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CHAPTER XII.

I gave him my box of cigarettes. Lady
Angela hesitated.

The Prince did not wait for my| <« ¢hink,” she said, “that I ought to

answer, for Lady Angela looked back, and stay with you, Prince, while Mr. Ducaine |

he hastened to her side. He seemed in foes up for the cart.”

no hurry, however, to leave the place. The,
evening was cloudy and unusually dark.
A north wind was tearing though the
grove of stunted firs, and the roar of the
jncoming sea filled the air with muffled
thunder. The Prince looked about him

with a little grimace. :

“It is indeed a lonely spot,” he remark-
ed. “One can imagine anything happening
here, Did. I not hear of a tragedy only
the other day—a man found dead?”’

“If you have a taste for horrons, Prince,”’
I remarked, “you can see the spot from
the edge of the cliff here.”

The Prince moved eagerly forward.

“] disclaim all such weakness,” he said,
“but the little account which I read, or
did some one tell me of it?—ah, I forget;
but it interested me.”

.I pointed downwards to where the creek-
riven marshes merged into the sands.

“It was there—a little to the left of the
wihite palings,” I said. ‘“The man was sup-
posed to have been cast up from the sea.”

He ‘measured the distance with his eye.
1 anticipated his remark.

“The tide is only halfway up mow,” T
gaid, “and on that particular night there

a -terrible gale.”

“Neverntheless”” he murmured, half to.
himself, “it is a long way. Was the man
sv(h‘xﬁ )lfou call identified, Mr. Ducaine?”’

“Nol”

“There were no letters or papers found
lmpon him?” :

\  “Dhat,’ he said softly, ‘was strange.
‘Does it mot suggest to you that he may
| have been Tobbed?”

{ .“I had not thought of it,” I answered.

“Found drowned,” the Prince repeated.
+Ah! Found drowned. By-the-bye’” he
wdded suddenly, “who did find him?”

| “T did,” I eaid coolly.

! “You?” The Prince peered at me close-
Iy through the dim light. “That,” he =aid
reflectively, “is interesting.”

v “You find it so interesting,” I remarked,

}*hat perhaps you could help to solve the
yuestion of the man’s identity.”

He seemed startled. i

\ Y[ he exclaimed. “But, mo. Why
jshould you think that?”

‘ I turned to join Lady Angela. He did

(mt immediately follow.

“Why did you bring him?” I asked her |

\oftly. “You bhad some meason.” :

~ “He was making inquiries about you,”
}sbe answered, ‘‘secretly and openly. I
thought you ought .to know, and I could
think of no othgr way of putting you on
your guard.”

“The Prince of Malors®” T murmured.
*He surely would not stoop to play the
e .
péh»e wag eilent, and moved a step or 1wo
farther away from the spot where he still
stood as though absorbed.  His angular
figure was clearly defined through the
twilight against the empty background of
space. He was on the very edge of the
cliff, almost looking over. |

“T know very little about him myeelf,”
ghe said hurriedly, ‘“but I have heard the
othens talk, Lord Chelsford especially.
He is a man, they say, with a twofold
reputation. He has played a great part
in the world of pleasure, almost a the-
atrical part; but, you know, the French
I e like that.”
pe‘(‘)}ht] is true,” I murmured. “They love
their herves decked in tinsel.”

She mnodded.

“They say that it is part of a pose, |

and that he has serious political ambi-
tions. He contemplates always some
| great scheme_which ehall make him the
tidol, if only for a day, of the French mob.
A day would be sufficient, for he would
strike while—Prince, be caveful,” she call-
ed out. “Ah!”

We heard a shrill cry, and we saw the
Prince sway on the verge of the cliff.
e threw up his arms and dutched wildly
at the air, but he was too late to save
iba'mse\lf. We saw the ground crumble be-
meath his feet, and with a second cry of
despair. he disappeared.

allaooton, Lady Angela, and I reached
ihe edge of the cliff at about the same mo-
ment. We 1 over in breathless
anxiety. Lady Angela clutched my arm,
and for a moment I did not in the least
lcare what had happened to the Prince.
“Don’t be frightened,” I whispered.
‘I“T.he descent is mot by any means sheer,
He can't possibly have got to the bot-
)mm. 1 will damber down and, look for

him:”

e shuddered.
{ gggl, you mustn’t,” she exclaimed. “It
/is not eafe. How terrible it looks down
ithere!”
" 1 raised my voice and shouted. Almost
| immediately there came an answer.

«I am here, my friends, in the m{iddle
of a bush. I dare mot move. It is so
dark I cannot see where to put my foot.
Can you lower me a Jantern, and I will
eee if 1 can climb up? :

' Grooton hastensd back to the cottage.

