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CHAPTER XIV—Continued.

Duke folded his hands nervously 
He looked away from me into

through the wood.
“It is about Malors, Angela, he 

continued. “You were there. You know 
all that happened. Malors is very reas­
onable about 'it. -He admits that his 
actions may have seemed suspicious. He 
will accept an apology from Mr. Ducaine 
and remain."

She turned to me.
“And you?” she asked.
“The idea of an apology,” I answer­

ed, “appears to me ridiculous. My own 
poor little possessions were wholly at his 
disposal. I caught him, however, in the 
act of meddling with papers which are 
mine only on trust.”

Lady Angela played for 
with the dainty trifles which hung from 
her bracelet. When she spoke she did 
not look at me.

“The Prince’s explanation,” she said, 
“is plausible, and he is our guestter.” 
guest. I think perhaps it would be wis-

t to give him the benefit of the doubt.” 
“Doubt!" I exclaimed, bewildered.

for doubt in the mat-

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. We . tality. I really want you to come.” 
were always brought up very particular | “In that case,” I answered, “of course 
—especially about telling the truth.” I shall be delighted.”

“Well, you haven’t said anything that 
wasn’t the truth,” I reminded her.

“Oh, I. don’t know. I haven’t said 
what I ought to say,” she declared. It 
seems all right when you are with me, 
and talk about it,” she continued slowly, 
raising her eyes to mine. “It’s when I 
don't see yon for weeks^and weeks that 
it seems to get on my mind, and I get 
afraid. I don’t understand it, I don’t “There is only a woman, I believe," 
understand it even now.” she said. “I have met her abroad, and I

“Don’t understand what?” I repeated, dislike her—-greatly. I hear that my 
She looked around. Her air of troub- brother spends most of his time with her, 

led mystery was only half assumed. and that he has dined there the last three 
“How that man died!” she whispered, nights. It is not safe or wise for him, 

I can assure you that I did not kill for many reasons. I want to stop it. 
him, if that is what you mean,” I told That is why Ï have asked you to come 
her eooly. The matter is over and done to us.”
with. I think that you are very fool- “It is quite sufficient,” I told her. "If 
ish to give it another thought.” you want me for any reason I will come.

She shuddered. —- I am two days ahead of my work.”
‘Men can forget those things easier, We threaded our way amongst the 

she said, “f erhaps he bad a wife and creeks. All the time the salt wind blew 
children. Perhaps they are wondering upon us, and the smell of fresh seaweed 
all this time what has become of him. seemed to fill the air with ozone. Just 

“People die away from their homes as we came in sight of the" road we 
and families every day, every hour, I heard the thunder of hoofs behind. We 
answered. “It is only morbid to brood turned around. It was Blenavon, 
over one particular example.” side by side ,4tath a 'lady who

“Father would never forgive me if he stranger to me. Her figure was slim but 
knew,” she murmured, irrelevantly, me elegant I caught a glimpse of her face 
hates to do anything unherhand.” as they flashed by, and it puzzled me.

I heard Grooton return with à sigh Her hair was almost straw colored, her 
of relief. complexion was negative, her features

’You will have some tea,” I sug- were certainly not good. Yet there was
something attractive, something which 
set me guessing at once as to the color 
of her eyes, the quality of her voice, if 
she should speak. Blenavon reined in 
his horse.

"So you have turned up, Angela,” he 
remarked, looking at her a little nerv­
ously. “You remember Mrs. Smith- 
Lessing, -don’t yon—down at Bordig- 
hera, you know?”

Angela shook her head, but she never 
glanced towards the woman who sat 
there with expectant smile.

“I am afraid that I do not,” she said. 
“I remember a good many things about 
Bordighera, but—not Mrs, Smith-Less- 
ing. I shall see you at dinner-time, 
Blenavon. I have some messages for 
you.”

then I stopped. The door of the billiard 
room was open, and Lady Angela stood 
there, the outline of her figure sharply 
defined against a flood of light. She 
had a cue in her. hand, and she looked 
across at me.

“You are a long time, Mr. Ducaine. 
I am waiting for you to give me a les­
son at billiards.”

I crossed the hall to her side.
“I thought that as Lord Blenavon had 

gone out----- ”

in my face which checked any attempt 
she might have made to detain me.

"You must forgive me,” I said. "1 
cannot stay.”

She said nothing. I looked back at 
her from the door. Her eyes were fixed 
upon nj|, a little distended, full of mute 
questioning. I shook my head. So 
I left her and passed out into the night.

he abandoned the subject. ,
“By-the-bye, Ducaine,” he said, “I 

hope you won’t mind my asking you a 
rather personal question.”

“If it is only personal,” I answered 
quietly, “not at all. As you know, I 
may net discuss any subject connected 
with my work.”

“Quite so! I only want to know 
whether your secretarial duties begin and 
end with jour work on the Council 
fence, or are you at all in my f 
confidence as regards his private af­
fairs?”

“I am temporary secretary to the 
Council of Defence only, Lord Blena­
von,” I answered. “I know nothing 
whatever of your father's private af­
fairs. He has his own man of busi­
ness.”

I am not sure whether he believed me. 
He cracked some walnuts and commenc­
ed peeling them.

“My father will never listen to me,” 
he fiàid. “but I feel sure that he makes 
a mistake in becoming a director of all 
these companies. Politics should be 
quite sufficient to engross his time, and 
the money cannot be so mneli of an ob­
ject to him. I don’t suppose his holdings 
are large, but I am quite sure that 
one or two of those Australian gold 
mines are dicky, and you know he was 
an enormous holder of. Chartereds, and 
wouldn’t sell, worse luck! Of course I’m 
not afraid of his losing in the long run, 
but it isn't exactly a dignified thing to 
be associated with these concerns that 
aren’t exactly AT. His name might lead 
people into speculation who couldn’t al­
together afford it.”

