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(CHAPTER XXI—Continued.) that at any cost I must know the truth.
After lunch I finished the papers which, 
when complete, it was my duty to lock 
away in the library safe up at the house, 
and secured them in my breast pocket*
But instead of going at once to the nouse 
I set out for Braster Junction.

There was a porter there whom I had 
spoken to once or twice. I called him 
on one side.

“Can you tell me,” I asked, “what 
passengers there were from London by 
the newspaper train this morning?”

“None at all, sir,” the man answered 
readily.

“Are you quite sure?” I asked.
The man smiled.
“I’m more than sure, sir!” the man 

answered, “because she never stopped.
She only sets down by signal now, and 
we had the message ‘no passengers 
from Wells. She went through here 
at forty miles an hour.”

“I was expecting Colonel Ray by that 
train,” I remarked, “the gentleman who 
lectured on the war, you know, at the 
Village Hall/’ ^. :

The man looked at me curiously.
“Why, he came down last night, saifie 

train as you, sir. I know, because he 
only got out just as the train was going 
on, and he stepped into the station 
ter’s house to light his pipe.”

“Thank you,” I said, giving the man 
a shilling. “I must have just missed 
hins then/’

I left the ' station and walked home.
Now, indeed, all my convictions were up­
set. Côlorièl Ray had left me outside his 
clubhouse last night, twenty hrintites-be­
fore the train started, without a word 
of coming to Braster. Yét he Traveled 
down by the same train, avoided me, 
liçd to Lady Angela and myself this 
morning, and had exactly the sort of 
wounds which I had inflicted upon that 
unknown assailant who attacked me in 
the darkneess. If circumstantial evi­
dence went for anything, Ray himself 
had been my aggressor.

I avoided the turn by Braster Grange 
and went straight on to the village. Com­
ing out of the post office I found myself 
face to face with Blanche Moyat*. She 
held out her hand eagerly.
. “Were you coming in?” she asked.

“Well, not to-day,” I answered. “I 
am on my way to Rowchester, alid l am 
late already.”

She kept by my side. v ^
“Come in for a few moments,” she 

begged, in a low tone. “I want to talk 
to you.”

“Not the old subject,! hope,” I re­
marked.

She looked around with an air of mys-

rupted. “You know it isn’t.”
“You give me credit for greater pow­

ers of divination than I possess,” I 
answered calmly. “Your father was al­
ways very kind to me, and I can assure 
you that I have not forgotten it. But 
I have work to do now, and I have 
scarcely an hour to spare. Mr. Moyat 
Would understand it, I am sure.”

|i The door was suddenly opened. Mrs. 
Moyat, fat and comely, came in. She 
surveyed us both with a friendly and 
meaning smile, which, somehow made 
tny cheeks burn. It was no fault of 
urine that Blanche had been hanging 
over my chair.

“Come,” she .said, “I’m sure I’m very, 
glad to see you once more, Mr. Du- 
caine. Such a stranger as you are too! 
'But you don't mean to sit in here with­
out a fire all afternoon, I suppose, 
Blanche. Tea is just ready in the din­
ing-room. Bring Mr. Ducaine along, 
Blanche.”

I held out my hand.
“I am sorry that I cannot stop, Mfs. 

Mbyat,” I said. “Good-afternoon, Miss 
Moyat.”

She looked me in the eyes.
“You are not going,” she murmured.
“I am afraid,” I answered, “that it 

is imperative. I ought to have been at 
Rowchester long ago. We are too near 
neigh bois, though, not to see something 
of. one another again before long.”

“W611, I’m sure there’s no need to 
hurry so, Mrs. Moyat declared, backing 
oitt of the room. “Blanche, you see if 
you can’t persuade Mr. Ducaine. Fath­
er’ll be home early this evening, too.”

“I think,” Blanche said, “that Mr. 
Ducaine has made up his mind.”

She walked with me to the hall door, 
but she declined to shake hands with 
m>. Her appearance was little short of 
tragic. L'think that at another time I 
might Tiave been amused, for never in 
my life had I spoken more than a few 
courteous woitfs to the girl. But my 
nerves were all on edge, and I took her 
seriously. I walked down the street, 
leaving' her standing in the threshold' 
with the door open âs though anxious to 
give me a chance to return if I would. 
I-looked back-at the corner, and waved 
my hand. There was something almost 
threatening in the grim Irresponsive fig­
ure, standing watching me, and making 
no pretence at returhing my farewell— 
watching me with steady eyes and close- 
drawn brows.

credible extent Great issues are con­
fided to me. I have been given such, a 
post as a man might work for a life­
time to secure. Yet where a little con­
fidence Would give zest for my work— 
would take away this horrible sense of 
moving always in the darkness—it is 
withheld from me.”