«] think you will be all right,” I cried
out. “It is mob half as steep as it

e ”

«] believe,” he answered, “that I can
see a path up. But 1 will wait until the
lantern comes.” .

The lantern arrived almost immediately.
We lowered it to him by a rope, and he
examined the face of the califf.

“ think that I can get up,” he cried
out, “put 1 ehould like to help myself
with the rore. Can you both hold it

ightly ?”
tl4?‘,‘;\1.{ right,” I answered. “We've got
it e
He olambered up with surprising- agil-

ity. But as he reached the edge of the

«<liff he groaned heavily.

“Are you hurt?’ Lady Angela asked.

“Jt is my foot,” he muttered, “my left
foot. I twisted it in falling.” 3

Grooton and I helped him to the cot-
tage. He hobbled painfully along with
tightly clenched lips.

“T ghall have to ask for a pony cart to
get up to the house, I am @ﬁmi;d,” he
gaid. ‘I am yvery sorry to give you £0
much trouble, Mr. Duwcaine.”

«The trouble is mothing” I answered,
“put I am wondering how on earth you
managed to fall over the cliff.”

«T myself, 1 scarcely know,” he answer-
ed, as he sipped the brandy which Groo-
ton had produced. «“] am subject to fits
of giddiness, and one came over me as
I etood there looking down. I felt the
ground sway, and remember no more. I
am very sorny- to give you all this trouble,
but indeed 1 fear that 1 cannot walk.”

“We will send you down a cart,” 1
dedlared. “You will have rather a rough
drive across the grass, but there is no
other way.” -

“You are very kind,” he declared. “I

| em in despair at my clumsiness.”

verﬂd.ct, 1 believe, was simply Found

“Indeed, Lady Angela, you are very
kigd,” he answered, “but I could not per-
mit it. I regret to say that I am in
some pain, and I have a weakness for be-
ing alone when I suffer. If 1 desire any-

thing Mr. Ducaine’s servant.will be at|

hand.”

So we left him there. At any other
time the prospect of that walk with Lady
Angela would have filled me with joy.
But from the first moment of leaving the

.cottage I was umeasy.

“What do vou think of that man?” 1
as]l‘;ed her abruptly. “I mean person-
ally ”

“I hate him,” she answered coolly. “He
is one of those creatures whose eyes and
mouth,and something underneath his most,
respectful words, seem always to lsuggest
offensive things. I find it very hard ip-
deed to be civil to him.”

“Do you happen to know what Colonel
Ray thinks of him?” I asked her.

“T have no epecial knowledge of Col-
onel Ray’s likey or dislikes,” she an-
swered.

“Forgive me,” I said. “I thought that
yow and he were very intimate, and that
you might know. I wonder .whether he
takes the Prince 'seriously.”

“Colonel Ray is one of my best friends,”
she said, “but- I am not in his confi-
dence.”

A slight reserve had- crept into her
tone. I stole a glance at her face; paler
and more delicate than ever it seemed in
the gathering darkness. Her lips were
firmly set, but her eyes were kind. A
sudden desire for her sympathy weakened
me.

“Lady Angela,” I gaid, “I must talk to
some one. I do not know whom to trust.
I do not know who is honest. You are
the only person whom I dare speak to
at all.”

She looked round cautiously. We were
out of the plantation now, in the open’
pg.lvk, where eavesdropping was imposs-
ible.

“You have a difficult post, Mr. Du-
caine,” she said, “and you will remem-
ber—"’

“Oh, I remember,” I ‘interrupted.

| “You warned me not to take it. But

think in what a position I was. I had
no career, I was penniless. How could I
throw away such a chance?”’

“Something has happened—this morn-
ing, has it not?”’ she asked.

I nodded.

ayel

She waited for me to go on. She was
deeply interested. I could thear her

breath coming fast, though we were walk-
ing at a enail's pace. I longed to con-
fide in her absolutely, but I dared not.

“Do not ask me to tell you what it
was,” T said. “The knowledge would only
perplex and be a burden to you. It is
all the time like poison in my brain.”

We were walking very close together.
I felt her fingers suddenly upon my arm
and her soft breath upon my cheek.

“But if you do not tell me everything
—how can you expect my sympathy, per-
haps my help?”

“I may not ask you for either,” T an-
swered sadly. “The knowledge of some
things must remain between your father
and myself.” .

“Between my father—and yourself!”
she repeated.

1 -was silent, and then we both started
apart. Behind us we could hear the
sound of footsteps rapidly approaching,
coft auick footsteps, muffled and almost
noi=cle s upon the spongy turf. We stood

still.