“I know nothing whatever of these 
matters, “but from what I have seen of 
your father I should imagine that he is 
remarkably able to guard his own in­
terests.”

Blenavon nodded.

The She pointed to Braster Grance away 
on the other side of the village. I no­
ticed for the first time that it was all 
lit up.

“Have 
neighbors ?

“Only their names,” I answered. “I 
did not even know that they had arriv­
ed.”

together.
•Lfî. verv difficult position,” he de­
clared. “very difficult indeed. The Prince

i v*
„ He has been his benefactor. Of 

he will deny this thing with con- 
Let me think it out, Ducaine.” 

•*Rv all means, your Grace,’’ I an­
swered, a little nettled at his undecided 
air -So far as I am concerned, my 
duty in the matter ends here. I have 
t0](i you the exact truth concerning it, 
and it seems to me by no means im­
probable that thie Prince has been in 
some way responsible for those former 
leakages.” _ , ,

The Duke Aook his head slowly.
“It is impossible,” he said.
**Your Grace is the best judge, I &n-

“The Pjrince was no* in the house last 
night when the safe was opened, he ob­
jected.

4,He probably 
gwered. “Besides, 
he was not here?”

“Even if he were, the Duke said, 
raising his heat}, “how could he have 
known the cipher?”

I made no anfewer at all. It seemed 
useless to argue with a mam who had 
evidently made up his mind not to be 
convinced. . ... ,

"Have yon mentioned this matter to 
anv one?” the Duke asked. „

“To Colonel Ray only, your Grace,
I answered.

“Ray!” The Duke was silent for a 
moment. He was looking steadily into 
the fire. ‘‘You told Ray what you have 
told me?”

“In substance, yed, your 
* not so fully.’

tfcian a friend to Bleua- you heard anything of our new
V»has

course
tempt. of De- 

ather’s
CHAPTER XVII.

More Treachery
There followed for me a period of un­

remitting hard work, days during which 
I never left my desk save at such hours 
when I knew that the chances of meet­
ing. any one scarcely existed. Several 
times 1 saw Lady Angela from my win­
dow in the sands below, threading her 
way across the marshes to the sea. Once 
she passed my window very slowly, and 
with a quick backward glance as she 
turned to descend the cliff. But 1 sat 
still with cltfoched teeth. I had nailed 
down my resolutions, I had determined 
to hold fast to such threads of my • com­
mon sense as remained. Only in the 
night time, when sleep mocked me and 
ail hope of escape was futile, was I 
forced to- grapple with this new-born 
monster of folly. It drove me up across 
the Park to where the house, black and 
lightless, rose a dark incongruous mass 
above the trees, down to the sea, where 
the wind came booming across the bare 
country northwards, and the spray leap­
ed white ■ and phosphorescent; into the 
night like flashes of wind-hurled snow. 
I Stood as close to the sea as I dared, 
and I prayed. Once I saw morning 
lighting the mass of clouds eastwards, 
and the grey dawn break over the emp­
ty waters: I heard the winds die away, 
and I watched the sea grow calm. Far 
across on the horizon there was a faint 
glimmer of cold sunlight. Then I went 
back to my broken rest It was my soli­
tude in those days which drove me to 
seek peace or some measure ef it from 
these things. '

At last a break came, a summons to 
London to a meeting of the Council. I 
was just able to catch my train and 
reach the War Office at the appointed 
time. There were two hours of import­
ant work, and I noticed a general air of 
gravity on the faces of every one pres­
ent. After it was over Bay came to my 
side.

“Ducaine,” he said, “Lord Chelsford 
wishes to speak to you for a few mo­
ments. Come this way.”

He Jed me into a small, barely-fur­
nished room, with high windows and 
only one door. It was empty when wê 
entered it Bay looked at me as he 
closed the door, and I fancied that for 
him his expression was not unfriendly.

“Ducaine,” he said, “there has been 
some more of this damned leakage. 
Chelsford will asy you questions. An­
swer him simply, but tell him everything 
—everything—yoù understand.”
> “I should not dream of any conceal­
ment,” ,1 answered.

“Of course hot! Bat it is possible— 
Ah!”.

He broke off and remained listening. 
There was the sound of a quick foot­
step in the hall.

“Now you will understand what I 
mean,” he whispered. “Remember!”

It. was not Chelsford, but the Duke, 
who entered and greeted me cordially. 
With a farewell nod to me Bay disap­
peared. The Dqke looked around and 
watched him close the door. Then he 
turned to me.

She shrugged her shoulders.
"That you would evade your duty, 

which is clearly to stay and entertain 
your hostess."

She closed the door and glanced at me 
curiously.

“What has happened to you?” she 
asked. “Yon look as though yon had 
been with ghosts.”

"Is it so impossible?" I asked, moving 
a little nearer to the huge log fire. 
"What company is more terrifying than 
the company of our dead thoughts and 
dead hopes and dead memories?”

“Really, I am afraid that Blenavon 
must have been a very depressing com­
panion!” she said, leaping her elbow up­
on the broad mantelpiece.

It was absurd ! I tried to shake my­
self free from the miseries of the last 
hour.

“I am afraid it must have been the 
other way,” I said, “for your brother has 
gone out.”