Ray smoked on in silence for several 
moments.

“Well,” he said, “I am not sure that 
you are altogether unreasonable. But, 
on the other hand, you must not forget 
that there is method, and a good ueal 
of it, in the very things of which you 
complain. There are certain positions in 
which a man may find himself where a 
measure of ignorance is a blessed thing. 
Believe me, that if you understood, your 
difficulties would increase instead of di­
minish.”

I shrugged my shoulders.
“But between you and me at least, 

Colonel Ray,” I said, “there is a plain 
issue. You can explain the events of 
last night to me.” u . .

“I will do/That,” he answered, since 
you have asked it. Briefly, then, I 
parted from you on the steps of my 
club at a few minutes past nine last 
night.”

“Yes!”
“I. saw from the moment we appear­

ed that you were being watchetL I saw 
the man who was loitering on the pave­
ment lean over to hear the address you 
gage to the cabman, and 
scarcely away before he was following 
you.- But it was only just as he drove 
by, leaning a little forward in bis han­
som, that I saw his face. I recognized 
him for one of that woman’s most dan­
gerous confederates, and I knew then 
that some villainy was on foot. To cut 
a long story short, I came down unob­
served in your train, followed you to 
Braster Grange, and was only a yard 
or two behind you when ^ this fellow, 
who acts as the woman’s chauffeur, 

I was unfortu-

ajid wan in the cold evening light. She 
held out her hand to me with a subdued 
but charming smile of welcome.

“I am so- glad that you have come to 
see me,” she said softly. “You can 
help me, too, about this unfortunate 
young man who has been thrown upon 
my hands. I----- ”

Then she saw Ray, and the1 words 
seemed to die away upon her lips. I 
had to steel my heart against her to 
.shut ont the pity which I could scarcely 
M feeling; She was white to the lips. 
She stood as one turned to stone, with 
her distended eyes fixed upon him. It 
was like a- trapped bird, watching its 
impending fate. She faltered a little on 
her feet, and —I could not help it—I 
hurried to her side with a chair. As 
she sank into it she thanked me with .a 
very plaintive smile.

“Thank you,” she said, simply. ‘T 
am not very strong, and I did not know 
that man was with you.”

Ray broke in.

business here is to sunorn you and oth­
ers whom she can buy or cajole into a 
treasonable breach Of confidence. It is 
very possible that you know all this, 
and more. But I appeal to you as an 
Englishman and the representative of 
a great English family. Are you will­
ing to leave at once with us and to de­
part altogether from this part of the 
country, or -will you face the conse­
quences?”

Blenayon was à coward. He shook 
and stammered. He was not even mas­
ter of his voice.

“I do not understand yon,” he falt­
ered. “You have no right to speak to 
me like this.”

to that terrible, half-hour at Braster 
Grange. I thought of Ray. I realis­
ed now that for days past I had been 
striving not to think of him. The man’s 
sheer brutality appalled me. I believed 
in him now wholly, I believed at least 
in his honesty, his vigorous and trench­
ant loyalty. Bat the ways of the man 
were surely brutal to torture even ver­
min caught in the trap, and that woman, 
adventuress though she might be, had 
flinched before him in agony as though 
her very nerves were being hacked out 
of her body. And Blenavon, too! Sure­
ly he might have remembered that he 
was her brother. He might haveihelped 
him to retain just a portion of his self- 
respect. Was he as severe on every 
measure of wrong-doing? I fancied to 
myself the meeting on that lonely road 
between the poor white-faced creature 
who had looked in upon my window, 
and this strong merciless man. Warm­
ed with exercise as I was, I shivered. 
Ray reminded me of those grim figures 
of the Old Testament. An eye for an 
oye, a life for a, life, were precepts with 
nim indeed. ..He was as exorable as 
Fate itself. I feared him, and I knew 
^rhy. I feared him when I thought of 
Angela, almost over-sensitive, so delicate 
a flower to be held in his strong, merci­
less grasp. I walked faster and faster, 
for thoughts were crowding in upon me. 
Such a tangled web, such bitter sweet­
ness as they held for me. These were 
the thoughts which in those days it was 
the struggle of my life to keep from 
coming to fruition. I knew very well 
that, if once I gave way to them, flight 
alone could save me. For the love of 
her was in my nerves, in every beat of 
my pulse, a wild and beautiful dream, 
against which I was fighting always a 
hopeless battle.