CHAPTER XIII.
A Bribe.
I wheeled round and peered into the

| darkness. Lady Angela’s fingers clutched

my arm. I could feel that she was trem-
bling violently. 1t was Grooton whose
figure' loomed up almost immediately be-
fore us—Grooton, bareheaded and breath-
less.

“What is it?” 1 exclaimed quickly.

“I think, sir, that you had better we:
turn,” he panted. -

He pointed over his shoulder towards
the “Brand,” and I understood. In a
moment I was on my way thither, run-
ning as 1 had not done since my college
days. I stumbled over antheaps, an
more than once I set my foot in a rab-
bit hole, but somehow I kept my balance.
As 1 neared the cottage 1 slackened my
speed and proceeded more stealthily. I

drew close to the window and peered in.

Grooton had been right indeed to fetch
me. The Prince was standing before my
desk, with a bundle of papers in his
hand. I threw open the door and en-
tered the room. Swift though my move-
ment had been, a second’s difficulty with
the catch had given the Prince his oppor-
tunity. He was back in his easy chair
when I entered, reclining there with half-
closed eyes. He looked up at me with
well simulated surprise.

“You are soon back, Mr. Ducaine,” he
remarked calmly. “Did you forget some-
thing ?” ;

“1 forgot,” 1 amswered, struggling to
recover my breath, “to lock up my desk.”

“An admirable precaution,” he admitted,
watching as I gathered my papers to-
gether, ‘‘especially if one has valuables.
It is an exposed spot this, and very lome-
ly.”

“I am curious,” I said, leaning against
the table and facing him, “I am curious
to know which of my poor possessions cam
possibly be of interest. or value to the
Prince of Malors.”

The calm hauteur ofhis answering stare
was excellently done. I had a glimpse now
of the anistoerat.

“You speak in enigmas, young mam,” he
said. “Kindly be more explicit.”

“My language can scarcely be more enig-
matic than your actions,” I answered. 1
was fool enough to trust you and I left
you here alone. But you were not umob-
served, Prince. My servant, I am thank-
ful to say, is faithful. It was he who
summoned me back.”

“Indeed!” he murmured.

“I might add,” I continued, “that
took the liberty of looking in through the
side window there before entering.”

“If it amused you to do so, or to set
your servamt to spy upon me,” he said,
“] gee mo reason to object. But your
meaning is till unexplained.”

“The onus of explanation,” I declared,
“appeans to me to rest with you, Prince.
1 offered the hospitality. of my room,
presumably to a gentleman—not to a per-

‘ﬁwered. “] saw you at my desk from
outside.” "
) “You should consult an- oculist,” he de-
clared, “I have not left this chair. My
| foot is still too painful.”

{| “You lie well, Prince,” I answered, “but

| not well enough.”

| He looked at me thoughtfully.

| “I am endeavoring,” he said, “to ac-
| commodate myself to the customs of this
| wonderful country of yours. In France one
sends one’s seconds, What do you do here
to a man who calls you a Har?”

“We treat him,” I answered hotly, “as
the man deserves to be treated who ab-
uses the hospitality of a stranger, and
places himself im ‘the position of a com-
mon thief.”

‘ The Prince shrugged his shoulders light-
! ly, and helped himeelf to one of my cigar-
ettes,

“You are very young, Mr. Ducaine,” he
said, looking at me thoughtfully. “You
have no doubt your career to make in the
| world. So, in a greater semse of the word,
thave I. I propose, if you will allow me, to
be quite frank with you.”

“] have mo wish for your confidences,
Prince,” I answered. “They cannot pos-
sibly concern or interest me.”

“Do not be too sure of that,” he said.
*““Like all young mem of your age, you
jump too readily at conclusions. Tt is very
possible that you and I may be of service
to one another, and I may add that those

s MAGCHEY B R —

wipe his forehead with a spotless cam-
bric handkerchief.

“My dear Lady Angela,” he gaid, “I
am most distressed that you should have
been a witness of this—extraordinary in-
cident. I have been trying to adapt my-
gelf to the methods of your country, but,
alas! I cannot say that I am enamoured
of them. Here, it seems, that gentlemen
who differ must behave like dustmen.
Will you- pardon me if I turn my ‘back
to you for a moment? I see a small mir-
ror, and T am convinced that my tie and
collar need readjustment.”

“But why quarrel ai al?” she exclaim-
ed. “Mr. Ducaine,” she added, turning
coolly to me, “I trust you have remem-
bered that the Prince is my father's
guest.”

I was speechless, but the Prince him-
self intervened. y

“The blame, if any,” he declared, “was
mine. Mr. Ducaine appeared to misun-
derstand me from the first. I believe that
his little ebullition arose altogethet from
too great zeal on behalf of  'his employ-
ers. I congratulate him upon it, while
I am. bound to deprecate his extreme
measures.”