“Yes,” she said quietly, “he has gone 
to that woman at Braster Grange. I 
wish.I knew what brought her into this 
Part of the country.”

I looked at thé billiard table.
’’Did you mean that you would like a 

game?” I asked. “I am rather out of 
practice, but I used to fancy myself a 
little.”

"I have no doubt,” she answered,
. sinking into a low chair, “that you are 
, an excellent player, but I am willing to 

take it for granted. I do not wish td 
play billiards. Draw that chair up to 
the fire and talk to me.”

It was of all things what I wished to 
avoid that night. But -there was no 
escape. I obeyed her.

“What your brother has told me is, I 
presume, po secret,” I said. “I am to 
wish you happiness, am I not?”

She looked at me in quick surprise. 
“Did Blenavon tell you—”
“That you had promised to marry" 

Colonel Mostyn Ray. Yes.”
“That is very strange;” she said 

thoughtfully. “Blenavon is not as a 
“I shall Istve to ask you to excuse rule needlessly communicative, and at 

me, Ducaine,” he said. "I was to have present it is almost a secrét.” 
dined out to-night, and I must go and “Nevertheless,” I said, turning slowly 
make my Peace. Another glass of towards her, i’l presume.that itis.true,” 
W1°e* “It is perfectly- true,” site answered;

• QDC€* . ,, . There was sileence between us for
... Nothmg more, thank you, I said. aeveral minutes. - One of the footmen

I will just say good-night to your sls" came softly in to see whether we re-
, ,, , quired a marker! and "finding us talking,

Sije 8 probably , in- the drawing- withdrew. I was determined that the 
room, he remarked. If not. ,1 will onug „f further speech should remain
make your excuses when I see her. w£[, her.

BJenaven-’Uurried-out. A few moments “You are surprised ?” she asked at 
later I heard the wheels of his carriage last. it-
pass the long front of the bouse and turn 
down the avenue. I lingered for a mo­
ment where I was. The small oak table 
at which we had dined seemed like an 
oasis of color in the midst of an- atmos­
phere of gloom. The room was large 
and lofty, and the lighting was alto-- 
gether inadequate. From the walls there 
frowned through the shadows the war­
like faces of generations of Bowches- 
ters. At the farther end of the apart­
ment fonr armed giants stood grim and 
ghostlike in the twilight, which seemed 
to supply their empty frames with the 
presentment of actual warriors. I look­
ed down upon the table, all agleam 
with flowers, and fruit, and silver, 
which shone the red glow of the shaded 
lamps. Exactly opposite to me, in that 
chair now pushed carelessly back.she had 
sat, so close that my hand could have 
touched hers at any moment, so close 
that I had been able to wonder more 
than ever at the marvelous whiteness of 
h$r skin, the perfection of her small, 
finely-shaped features, the 
sphinx-like’ expression of her face, al­
ways suggestive of some great self-re­
straint. mysterious, and subtly stimulat­
ing. And as I stood there she seemed 
again to be occupying the chair, at first 
a faint shadowy presence, but gaining 
with every second shape and outline, 
until ,1 could scarcely persuade myself 
that it was not she who sat there, she 
whose eyes more than once during diq- 
ner-time had looked into mine with that 
curious and instinctive demand for sym­
pathy, even as regards the things of the 
moment, the passing jest, the most tran­
sitory of emotions. A few minutes ago 
I had felt that I knew her better than 
ever before in my life, and now the 
chair was empty. My heart was beating 
at the imaginary presence of the vainest 
of shadows. She was going to marry 
Colonel Mostyn Ray.

And then I stood as though suddenly 
turned to stone. Before me were tfe 
great front windows of the castle. Be­
yond. eastwards, stretched the salt 
marshes riven with creeks. Oncfe more 
my unwilling hands touched that hud- 
dled-up head of extinct humanity. I 
saw the dead white face, which the sun 
could never warm again and I felt the 
hands, cold, clammy, horrible. Bay was 
a soldier, and life and death had become 
phrases to him: but I— it was the 
dead man I had ever seen, and the hor­
ror of it was cold in my blood. Ray 
had murdered him, fought with him, per­
haps. but killed him. What would she 
say if she knew? Would his- hands be 
clean to her, or would the horror rise up 
like a red wall between them?

“Will you take coffee, sir?”
I set my teeth and : turned slowly 

round. I even took the cup from the 
tray without spilling it.

“What liqueur may I bring yon, sir?" 
man asked.

a moment

“There is 
ter.”

no room

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

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

“Yes,” I answered.
“Did lie accept—yonr view?”
“He did not,” I answered bitterly. "I 

could not convince him of 
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 
personal 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. Thèn 
I heard footsteps approaching ns, and 
a familiar voice.

“What trio of conspirators is talking 
so earnestly in the shadows? Ah!”

The Prince had seen me, and he stood 
stilL I faced him at once.

“Prince,” .1 said, “it has been sag: 
gested to me that my eyesight is prob­
ably defective. It is possible in that 
case that I have not seen you before to­
day, and that the things with which I

has accomplices," I an- 
know that

$
how do we

Tiding
was a

what I saw

gested.
She shook her head and stood up. I 

did net press her.
“No,

;
f won’t” she said. “I am sorry 

I came. I don’t understand yon, Mr.
Dncaine. You seem to have changed al­
together just these last few weeks. I 
can see that you are dying to get rid of 
me now, but you were glad enough to 
see me, or at. any rate you pretended 
to be, once."