•Mr Ducaine,” she said, “do you con­
sider that Colonel Ray is your friend V 

••He has been very good to me, I
answered. . .

••There is something between you two. 
What is it?” T , ~

“It is not my secret, I told her. 
•‘There is a secret, then,” she mur- 

“I know it. Is this why youmured. _ ----- . .
do not wish mer to marry him (

•*I have not said that I do not wish 
k to marry him,” I reminded her. 

-Not in words. You had no need to
put it into words.”

“You are very young, I said, to 
marrv any one for any other reason save 

Some day there

jou

“Right or no right, I do,” Ray an­
swered. “If you refuse I shall not 
spare you. Last night was only one in­
cident of many. I break my faith as 
a soldier by giving you this opportunity. 
Will you come?”

“I am waiting now for a carriage,” 
“I have sent to

the only true one. 
might be some one else.”

_ ,11V watched the flight of a seagull for 
a few moments—watched it till its 
wings shone like burnished silver as it 
lit upon the sun-gilded sea.

I “I do not think so,” she said dream- 
•'I have never fancied myself car­

ing very much for any one. It is not 
easy, you know, for some of us. .

“And for some,” I murmured, it 19
too easy.” . , , , V

She looked at me curiously, but she 
bad no suspicion as to the meaning of

want yon to tell mu something,’ 
she said, in a few minutes. “Have you 
any other reason beyond this for object­
ing to my marriage with Colonel Ray ^

“If I have,” I answered slowly, * 1 
cannot tell it you. It is his secret, not 
mine.” . ,“You are mysterious!” she remarked.

“If I am,” I objected, “you must 
rememter that you are asking me 
strange questions.”

“Colonel Ray is too honest, she said, 
thoughtfully, “to keep anything from 
me which I ought to know.

X changed the conversation. After all 
I was a fool to have blundered into it. 
We talked of other and lighter things. 
I exerted myself to shake off the depres- 

against which I had been strug- 
gling all the morning. By degrees 1 
think we both forgot some part of our 
troubles. We walked home across the 
sandhills, climbing gradually higher and 
higher, until we reached the cliffs, un 
all sides of us the coming change in 
the seasons seemed to he vigorously as- 
serting itself. The plovers were crying 
over the freshly-turned ploughed fields, 
ft whole world of wild birds and insects 
seemed to have imparted a sense of 
movement and life to what only a few 
days ago had been a land of desolation, 
a country silent and winterbonnd. Color 

asserting itself in all manner of 
places—in the green of the sprouting 
grass, the shimmer of the sun upon 'the 
sea-stained sands, in the silvery blue of 
the Braster creeks. Lady Angela drew 
a long breath of content as we paused 
for a moment at the summit of the cliffs.

“And you wonder,” she murmured, 
“that I left London for this?”

“Yes, I still wonder/’ 1 answered. 
“The beauties of this place are for the 
lonely—I mean the lonely in disposi­
tion. For you life in the busy places 
should just be opening all her fascina­
tions. It is only when one is disap­
pointed in the more human life that one 
comes back to Nature.”

“Perhaps then,” she said. a> little 
vaguely, “I too must be suffering frtrm 
disappointments. I have never ^eahz-

She

His voice sounded 
harsh, his manner, I thought, was un­
necessarily brutal.

“I can understand,” he ' said, “that 
you find my presence a tittle unwelcome. 
I need scarcely say that this is not a 
visit of courtesy. You know very well 
that willingly I would never spend a mo­
ment under the same roof as you. I am 
here to speak a few plain words, to 
wkieh you will do well to listen.”

She raised her eyes to his. Her cour­
age seemed to be returning at the note 
of battle in his tone. Her small, well- 
shaped head was thrown back. The 
hands which grasped the sides of her 
chair ceased to tremble.

“Go on,” she said.
“We will not play at cheap diplo- 

macy,” lie said, sneeriugly. “I know 
you by a dozen names, which yon alter 
and adopt to suit the occasion. You are 
a creature of the French police, one of 
those parasitical 
live by sacking the 
-out of simpler persons, 
here because the more private meetings 
of the English Council of Defence are 
being held at Rowchester. It is your ob­
ject by bribery, or theft, or robbery, or 
the seductive use of those wonderful 
charms of yours, to gain possession of 
copies of any particulars whatever 
about thé English autumn manoeuvres, 
which, curiously enough, have been ar­
ranged as a sort of addendum to those 
oiPyour side of the Channel. You have 
an ally, I jregret 'to say, in the Duke’s' 
son, you are seeking to gain for your­
self a far more valuable one in the per- 

of this boy. Yon say to yourself, 
no doubt, Like father, like son. You 
ruined and disgraced- the one. 
think, perhaps, the other will be as
e>“8top!” she cried.