“And you, Mr. Ducaine,”’ she asked,
turning towards me, “what have you to
cay?”’

“Nothing,” I declared, stung by her
tone and manner as much as by her cool-
ness, “except that I found the Prince of

e

/) 14
A

1 faced him with white face.

“T seemed to have found my way into
a strange place,” I answered. “] have
neither wit nor cunning enough to know
true men from false. I would trust you,
but you are a murderer. 1 would have
trusted the Prince of Malors, but he has
proved himself a common adventurer. So
I have made up my mind that all shall
be alike. I will be neither friend . not foe
to any mortal, but true to my country.
I go my way and do my duty, Colonel
Ray.”

})Ie blew out dense volumes of smoke,
puffing furiously at his pipe for several
minutes. There seemed to be many things
which he had it in his mind to say to me.
But, as though suddenly altering his pur-
pose, he stood on one side.

“You shall go your own way,” he said
grimly. “The Lord only knows where it
will take you.”

1t took me in the first place to the Duke,
to whom I recounted briefly what had
happened. I could see that my story at
once made a deep impression upcm him.
When I had finished he sat for several
minutes deep in thought. For the first
time. since I had known him he seemed
nervous and ill at ease. He was unusual-
ly pale, and there were deep lines engraven
about his mouth. One hand was resting
upon the table, and 1 fancied that his fin-
gers were shaking.

“The Prince of Malors,” he said at last,

i

who have been of service to the Prince of
Malors have seldom had cause to regret
it

“Phis  conversation,” I interposed,
“ceems to me to be beside the point. I

My iaclinations are rather the other way.”

“The matter may become more clear to
you if you will only curb your impatience,
my young friend,” the Prince said. “It is
only my ambition to serve my country, to
command the gratitude of a nation which
today regards both me and mine with
mingled doubt amd .suspicion. I have am-
bitions, and 1 should be an easy and gen-
erous master to serve.”

*{ am honored with your confidence,
Prince, but 1 still fail to see how these
mattens concern me,” I said, setting my
teeth hard.

“With your permission I will make it
quite clear,” he comtinued. “For years
your War Office has suffered from con-
stant dread of an invasion by France.
The rumor of our great projected man-
oeuvres in the autumn have inspired your
statesmen with an almost paralyzing fear.
They see in these merely am excuse for
marshalling and equipping an irresistible
army within striking distance of your em-
pire. Personally I believe that they are
entirely mistaken in their estimate of my
country’s dntemtions. That, however, is
beside the mark. You follow me?” -

“Perfectly,” 1 assured him. “Phis 18
most interesting, although as yet it seems
to me equally irrelevant.”

“Your War Office,” the Prince continu-
ed, “has established a Secret Council of
Defence, whose only task it is to plain
the successful resistance to that invasiom,
if ever it should take place, You, Mr.
Ducaine, are, I believe, practically the
secretary of that council. You have to
elaborate the digests of the meetings, to
file schemes for the establishment of forti-
fications and camps; in a word, the result
of these meetings passes through your
hands..I will not beat about the bush,
Mr. Ducaine. You can eee that you have
something in your keeping which, if
passed on te me, would accomplish my
whole aim. The army would be forced to
acknowledge my claim upon them; the
nation would hear of 1t.”

“Well,” I asked, “supposing all you say
is true? What then.”

“You are a little obtuse, Mr. Ducaine,”
the Prince said softly. “If twenty thous-
and pounds would quicken your under-
standing——"’

I picked up a-small inkpot from the side
of the table and hurled it at him. He
sprang aeide, but it caught the corner of
this forehead, and he gave a ghrill ery of
pain. He struck a fierce blow at me,
{ which I parried, and a momenit later we
| avere locked in one another’s arm’s. - 1
think that we must have been of equal
stremgth, for we swayed up and down the
| room, neither gaining the advantage, till
1 feit my breath come short and my head
dizzy. Nevertheless, 1 was slowly gaining
ithe mastery. My grasp upon his throat
wae tightening. I had hold of his collar
and tie,-and I could have strangled him
‘\\'it»h a turn of my “wrist, Just them the
E door opened. There was a quick exclama-
tion of horrified surprise in a familiar
| tone. I threw him from me to the ground,
[ and turned my head. It was Lady Angela
| who stood upon the threshold.

{

QHAPTER XIV.
A Reluctant Apology.

Lady Angela looked at us both in cold
| surprise.

son who would seize that opportuiity to} “My. Ducaine! Prince!” she exclaimed.

examime my private papers.”
“You speak with assurance, Mr. Du-
W

caine.
“The assurance of knowledge,” I an-

| “What is the meaning of this extraor-
{dinary exhibition?”’