My breath was a little taken away.
I looked at her in surprise. Her cheeks 
were flushed, her voice had shaken with 
something more like anger than any 
form of pathos. I was at a" loss how to 
answer her, and while I hesitated the 
interruption which I- had been praying 
for came, though from a strange quar­
ter. My door was pushed a fe* inches 
open, and I heard Lady Angela’s clear 
young voice.

“Are you there, Mr. Ducaine ? May 1 
come in?”

Before I could answer she stood upon 
the threshold. I saw the delightful little 
smile fade from her lips as she looked in.
She hesitated, and seemed for a moment 
about to retreat.

“Please come in, Lady Angela,” I 
begged, eagerly.

She came slowly forward.
“I must apologize for my abominable 

country manners,” she said resting the
tip of her fingers for axmoment in mine. „„„ „ , , , ,___I saw your door was not latched, and it *'VAdm?.’nVery 1/ktly’ A.ngel*
never occurred to me to knock.” remarked Or perhaps she. may be an

“It was not necessary,” I anesured complication for you.”
a*kn.*ck«™ r* totale‘srttieg suspicious,”-I
taken liberties with. But it is a great declared. The Prmce and Mrs. Snnth-

Lessing are a strong combination.”
"Be careful then that they are not too 

strong for yon,” she answered, smiling. 
“I have heard a famous boast of Mrs. 
Smith-Lessing’s, .that never a min nor a 
lock has yetresisted her.”

I thought of her face as I had seen it 
faint impression of

Grace. In
I, perhaps 

“And he?”
•He did not doubt my story, yonr 

Grace,” I said qnietly.
The Duke frowned across at me.
■Neither do I, Ducaine,” he declared.

“It is not a question of veracity at all.
It is a question of construction. You are 

and these "things are ail new to 
The Prince might have been trying

something which yon did- not _ , ,.
have forgotten might throw a charge yon" are fake, that in all prob­

ability yon were in some other place al­
together. If this is so, I apologize for 
my remarks and behavior towards you.”

He bowed with a faint mirthless 
smile.

“It is finished, my young friend,” he 
declared. “I wipe it from my memory.”

It seemed to me that I could hear 
Blenavon’s sigh of relief, that the shad­
ow had fallen from Lady. Angela’s face. 
There was a little murmtir of satisfac­
tion from both Of them. But I turned 
abruptly, and with scarcely even an at­
tempt at. a conventional farewell I left 

•the house, and walked homewards across 
the Park.

detail
“I suppose that is true,” he admitted 

“But when he is already a rich man 
with very simple tastes, I am rather sur­
prised that he should care to meddle 
with such things."

"Playing at commerce,” I remarked 
“has become rather a hobby with men 
of leisure lately.”""

“And women, too,” Blenavon assent­
ed. “Rather an ugly hobby. I call it”

A servant entered and addressed Blen- 
agon.

"The carriage is at the door, Your 
Lordship,” he announced.

‘Blenavon glanced at his watch and

:

young, 
you. 
you, or
freer orVRRP _
different light Upon his actions and sug- 
gestion. I beg that you will leave the 
matter entirely in my hands.!’

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

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

“I am at your service, Lord Blena­
von,” I answered.

“We wiH go into the hall and have a 
little smoke,” he suggested, leading the 
way. “To me it seems the only place iu 
the house free from dwtfighto.’v c*

I followed him to where, in" a, dark 
corner of the great ddtoe-Shaped hall, a 
wide cushioned lounge was set against 
the will. He seated himself and mo­
tioned me - to follow his example. For 
several minutes he remained silent, 
twisting a cigarette with thin nervous 
-fingers stained yellow with nicotine. 
Every now and then he glanced fur­
tively around. I waited for him to 
speak. He was Lady Angela’s brother, 
but I disliked and distrusted him.

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

“Mr: Ducaine,” he said, “I want you 
to apologize to my friend, the Prince of 
Malors, for your behavior this after­
noon."

“Apologize to the Prince !” I exclaim­
ed. “Why should I?”

"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 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 
asked. - • -

He nodded. > ■ \
"The Prince has explained them to 

me. It was altogether a misunderstand­
ing. He felt,his foot a little easier, and 
he was simply • looking for a newspaper 
or something to read until you returned. 
Inadvertently he turned over some of 
your manuscript and at that moment 
you entered;”

“Most inopportunely, I am afraid,” I 
answered, with an unwilling smile. “I 
am aorry, Lord Blenavon, that .1 cannot 
accept this explanation of the Prince's 
behavior. I am compelled to take the 
evidence of my eyes and ears as final.”

Blenavon sucked at his cigarette 
fiercely for a minute, threw it away, 
and commenced to roll another.

“It’s all rot!" he exclaimed. “Malors 
wouldn’t do & mean action, and, be­
sides, what on earth has he to gam? 
He is a fanatical Royalist. He is not 
even on speaking terms with the gov­
ernment of France today.”
.“I perceive,” I remarked, looking at 

him closely, “that you are familiar with 
the nature of mÿ 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.

“I am in my father’s confidence,” he 
said slowly.

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

“Am I to take it, Mr. Dncaine, then,” 
he said at last, "that yon decline to 
apologize to the Prince?”

‘T have nothing to apologize for,” I 
answered calmly. “The Prince was at­
tempting to obtain information in an 
illicit manner by the pemsal of 
which were in my charge.”

Blenavon rose slowly to his feet. His 
«yes were fixed upon the opposite corner 
"f 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 she 
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 no im­
pression upon him. Perhaps he will the 
more readily believe yonrs.”

“Lady Angela will not ask me to dis­
believe the evidence of 
I said confidently.