He looked at her curiously. Her face 
was drawn with pain. In her eyes was 
the look of a being stricken' to death.

“It is terrible!” she murmured, “that 
men so coarse and brutal as you should 
iiave the gift of. speech. I do not wish 
to ask for any mercy from you, but if I 
am to stay here and listen, you will 
speak only of facts.”

He shrugged his shoulders contempt- 
ously. ,,

“You should '-hé hardened by this 
time,” lie Sald,, “but ^. forgot that we 
had an audience. It is Always worth 
while to play a little to the gallery, 
isn’t it? Well, facts, then. The boy 
is warned against you, and from today 
this house is watched by picked detec­
tives. Blenavon can avail you nothing, 
for he knrows nothing. Such clumsy 
schemes as last night’s are foredoomed 
to failure, and will only get you into 
trouble. -You will waste your time here. 
Take my advice and go!"

She rose to her feet.

Blenavon answered, 
the house for one.”

“You will not return to the house,” 
Ray said shortly. “You will leave here 
for the station, the station for London, 

'and London for the Continent. You do 
this, and I hold my peace. You refuse, 
and I see Lord Chelsford and your fath­
er tonight.”

From the first I knew that he would 
yield, but he did it with an ill grace.

“I don’t see why I should go,” he said, 
sulkily.

“Either you and I together or 
I alone, are going to catch the 
sir o’clock train to London,” Roy said. 
“If I go alone you will be an exile from 
England for the rest of your life, your 
name will be removed from every club 
to which you belong, and you will have 
brought irreparable disgrace upon your 
family. The choice is yours.”

il?.

mas-

you were

Far away, coming towards me along 
the sands, I saw her. I stopped short. 
For a moment my heart was hot with 
joy, then I looked wildly around, think-' 
ing of flight. It was not possible. Al­
ready she had seen me. She waved her 
hand and increased her pace, walking 
with the swift effortless grace of her 
beautiful young limbs, her hegd thrown 
back, a welcoming: smile always parting 
her lips. I sbt my teeth and prepared 
myself for the meeting. Afterwards 
would come the pain, but for the pres­
ent the joy of seeing her, of being, with 

1 her, was everything! < I hastened for­
ward.

Blenavon turned towards the woman 
as though for aid. But she stood with 
her back to him, pale and with a thin 
scornful smile upon her lips.,

“The choice,” Ray repeated, 
at his watch, “is yours, but th 
short.”

“I will go,” Blenavon said. “I was off 
in a day or two, anyway. Of what you 
suspect me I don’t know, and I don’t 
care. But I will go.”

Ray put his watch into his pocket. 
He turned to Mrs. Smith-Lessing.

“Better come too,” he said quietly 
“You have no more chance here. Every 
one knows now who and what you are.”

She looked at him with white expres­
sionless face.

“It does uot suit me to leave the 
neighborhood at present,” she said 
calmly. —

creatures who 
honesty 

You aresprang out upon you. 
nateyl a little too quick to the rescue, 
and received a smash on the head from 
your stick. Then you bolted, and I 
found myself engaged with a pair of 
them. On the whole I think that they 
got the worst of it.”

“The other one—was Lord Blenavon!
I exclaimed.

“It was.”
“Then he is concerned in the plots 

which are going on against us,” I con­
tinued. “I felt certain of jt. What a 
blackguard !”

“For his sister’s sake,” Colonel Ray 
said softly, “I want to .keep him out of 
it if I can. He should be hors de com­
bat for some time.”

‘-But why didn’t,you cry out to me?” 
I said. “I should not have run if I had 
known that I had an ally there.”

“To run was exactly what I wanted 
you to do,” Ray answered. “You had 
the despatch-box, and I wanted to see 
you safe away.” \

I glanced at his bandaged head and

glancing 
e time ission

“I could not stay indoors,” she said, 
as she turned by my side,” although I 
have an old aunt and some very uninter­
esting visitors to entertain. Besides, I " 
have news! My father is coming down 
today, and I think some of the others.