{ - The Prince, whose gang-froid was mar-
vellous, Tose to his feet, {m,d began to

have no desire to be of service to you. ly

It was Lady Angela wIiD stood upon the threshold

and his voice lacked altogether its usual

Malors meddling with my private papers,
and subsequently I interrupted him in
the offer of a bribe.”

The Prince smoothed his necktie,which
he had really tied very well, complacent-

“The personal belongings of Mr. Du-
caine,”” he said calmly, “are without in-
terest to me. I fancy that the Prince of
Malors can ignore any suggestions to the
contrary. As for the bribe, Mr. Du-
caine talks folly, I am not aware that
he has anything to sell, and I decline to
believe him a blackmailer. I prefer to
look upon him as a singularly hot-headed
and not over-intelligent person, who takes
very long jumps at conclusions. Lady
Angela, I find my foot much better. May
I have the pleasure of escorting you to
the house?”

I held my tongue, knowing.very well
that the Prince played his part solely
that T might be entrapped into speech.
But Lady Angela seemed puzzled at my
silence. She looked at me for a moment
inquiringly .out of her soft dark eyes. 1
made no sign. She turned away to the
Prince. :

“If you are sure that you can walk
without pain,” she eaid. “Wee will not
trouble vou, Mr. Ducaine,” she added, as
I moved to open the door.

So they left me alone, and I was not
sure whether the honors remained with
him or with me. He had never for a mo-
ment lost his dignity, nor had. he even
looked ridiculous when calmly rearrang-
ing his tie and cellar. I laughed to my-
self bitterly as I prepared to follow them.
I was detérmined to lay the whole matter
before the Duke at once. r

As I reached the terrace I saw a man
walking up and down, smoking a pipe.
He stood at the top of the steps and
waited for me. It was Colonel Ray. He
took me by the arm.

“T have been waiting for you, Ducaine,”
he said. “I was afraid that I might miss
you, or I should have come down.”

“] am on my way to the Duke” I
said, “and my business is urgent.”

“So is mine,” he said grimly. "1 wan.
to know exactly what has passed between
you and the Prince of Malors.”

“] am not at all sure, Colonel Ray '~
I answered, “that I am at liberty to tell
you. At any rate, I think that I ought
to see the Duke first.”

His face darkened, his eyes seemed to
flash threatening fires upon me. He was
smoking so furiously that little hot shreds
of tobacco fell from 'his pipe.

“Boy,” he exclaimed, “there are limits
even to my forbearance. You are where
you are at my suggestion, and I could as
easily send you adrift. 1 do not say this
as a threat, but I desire to be treated
with common consideration. I appeal to
your reason. Is it well to treat me like
an enemy?”

“Whether you are indeed my friend or
my enemy I am mot even now sure,” I
answered. “I am learning to be suspi-
cious of every person and thing which
breathes. But as for this matier between
the Prince and myself, it can make little
difference who knows the truth. He
shammed a fall over the cliff and a sprain-
ed ankle. Lady Angela and I started
for the house to send a cart for him,
but, before we were halfway across the
Park, Grooton fetched me back. I found
the Prince examining the papers on which
I had been working, and when I charged
him with it he -offered me a ribe.”

“And you?”’ -

“I struck him!”

Ray groaned.

“You struck him! And you had him
in your power—to play with as you
would. And you struck him! Ob, Du-
caine, you are very, Vvery young. I am
yor- friend boy, or rather I would be if
you would let me. But I am afraid that
you are a blunderer.”

B st s

ring of cool assuramce, “is of Royal blood.
He is not even in touch with the political

powers of France today. He may have | ed

been guilty of a moment’s idle cumiosity—"

“Your Grace must forgive me,” I inter-
rupted, “but you are overlooking facts.
The fall over the cliff was premeditated,
the sprained foot was a sham, the wihole
affair was clearly planmed in order that
he might be left alone in my room. Be-
sides, there is the bribe.”

The Duke folded his hands nervously to-
zetvher. He looked away from me into the

re.

“It is a very difficult position,” he de-
clared, “very difficult indeed. The Prince
has been more than a friend to Blenavom.
He has been his benefactor. Of course he
will deny this thing with contempt. Let
me think it out, Ducaine.” '

“By all means, your Grace,” I answered,
a littled mettled at his undecided air. ‘‘So
far as I am concerned, my duty in the mat-
ter ends here. I have told you the exact
truth concerning it, and it seems to me by

no means improbable that the Prince has|

been in some way responsible for those
former leakages.”

The Duke shook his head slowly.

. “It is impossible,” he said.

“Your Grace is the best judge,” I an-
swered.

“The Prince was not in the house last
night when the safe was opened, he ob-
jected. )

“He probably has accomplices,” I an-
swered. “Besides, how do we know that
he was not here?”’

