diaphragn.

"Why, there was that tankard thing, a
tray witli the sugar and crcarner, that weve
used. And, at the last, I made up mny mni
could get on witbout the tea-uroi, too: c/ ar
that green one do. And wlien I'd put in ttie
howl and the Gouda-ware vases, and-"

"But Great Cýesar! Those things are il
Pastonhury's 1"

"Well, we'd rented tliem, hadn't we?
rcnted the apartinent furnislied. And when si
lier whoie four rnonths' in advance- r'

"Rente<t tliem !-Snakes, Gweodotyn 1
you.-Didn't you-Wliy, we reoted tliem to Il

"Well, tliat's using tliem, I guess! As t4
we're wîtling to go witliout the iii0 the
time-"

"Yes-and if Miss Pastonbury shot-ild
t>ack in the ineantime! To say nothing of th, 1
of it! Where's the ticket they gave you ?",

She produced it. "Oh, start lecturing no
You'd-you'd think: to hear you,"-she g,~
"that it was a pleasure for me to, go pawnling
xvhen we know very well slie's safe over in E

The ticket was not in itsetf a terrifying
inent. It looked mucli like a receipt for a ree,