She stood between us. I was aware 
from the first of something unfamiliar in 
nor manner, something of which a glim­
mering hid appeared on onr way home

I saw the whip come down upon the 
woman’s horse, but I did not dare look 
into her face. Blenavon, with a smoth­
ered oath and a black look at his sis­
ter, galloped after her. I rejoined Lady 
Angela, who was already in the road.

“Dear me," she said, "what a magnifi­
cent nerve that woman must have! To 
dare to imagine that I should receive 
her! Why; she is -known in every capi­
tal in Europe—« police spy, a creature 
whose brains and body and soul 
be bought by any one’s gold.”

“What on earth can such a woman 
want here ?” I remarked.

■5
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CHAPTER XV.
- - ’ j-Twe Fair -Cat«to*. - 4

After, three days the bouse party at 
Rowchester was somewhat unexpectedly 
broken up. Lord- Chelsford departed 
early one morning by special train, and 
the Duke himself and the remainder of 
his guests left for London later on in 
the day. I remained behind with thrfie 
weeks’ work, and a fear which never left 
me by day or by night. Yet the relief 
of solitude after the mysteries of the 
last few days was in itself a thing to be 
thankful for.

For nine days I spoke with no one 
save Grooton. For an hour every after­
noon, and for rather longer at night, 
I walked on the cliffs or the sands. Here 
on these Jonely stretches of empty land I 
met no one, saw no living thing save the 
seagulls. It was almost like a corner 6f 
some forgotten land. These walks, and 
an occasional few hours’ reading, were 
my sole recreation.

It was late in the afternoon when I 
saw a shadow pass my window, and im­
mediately afterwards there was a timid 
knock at the door. Grooton had gone 
on his dally pilgrimage with letters to 
the village, so I was obliged to open it 
myself. To my surprise it was Blanche 
Moyat who stood upon the threshold. 
She laughed à little nervously.

“I’m no ghost, Mr. Ducaine,” she said, 
“and I shan’t bite!”- 

“Forgive me,” I answered. “I was 
hard at work and your knock startled 
me. Please come in.”

I ushered her into my sitting room. 
She was wearing what I recognised as 
her best clothes, and not being entirely 
at her ease die talked loudly and rap­
idly.

“Such a stranger as you are, Mr. Dn­
caine,” she exclaimed. “Fancy, it’s get­
ting on for a month since we ahj of 
ns saw a sign of yon, and I’m sure nev­
er a week used to pass but father’d be 
looking for you to drop in. We heard 
that you were living here all by your­
self, and this morning mother said, per­
haps he’s ill. We tried to get father to 
come UP and see, but he’s off to Down- 
ham market today, and goodness knows 
when he’d find time if we left it to him. 
So I thought I’d come and find ont for 
myself.”

“I am quite well, thanks, Miss Moy­
at,” I answered, “but very busy. The 
Duke has been giving me some work to 
do, and he has lent me this cottage, 
so that I shall be close at hand. I 
should have looked you up the first time 
I came to Braster, but as a matter of 
fact I have not been there since the 
night before the lecture.”

She was nervously playing with the 
fastening of her umbrella, and it seem­
ed to me that tier silence was purpose­
ful. I ventured some remark about the 
weather, which she interrupted ruth­
lessly.

“It’» a mile and a half to our house 
from here," she said, “not a step far­
ther. I don’t see why you shouldn't 
have made a ptirpose journey."

I ignored the reproach in "her eyes, 
as I had every right to do. But I. be­
gan to understand the reason of her 
nervousness and her best clothes, and 1 
prayed for Grooton’s return.

“If I had had an evening to myself,”
I said, “I should certainly have paid your 
father a visit. But as it. happens, the 
Duke has required me at the house ev­
ery night while he was here, and he has 
left me enough work to do to keep me 
busy night and day till he comes back.” 

She looked down upon the fldor.
“I had to come and see you," she said 

in a low tone. "Sometimes I can’t sleep 
for thinking of it. I feel thàt I haven’t 
done right.”

I knew, of coarse, what she meant.
"I thought we had talked all that out 

long ago,” I answered, a little wearily. 
“You would have been very foolish 
if you had acted differently. I don’t see 
how else yon could have acted."

1

“Very.”
“And why?"
“I scarcely know,” I answered, “ex­

cept thgt I have never associated the 
thought of marriage with Colonel Ray, 
and he is very much older than you.”

“Yes, he is a great deal older,” she 
answered. “I think that his history has 
been rather a sad one. He was in love 
for many years with a woman who mar­
ried-some one else. I have always felt 
sorry for him ever since I was a little
girl.”

“Do you know who that woman was?”
“I have never heard her name," she 

answered.
I found - courage to lift my eyes and 

look at her.
“May I ask when you are going to 

get married ?”
’ Her eyes fell. The question did not 
seem to please her.

"I do not know,” she said. “We have 
not spoken of that yet. Everything is 
very vague.”

“Colonel Ray is coming down here, of 
course?” I remarked.

“Not to my knowledge,” she declared. 
“Not at any rate until the next meeting 
of the Council. I shall be back in town 
before then.” /

“I begin to believe,” I said, with a 
grim smile, “that yonr brother was 
right.”

“My brother right?”
“He finds you enigmatic! You become 

engaged to a man one day, and you 
leave him the next—without apparent 
reason.”

surprise to see you here. I had no idea 
that any one was at Rowchester, or ex­
pected there, . except Lord Blenavon. 
Has the Duke returned?"

She shook her head.
“I came down alone,” she answered. 