“Tven if he were,” the Duke said, rais-
ing his head, “how could he have known
the cipher ”

I made no answer at.all. It seemed
useless to argue with a man who had evi-
dently made up his mind not to be con-
vincer\i.

“Have you mentioned this matter to
any one?’ the Duke asked.

“To Colcmel- Ray only, your Grace,” 1
answered.

“Ray?”’ The Duke was silent for a mo-
mént. He was looking steadily into the
fire. “You told Ray what you have told
me?”

“In eubstance, yes, your Grace. In de-
tail, perhaps not so fully.”

“And he?”

“He did not doubt my story, your
Grace,” .1 said quietly.

The Duke frowned across at me.

“Neither do I, Ducaime,” he declared.
“It is not a question of veracify at all.
It is a question of constructien. You are
young, and these things are all new to
you. The Prince might have been trying
you, or something which you did not hear
or have forgotten might throw a different
light upon his actions. and suggestion. I
beg that you will leave the matter entirely
in my hands.”

I abandoned the subject then amd there.
But as 1 left the room I came face to
face with Blenavon, who was loitering out-
side. He at once detained me. His man-
ner since the morning had altered. He
addressed me now with hesitation almost
with respect.

“Can you spare me a few minutes, Mr.
Ducaine?”’ he asked. “I will not detain
you long.”

“I am at your service, Lord Blenavon,”
I answered.

“We will go into the hall and have -a
smoke,” he suggested, leading the way.
“To me it séems the only place in the
house free from draughts.”

1 followed him to where, in a dark corn-

er of the great dome-shaped hall, a wide |

cushioned, lounge was set against the wall.
He geated himself and motioned me:to fol-
low his example. Fge €everal moments he
remained silent, tw a cigarette with
thin nervous fingers stained yellow with

[nicotine. Every now and then he glanced
| furtively around. I waited for him to
speak. He was Lady Angela’s brother, but
1 disliked and distrusted him.

He finally got his cigarette alight, and
turned to me. i

“Mr. Ducaine,” he said, “%. runt you to
apologize to my friemd, tie Prince of Mal-
ors, for your hehavior this afternoon.”

“Apologize to the Prince!” I exclaimed.
“Why should 17"

“Because this is the only condition on
which he will consent to remain here.”
| “I should have thought,” I said, ‘‘that
{‘his immediate departure was inevitable.
I 1 detected him in behavior—"

“That is just where you are wrong,”
Blenavon interrupted eagerly. “You were
mistaken, entirely mistaken.” ;

I laughed, a little impolitely, I am;
afraid, considering that this was the son of !
my employer.

“You know the circumstances?’ I ask-

ed.

He nodded.

“The Primce has explained them to me.
It was altogether a misunderstanding. He
felt his foot a little easier, and he was/|
simply looking for a newspaper or some- |
thing to read until you returned. Inad- |
vertently he tutned over some of your|
manuscript, and at that moment you en-
tered.” Nl

“Most inopportunely; I am afraid,” T]
answered, with an unwilling emile. *I am|
sorry, Lord Blenavon, that I canmot ac-|
cept this ‘explanation of the Prince's be-
havior. I am gompelled to take the evi-!
dence of my eyes and ears as final.”

Blenavon sucked at his cigarette fierce- |
ly for a minute, threw it away, and com- |
menced to roll another. |

“It’s all rot!” he exclaimed. Malors |
wouldn’t do a mean  action, and, be- |
sides, what on earth has he to gain?|
He is a fanatical Royalist. He is not even|
on speaking terms with the government of |
¥ramce today. |

] perceive,” I remarked looking at him |
closely, “that you are famil'ar with thei
nature of my secretarial work.” !

He returned my glance, and it seemed |
to me that there was some hidden mean- |
ing in his eyes which I failed to catch.|

“] am in my father’s confidence,” he]
said elowly.

There was a moment’s silence. I was |
listeming to a distant voice in the lower |
part of the hall. |

“Am ] to take it, Mr. Ducaine, then,” |
he said at last, ‘‘that you decline to}
apologize to the Prince?” |

“] have nothing to apologize for,” I an-
swered calmly. ‘““I'he Prince was attempt-|
ing to obtain information in an illicit |
manner by the perusal of papers which |
were in my charge” ;

Blenavon rose slowly to his feet.. His'i
eyes were fixed upon the opposite corner
of the hall, Lady Angela, who had just{
descended the. stairs, was standing there,
pale and unsubstantial as a shadow, and
it seemed' to me that her eyes, as shel
looked across at me, were full of trouble.|

She same slowly towards us. Blenavon |

laid his hand upon her arm. !