If she had been a man Ray would have We have just had a telegram.” 
struck her. I could see his white teeth . } aP®. Klad, I answered. I have 
clenched fiercely together. just finished my work, and I want some

“It does not suit me,” he said, in a m°r®' . 1
low tone vibrate with suppressed pas- tou arf insatiable, she declared, 
sion, “to have you here. You are a *°? hav= written for three
plague spot upon the place. You have days, days and nights too, I beheve, and 
been a plague spot all your life. What- **** '**ie a ffhost. You ought to 
ever you touch you corrupt.” take a rest now.-^ You ought to want

She shrank away for a moment. After od2l at a?y, rata; .... 
all, she was a woman, and I bated Ray the ?™ile fa<**d from her lips,
for his brutality. and the anxiety of a sudden thought

“What a butcher you are!” she said, her- /. . -r
looking at him curiously. “If ever you “I kaWTBot heard a word from Col- 
Should marry—God help the woman.” onel Ray,” she said. “It terrifies me to 

“There are women and women,” he think that he may have told my father 
answered roughly. “As for you, you do about Blenavon.
not count in the sex at all.” “You must insist upon it that he does

She turned away from him with a not,” I declared. “Your brother has left 
little shudder, and for the first time dur- England, has he not?” 
ing the interview she- hid her face in her “He is at Ostènd.”
hands. It was all I could do to avoid “Then Colonel Ray will keep his
speech. word,” I assured her. “Besides, you

"Come,” he said, “do you agree? have written to him, have you not?”
Will yon leave this place ? I promise “I have written,” she answered. “Stitt 
you that your schemes here at any rate I am afraid. He will do what he thinks 
^re at an end.” right, whatever it may be.”

She turned to me. Perhaps some- “He will respect your wishes,” I 
tiling in my face had spoken the sym- said.
pathy which I could not wholly sup- She smiled a little bitterly.
Press> "He is not an easy person to influ-

“Guy,” she said, “I want to be rid of en ce,” she murmured. “I doubt wheth- 
this man, because every word he speaks er my wishes, even my prayers, would 
—hurts. But I cannot even look at him weigh with him a particle against has 
any more. At this war of words he has own judgment. And he is severe— 
won. I am beaten. I admit it. I am very severe.”
crushed. I am not going away. I spoke I said nothing, and we walked for 
truthfully when I said that I came to some time in silence.
England in search of your father We “Next week,” she said abruptly, “I 
may both of us be the creatures that man must go back to London.” 
would have you believe, but we have It was too sudden! I could not keep 
been husband and wife for eighteen back the little exclamation of despair. 

“He left me in January,” she contin- rears, and it is my duty to find out She walked for some time witlj her head 
ued, “determined at least to have speech what has become of him. Therefore I turned away from me, aa though some- 

ith his son. He heard then for the stay.” thing on the dark clear horizon across
first time of the absconding trustee. He I could see Ray’s black eyes flash- the waters had fascinated her, but I 
came to England, if not to implore his “8- He almost gripped my arm as he caught a glimpse of her face, and I
son’s forgiveness, at least to place him drew me away. We three left tiie- knew that my secret had escaped me.
above want And in this country he house together. At the bottom of the Whether I Was glad or sorry I ccqjj*
has never been heard of. He has dis- drive we met a carriage sent down not tell. My thoughts were all in hnp^
appeared. I am here to find him. Per- from Rowchester. Ray stopped it. less confusion. When she spoke, there 
haps,” she added, leaning a little over “Blenavon and I will take this car- was a certain reserve in her tone. I 
towards Ray, and in a slightly altered riage to the station,” he said. “Will knew that things would never again be 
tone, “perhaps you can help me?” you, Ducaine, return to Lady Angela exactly the same between us. Yet she

Again it seemed to-me that Ray was and tell her exactly what has happen- was not anghy! I hugged that thought 
troubled by a certain speechlessness, ed?” to myself. She was startled and seri-
When at last he found words, they and “Oh, come, I’m not going to have ous, but she was not angry, 
his tone Were alike harsh; almost vio- that,” Blenavon exclaimed, 
lent. “It will not be unexpected news,”

“Do you think,” he said, “that I Ray said sternly. - “Your sister suspects 
would stretch out the little finger of my already.” 
hand to help you or him? You know 
very well that I would not. The pair 
of you, in my opinion, were long since 
outside the pale of consideration from 
any living being. If he is lost, so much 
the better. If he is dead, so much the 
better still.”

“It is because I know how you feel 
towards him,” she said slowly, “that I 
wondered—yes, I wondered!”

“Well?”
“Whether you could not, it you chose 

solve for me the mystery of his disap­
pearance.”