“I found London dull. Let me see, I am 
sure that I know your face, do I not?" 
she added, fuming to Blanche Moyat 
with a smile. “Yon live in Braster, 
surely?”

“l am Miss Moyat,” Blanche answer­
ed quietjy.

"Of course. Dear me! I ought to 
have recognized yon. We have been 
neighbors for a. good many years.”

“I will wish you good-afternoon. Mr. 
Ducaine,” Blanche said, turning to me. 
"'Good-afternoon—your Ladyship,” she 
added a little awkwardly.

I opened the door for her.
“I will come down and see your father 

the first evening I have to spare,” I 
said. “I hope you will- tell him from me 
that I should have been before, but for 
the luxury of having some work to do.”

“I will tell him;” she said almost in- 
audibly.

X “And thank yon very much for coming 
to inquire after me,” I added. “Good- 
afternoon.”

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Dncaine.”
I closed the door. Lady Angela was 

Jonnging in my. easy chair with a slight 
smile upon her lips.

“Two lady callers in one afternoon, 
Mr. Dncaine," she remarked, quietly. 
“You will" lose your head, I am afraid.”

“I can assure you. Lady Angela,” I 
answered, “that there is not the slight­
est fear of such a catastrophe.”

She wt looking meditatively into the 
fire, swinging her dogskin gloves in her 
hand. She wore a plain pearl grey 
walking dress and deerstalker hat with 
a single quill in it. The severe but im­
maculate simplicity of her toflette might 
have been designed to accentuate the 
barbarities of Blanche Moyat’s cheap 
finery.

“I understood that you would be in 
town for at" least three weeks," I re­
marked. “I trust that his Grace is 
well.”

"I trust that he is,” she answered. “I 
see nothing of him in London. He has 
company meetings and political work 
every moment of his time. I do not be­
lieve that - there is any one who works 
harder.”

“He has, at least,” I remarked, “the 
compensation of success.”

“You are wondering, I suppose,” she 
said, looking up at me quickly, “what 
has brought me back again so soon.”

“I certainly did not expect you,” I 
admitted.

She rose abruptly.
“Come outside,” she said, “and I will 

show you. Bring your hat.”
We passed into the March twilight. 

She led the way down the cliff and to­
wards the great silent stretch of salt 
marshes. An evening wind, sharp with 
brine, was blowing in from the ocean, 
Stirring, the surface of the long creeks 
into silent ripples, and bending land­
wards the thin streaks of white smoke 
rising among the red-tiled roofs of the 
village. I felt the delicate sting of it 
upon my cheeks. Lady Angela half clos­
ed her eyes as she turned her face sea­
wards.

“I came for this,” she murmured. 
“There is nothing like it anywhere else.”.

We stood there in silence for several 
long minutes. Then, she turned to me 
with a little sigh.

“I am content?’ she said. “Will you 
come up and dine with ns to-night? 
Blenavon will be there, you know.”

I hesitated.
“I am afraid it is rather a bother to 

you to leave your work.” she continued, 
i"tint I am not offering you idle hospi-

v
s

in the half light 
delicate colorlessness, and, for the life 
of me I could not help a little shiver. 
Lady Angela looked at me in surprise.

“Are you cold?” she asked. “Let us 
walk more quickly.”

“It is always cold at this time in the 
evening,” I remarked. “It is the mist 
coming up from the marshes. One feelè 
it at unexpected moments.”

“I am not going to take you any far­
ther,” she declared, “especially as you 
are crating up tonight. Eight o’clock, 
remember. Go and salve your con­
science with some work-"

I protested, but she was firm. So I 
stood by the gate and watched her slim 
figure disappear in the gathering shad­
ows.

;

“Ducaine,” he said,“a copy of our pro­
posed camp at Winchester, and the forti­
fications on Bed 1er’s Hill, has reached 
Paris.”

“Ytiur Grace,” I answered, “it was I 
who pointed out to you that onr papers 
dealing with these matters had been 
tampered with.. I am waiting now to 
be cross-questioned by Lord Chelsford.
I have done all that is humanly possi­
ble. It goes without saying that my 
resignation is yours whenever you choose 
to aft for it.”

The Duke eat down and looked at me 
onghtfnlly. ,
“Ducaine,” he said, “I believe in you.” . 
I drew a little breath of relief. The 

Duke was a hard man and à man of 
few wotde. I felt that in making that 
speech he had departed a great deal 
from his usual course of action, and I 
knew that he meant it.

“I am very much obliged to. your 
Grace,” I answered.

“I think,” he continued, “that Lord 
Chelsford and in fact all the others are 
inclined to- accept you on my estimate. 
We all of us feel that we are the victims 
of s6tÿS eflîijué and very marvelous piece 
at roguery on the part of some one or 
other. I believe inyself that we are on 
the eve of a discovery.”

“Thank Heaven!” I murmured. 
“We-shall only succeed in unraveling 

tliis mystery,” the Duke continued de­
liberately, “by very cautions and deli­
cate manoeuvring. I have an idea which

over

1
strange

thCHAPTER XVI.

Lady Angela’s Engagement
I dined that night at Rowchester. 

Lord Blenavon was sulky, and Lady An­
gela was only fitfully gay. It was not 
altogether a cheerful party. Lady An­
gela left us the moment Blenavon pro­
duced his cigarette-case. '

“Do not stay too long, Mr. Ducaine,” 
she said, as I held the door open for her. 
“I want a lesson at billiards.”

I bowed and returned " to my seat. 
Blenavon was leaning back in his chair, 
smoking thoughtfully.