“Angela,” he said, ‘“Mr. Ducaine will |
not accept my word. I can make mo im- |
pression upon him. Perhaps he will the |
more readily believe yours.” l

“Lady Angela will not ask me to dln{
believe the evidence of my own sensts,”\
1 said confidently. !

She stood between us. I was aware from
the first of somethimg unfamiliar in her
manner, something of which a glimmering
had appeared on our way home through
the wood.

“It is about Malors, Angela,” he con-
tinued. “You were there, You know all
that happened. Malors is very reasonable
about it. He admits that his actions may
have seemed suspicious. He will accept
an apology from Mr. Ducaine, and Tre-
main.”

She turned to me “And you?”’ ehe ask-

“The idea of an Apology,” I answered,
“appears to me ridiculous. My own poor
little possessions were wholly at his dis-
posal. I caught him, however, in the act
of meddling with papers which are mine
only on trust.”

Lady Angela played for a moment,; with
the dainty trittes which hung from her
braclet. When she spoke she did not look
at me.

“The Prince’s explanation,” she said,
“ig plausible, and he is our guest. I think
perhaps it would be wisest to give him the
benefit of the doubt.”

“Doubt!” I - exclaimed, bewildered.
“There is no room for doubt in the mat-
ter.”?

Then she raised her eyes to mine, and I
say there new things. I saw trouble and
appeal, and behind both the shadow of
mystery.

“Have you spoken to my father?’ she
asked.

“Yes,” 1 answered.

“Did he accept—your view?”

“He did not,” I amswered bitterly.. “I
could not convince him of what I saw with
my own eyes.”

“You have done your duty, then,” she|
said softly. “‘Why not let the rest go? As|
you told us just now,this is not a peisonal
matter, and there are reasons why he did
not wish the Prince to leave suddenly.”

I was staggered. I held my peace, and
the two stood watching me. Then I heard
footsteps approaching us, and a familiar
voice.

“What trio of conepirators is this talk-
ing so earnestly in the shadows? Ah!”

The Prince had seen me, and he stood|
still. I faced him at omce. |

“Prince,” I said, “it has been suggested
to me that my eyesight is probably deA:
fective. It is possible in that case that I}
have not seen you before today, that the!
things with which I charge you are false, |
that in all probability you were in some
other place altogether. If this is so, T
apologize for my remarks and behaviour
towands you.”

He bowed with a faint mirthless emile.

“It i is finished, my youmg friend,” he
declared, *‘I wipe it from my memory.”

It ecemed to me that I could hear
Bicnaven’s sigh of relief, that the shadow
Lad failen from Lady Angela’s face. There
w2s a hittle murmur of satisfaction from
Loth of them. But I turned abruptly, and
with scarcelr even an attempt at a conven-
tional farewell I left the house, and walk-
ed hemevards across the Park.

(To be continued.)

July Has Been Warm Month.

St. John people who have been swelter-
ing with the heat the past few days, and
in fact all through this month, will prab-
ably not be greatly sunprised to learn thav
the weather this month has been the hot-
tewt in sevelal years.

The hottest day this year was Sunday,
the 15th inst., when the temperature was
82 degrees, th's is 2 degrees higher than the
warmest day last year, which was July
10th.

July this year is much warmer than us- |
wal, not only in St. John, but throughout
the province, although outside the fog dis-
trict last year was prepty warm.

Thursday the highest temperature was
78 and the lowest 62.

Despite the fact that it has been un-
| usually warm in this eity “wher breezes
blow,” the humidity has nci been great.

On the 15th, ¢the warmeat day of the year;
ltho humidity was only 48, and yesterday |
was 51, 5

»

CLOSE OF SCHOOL

OF MISSIONS

e

Able Addresses by Prominent Men
Mark Last Day—Dr. Carman and
Dr, Welsh Among the Speakers.

The concludimg session of the second
annual Methodist School of Missions in
this city was held Friday in the schosl
room of the Centenary church. Great in-
terest has been manifested in the ad-
dresses that have beem delievered and the
attendance has been remarkably good.

There were four sessions yesterday in-

cludingz a devotional service. at 9.30,
. Prof. McLaughlin continued his eeried
of Bible studies at 10.30, his subject being
the Kingdom of God. J. Hunter White
followed with am addr on Canadian
Missions, drawing attention to the needs
of the Northwest and pleading for a more
liberal support for the work.

Mr. White’s address was informally dis-
cussed by Rev. James Crisp of Zion chur .k
and Rey. Dr. Carman, = .

The Immigrants in Canada.

At the afternoon eession, Rev. E.
Brecken spoke on Domestic Missions. He
made special mention of the work of the
members of the Epworth League in the
foreign field, He praised them for thewr
consecraticn and singleness of purpcee,
but pleaded for yet a larger measure of
support to the enterprises of the church.