“My sister,” he remarked, looking up 
at the ceiling and speaking as though to 
himself, "would make an admirable hero­
ine for the psychological novelist. She 
is a bundle of fancies; one can never 
rely upon what she is going to do. 
What other girl in the world would get 
engaged on the Thursday, and 
down here on the Friday to think it 
over—leaving, of course, her fiance, in 
town? Doesn’t that strike you as sin­
gular?”

“Is it,” I asked, calmly, “a genuine 
case ?”

Lord Blenavon nodded.
“I do not think that it is a secret,” he 

said, helping himself to wine and passing 
the decanter. “She has made up her 
mind at last to marry Mostyn Ray. The 
affair has been hanging about for 
than a year. In fact, I think that there 
was something said about it before Ray 
went abroad. Personally, I think that 
he is too old. I don’t mind saying so 
to you, because that has been my'opin­
ion all along. However, I suppose it is 
all settled now.”

I kept my eyes fixed upon the wine­
glass in front of me, but the things which 
I saw, no four walls had ever encloseu. 
One moment the rush of the sea was in 
my ears, another I was lying upon the 
little horsehair couch in my sitting-room.
I felt her soft white fingers upon my 
pulse and forehead. Again I saw her 
eating down from the saddle of her 

great brown horse, and heard her voice, 
slow, emotionless, yet always with its 
strange power to play upon my heart­
strings. And yet, while the grey seas of 
despair were closing over my head, I 
sat there with a stereotyped smile upon 
my lips, fingering carelessly the stem of 
my wineglass, unwilling guest of an un­
willing host. I do not know how long 
we sat there in silence, but it seemed to 

eternity, for all the time I knew 
that Blenavon was watching me. I felt 
like a victim upon the rack, whilst he, 
the executioner, held the cords. I do not 
think, however, that he learnt anything 
from my face.

With a little shrug of the shoulders

She was obviously disturbed. A slight 
wave of trouble passed over her face. 
Her eyes failed to meet mine.

“That I cannot altogether, explain to 
you,” she said. “There are reasons why 
I should come, but apart from them this 
place is very dear to me. I think that 
whenever anything has happened to me 
I have wanted to be here. You are a 
miV>. and you will not altogether under­
stand this.”

“Why not?” I protested. “We, too, 
have our sentiment, the sentiment of 
places as well as of people. If I could 
choose where to die, I. think that it 
would be here, with my wihdows wide 
open and the roar of the incoming tide in 
my ears.”

“For a young man,” she remarked, 
looking across at me, “I should consider 
you rather a morbid person.”

“There are times,” I answered, “when 
I feel inclined to agree with you. To­
night is one of them:”

"That,” she said coolly, “is unfortu­
nate. Yon have been over-working."

“I am worried by a problem,” I told 
her. “Tell me, are yon a great believer 
in the sanctity of human life?”

“What a question!” she - murmured. 
“My own life, at any rate, seems to me 
to be a terribly important tiling.”

“Suppose you had a friend,” I said, 
“who was one night attacked in a quiet 
spot by a man who sought his life, say, 
for the purpose of robbery. Yonr friend 
was the stronger and easily defended 
himself. Then he saw that his antagon­
ist was a man of ill repute, an .evildoer, 
a man whose presence upon the earth din 
good to no one. So he took him by the 
throat and deliberately crushed the life 
out of him. Was your friend a mur­
derer?”

She smiled at me—that quiet—intro­
spective smile which I knew so well.

“Does thé end justify the means? 
No, of course hot. I should have been 
very sorry for my friend; brit if indeed 
there is a Creator, it is He alone who 

to take back what He has
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come I propose tq carry out. But its'success 
depends largely upon you.”

“Upon me?” I repeated, junaied.
“Exactly!- Upon your common sense 

and judgment.”
The Duke paused to listen for a mo- 

Then he continued, speaking 
very slowly, and leaning over- towards 
me------ ’

“Lord Chelsford proposes for his own 
satisfaction to cross-examine you: It 
occurs to me that you will probably tell 
him of yonr fancied disturbance of those 
papers in the safe, and of your little 
adventure with the Prince of Malors."

I looked at him in surprise.
“Have they not all been told of this?” 

I asked.
"No.” •
There was a moment’s dead silence.

I was a little staggered. The Duke 
remained Imperturbable.

“They have not been told,” he repeat­
ed. “No one has been told. 'lie mat­
ter was one for my discretion, and • I 
exercised it,”

There seemed to be ho remark which 
I could make, so I kept silence.

“We hare discussed this matter be­
fore,” the Duke said, “and my firm con­
viction is that you were mistaken. That - 
safe could only have been opened by 
yourself, Ray, or myself. I think I am 
justified in saying that neither of us did 
open it.”

“Nevertheless that safë was opened.”
I objected. “Those were the Very pa­
pers, «vies of which, bavé found their 
way to Paris.”

"Exactly," the Duke answered. “Only 
you must remember that every member 
of the Board was sufficiently acquainted 
■with thélr contents to halve sent those 
particulars to Paris, without opening 
the safe for a further investigation of 
them. Any statement of your suspicion

ment.

more

tile
"Brandy,” I answered.
In a few minutes I was laughing at 

myself, not quite naturally, perhaps, but 
only I could know that. I was getting 
to be a morbid, nervous person. 'It was 
the solitude! I must get away from it 
all before long. Fate had been playing 
strange tricks with me. Life, which a 
few months ago had been a cold and 
barren thing, was suddenly pressed to 
my lips, a fantastic, intoxicating mix­
ture. I had drawn enough poison into 
my veins. I would have no more. ‘ I 
swore it.