Rev. Dr. Carman then gave an address
of ‘l'he Stranger Within Our (Gates. The
speaker first said that God had always
in the history of the world dealt with the
separate races separately and distinetly.
1t would ceem as if God had kept our
land for these last times. It was never
the intemtion of the Divine Ruler that the
great expanses of’ our prairies should re-
main idle. So we findthal people are pour-
ing in from all over Europe and America,
Asia and Africa.

The doctor went on to say that if Can-
adians would preserve their country for
themselves amd their children they must
deeply impressed with the national spirid,
We must have more of it im our public
schools and univer};ities‘ He was thankful
that he lived in a land where public opin-
jon is a force to be reckomed by politiciang

and where parliament bows to the will of /.

the people.

‘I'he speaker went on to &y that there
are 15,000 Ttalians in Montreal without a
single missionary. In Toronto there are
5,000 with one mirsionary. These people
have been down trodden for centuries
with all kinds of ecclesiastical and politic-

{ al oppression and it is the first duty to

them to try to build them up into a sober
homogenous nation.

There is amother mission in Winnipeg,
Dr. Carman went on, and it is a pity that
in this age a man must be appealed to on
Christian grounds only to support miss-
ions, Of course that is the first ground
but a man ought to give om patriotic
grounds. If we want this Canada to re-
main true to the Britich empire we must
support the missionagies in the Northwest
because without them these strangers in
our gates will never be assimilated,

Dr. Welsh and Dr. Carman in the
Evening

_ There were two speakers at night, Rew.

Dr. Welsh, geteral secretary of the Can- .

adian Bible Society, and Dr. Carman. Dr.
Welsh spoke of the relation of the Bible
to missions. He said that the first thing
the missionary must do if his work is to
have any permanent value in the land in
which he is laboring is to translate the
soriptures.  'Lhere have been  instances
where this has mot been done, as in Japan,
Formosa and Madagascar. The result was
in these countries Christianty died out for
a time. There are now, he said, altogether
400 translations.of the Bible, 230 of which
are in languages which were never written
before the arrival of the missiohary. This
one fact shows some of the difficulties
which the picmeer missionaries. have to
face. )

In our cosmopolitan west, he said, there
is the greatest foreign mission field in the
world. The foreign element will be eager
to learn English for business reasons but
when they come to the gracious things of
religion and life they will revert to their
mother tongue. Hence the necessity that
is laid upon us to supply them with copies
of the scriptures which alone are able
to make them wise unto salvation in their
own language.

Rev. Dr. Carman spoke of Japan as a
mission field. He said his spirit was deeply
stirred at the opportunities presented by
Japan at the present time. Japan now oc-
cupies the same position in missions that
Great Britain once cccupied. Btias &
strategical point. It is a wonderful thing
to think that God has always chosem the
island empires of the world to do His moct
marvellous works.,

Japan is a great field for m:ssions be-
cause of the physical and moral character-
istics of the people. The Japanese soidiers
went into the trenches with the determin-
ation to ccugrer or die, They had beem
taught this lesson of ‘personal bravery by
fong years of bitter experience. Japan had
the feudal system as Britain had it. In-
deed there is a wonderful similarity in
the ‘histories of the two island empires.
2 hey had tl erdumios where we had dukea
and earls, they had their clans and the
bitterest clan warfare of the Highlands of
Scotland was as nothing compared to the
determined strife waged between these
lords of the orient.

The speaker went on to say that one
thing he moticed in Japan on the occasion
of his last visit was that the Japanese
had sense enougli to respect old age. The
most trusted advisers of the emperor were
men of long experience and the mission
left entirely to youngz men was at a dis-
count. Japan, occuping as it does the east-
ern extremity of Asia, is a strategical
point of great importance in the reaching
of India and China. China and India ar.
beginming to look to Japan and he ven-
tured to say that the time was not far
distant when Japan would give the gospel
to these countries.

Marsh Road Qave-in.

A cave-in which occurred on the Marsh
road about 2 o'clock Friday, came near
being attended with serious consequences
for at least one workman, who was en-
gaged on the work of laying the new 56
inch main. The tiench had been prepared
for the pipe and one of the workmen was
down in it, when, without warning, one
side caved in. about 8 or 10 yards of the
sandy material faliing in and almost filling
the space which had been dug out.

The workman who was in the trench at

the time had a marrow escipe from being
buried, but as it is he escaped and the
only damage done will be to delay the work
for a while, as the trench will have to be
dug out again.

A Westbrock (Me.), store attracted
much attention thin-last warm spell by a
sign which read: “Come in and ece us on
oil stoves.”
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