Ipapers

AI tried to leave the castle unnoticed, 
but the pl*ee was alive with servants. 
One or them burned up to me as I tried 
to reach my. hat and çoat.

“Her ladyship desired me to say that 
*he was in the bHliard-rootn, sir,” hé an­
nounced.

“Will yçu tell Lady Angela-—” and

me an
my own senses,” has power 

given.”
“Your friend, then----- ”
“Don’t call him that!”
I rose np and moved towards the 

door. I think that she saw sométhing f,1**tv y
■6 -ti
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FIMBMQ its 
WERE VICTIMIZED

itigation Shows That They 
lera Misled as to Condi­

tions Here

UEO EXCIÜSIOV WHS IN FORCE

in Military Uniforms Are 
rmers Not Deserters From 

Army

Japanese boated ashore 
ly from the

surrep- 
Japanese schooner 

Maru have now nearly all
Forty-six have been ‘ taken 

ew more are believed by the of- 
to be at large, although Oikawa 

that seventy-eight were PM 
!. An interesting fact developed 
day during the inveatlgation beim, 
by the chancellor of the. Japanet! 
ate at Vancouver, who U lqokiiic 
he case. He found that the men 
Itary uniforms, who are believed 
’e been soldiers, were farmers, 
eems that Oikawa bought 
[forms from the Japanese govern 
ifter the close of the war, together 
1 stock of army biscuits which he 
to the Japanese put ashore. These 

s were bought in Japan by Oika 
r one sen, five rin, which is le 
me cent of Canadian currency and 
■old to the contraband .company o£ 
na Maru for ten and twenty times 
price Oikawa planed to profit 
rom his venture. Five of the Jap- 
paid him two hundred yen ($100) 
there paid to him or, his elder 
r from $50 to *70, as weU as sign- 
>ntracts to pay fgrther monthly 
aents on arrival. Those provided 
ilankets on the Snian Maru 
d twenty dollars extra, 
eems that not all the company on 
the vessel were shipped at Ogino- 
whenee the vessel sailed on Sep- 

1. Some were brought from 
*naki, a picturesque village, also 

Skoda te Phay, j whence they were 
in* Oikawa took the 

before the officials of. Kai-il 
(the marine office) and signed 
m the book of seagoing men” as 
m fishermen engaged for a fishing 

When at sea he forced them to 
tracts with him; and sold mili- 
lforms to some of them, who 

nformed they must discard their 
se kimonas and haori in favor of 
an clothing, or the military nni- 
rhe majority of the Suian Maru’s 
re farmers, and are men of good 
te who would seen fit to pass 

examination. -They were mis- 
(Bkawa regarding the conditions, 
old that Japanese -were debarred 
nteringi Canada similarly te the 
. under, a naw law. .. ;, 
etion ha* been taken as set.iby 
mgration- and quarantine, depart- 
against, the vessel or those -who 
red the scheme. Dr; Milne, to­
rn inspector.said Wednesday that 
departments would act together 

tier of inflicting a penalty. - In 
intime , all the Japanese appre- 
were turned over to Dr. A; T. 
ho put them through the- usual 

ine programme and returned 
board the Suian Maru, still held 

limait
assistance has been given the 

officials interested by Mr. Yosh- 
chancellor of the consulate at 

rer,- who is investigating the 
le says that if Oikawa

red.

&- stock

S

t by sa

escapes
nt here for the affair he will 
have to face prosecution on 

of the expedition if he returns

EBELLION PUT DOWN.
ngton, Oct. 24.—The following 
~"i, dated October 22, from Com 
Southerland, was made public 
“The insurrection in Santo Do­
ts been successfully, put down, 
ike revolutionary leaders have 
the island. .Amnesty has been 
to all parties concerned in the 
o and last advices show that 
ty prevails all over the country, 
minican national forces^ will be 
vn from the recently disturbed 
as soon as possible.”

JADIANS ARE LOSERS.
!, Ala., Oct. 24.—Private infor- 
received here from the Nicarag- 
it towns is to the effect- that the 
losses sustained-, in- the recent 

American hurricane were to the 
hber plantations owned by the 
i and Canadian capitalists. Sev- 
ion dollars have been invested in 
ultivation - and- a number of 
ive just arrived at the bearing 
The first news of the stonn 

to these, brought by a messen- 
e coast ports, is that the forests 
n badly damaged.

,R ANOTHTR BOYCOTT.

na Take Note of the Hostile 
Feeling in Japan.

Igton, Oct 24,—With, the . ex- 
f a brief .communication froni 
dor Wright containing certain 

from Japanese newspapers 
the feeling of resentment which 
nese people are exhibiting over 
Japanese sentiment in Califor- 
tate department has nothing tv 
that this feeling exists. Fear 
_ied, however, that persistent 
■may result in an anti-American 
n Japan that will dwarf jn 
c the injury inflicted on Ameri- 
i in the Orient by the. boycott

o
CONRAD CITY.

Conrad, who came doWtf from 
on Sunday, tells of eojf**derable 

i the vicinity of WhltsSorse and

t men have been there dnrlm- 
er to report on properties'. A* re of the good -results, an Ew. 
my Is about to develw a copP 
I near Haines, Alaska, and * 
le Is to be tout fd give trans
itehorse, too, «Hmre are took^Ç 
and the working at the copper 
ere wlH make s large. Industry
Whlle’ devekmmentle gojM

prospect t# thoroughly 
, of Se ore run prin 
silver, with,.abundance,

ad City
and

Values 
«old and 
Hgfct.”
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