There was as much as a dozen seconds 
-Or so of tense silence between them She 
never once flinched. The cold question 
of her eyes seemed to burn its way into 
the man’s composure. A fierce exclama­
tion broke from his lips.

“If he were dead,” he said, “and if it 
were my baud which had removed him 
I should count it amongst the best ac­
tions of my life.”

She looked at him curiously_as one My Secret.
might regard a wild beast. There followed for me another three

v>°U CaU 8peaa 1’k® this before his days of unremitting work. Then mid- 
son- way through one morning I threw my

’I veil^ my words at no time and for pen from me with a great sense of re- 
no man, he answered. “The truth is lief. They might some or send for me 
always best. when they chose. I had finished. My

eyes were hot and my brain weary. In­
stinctively I threw open my front door, 
and it seemed to me that the sun and 
the wind and the birds were calling.

So I walked northwards down on the 
beach, across the grass-sprinkled sand­
hills and the mud-bottomed marshes. I 
walked with my cap stuffed in my 
pocket, my head bared to the freshening 
wind, and all the way I met no living 
creature. As I walked, m.v thoughts, 
which had been concentrated for these 
last few days upon my work, went back

CHAPTER XXIII.
Meaty n Ray Explains.

I walked straight to the House, and 
locked up my papers in the great safe. 
I had hoped to escape without seeing 
either Ray or Lady Angela, but as I 
erdssed the hall they issued from the 
billiard-room. Lady Angela turned to­
wards me eagerly.
; “Mr. Ducaine.” she exclaimed, “have 
you seen anything of Lord Blenavon to­
day?”

I shook my head.
“I have uot seen him for several days 

Lady Angela,” I answered.
Rày said something to her which I 

couid' not hear. She nodded and left us 
together.

“It seems,” he said, “that this amiable 
young gentleman is more or lees_1n the 
cldtchee Of 
Grange, a
better go and dig him out.

“Thank
all I wanted of Braster 
night. v -

“Pooh!” he answered lightly, “you are 
not even scratched. They are clumsy 
conspirators there. I think you ■ and I 
are a match for them. Come along.”

me, Colonel Ray,” 
I said, “but I have no desire to visit 
Braster Grange, even with you.”

Lady Angela, whose crossing the hall 
bad been noiseless, suddenly interposed.

“You are quite right, "Mr. Ducaine,” 
she said; “but this Is no visit of courtesy, 
is it? I am sure that my brother would 
never stay there voluntarily, 
thing must have happened to him.”

“We will go and see,” Ray declared. 
“Come along, Ducaine.”
' I hesitated, but a glance from Lady 

Angela settled the matter. For another 
such I would have walked into hell. 
Ray and I started off together, and I 
was not long, before I spoke of the 
things which were in my mind.

“Colonel Ray,” I said, “when I saw 
you this morning you made two state­
ments, both of which were false.”

Ray brought out his pipe and began to 
fill it in leisurely fashion.

“Gé on;” he said. “What were they?”
The first was that you had come down 

from London by the newspaper train 
this morning, and the second was that 
you had received your injuries in a 
hansom cab accident.”

His pipe was started, and he puffed 
out dense volumes of. smoke with an air 
of keen enjoyment.

“Worst of having a woman for 
hostess,” he remarked, “cue can’t ■ 
except a sickly cigarette or two. 
sitould take to a pipe, Ducaine.”

“Will yon be good enough to explain 
those two mis-statements. Colonel Ray?”

“T ion Kni-li nf tliom I” lia one to arad

son

Youtery.
••Do you know that some one is mak­

ing inquiries about—that man?”
T always thought it possible,” I an­

swered, “that his friends might turn up 
some time or other.”

We were opposite the front of the :
Moyat’s house. She opened the door and 
beckoned me to follow. I hesitated, but 
eventually did so. She led the way into 
the drawing-room, and carefully -closed 
the door after ns.

“Mr. Ducaine,” she said. “I mean it, 
really. There is some .one in _$he village 
making inquiries—about—the man who 
was found dead.”

“Well,”! said, “that is not Very sur­
prising, is it£ His friends were almost 
certain to turn up sooner or later.”

“His friends! But do you know who 
it is?” she asked.

I sank resignedly into one of Mrs.
Moyat’s wool-work covered chairs. An 
absurd little canary was singing itself 
hoarse almost over my head- I half 
closed -my eyes. How many more prob­
lems was I to be confronted with dur­
ing these long-drawn-out days of mys-

%h, I do not know,” I declared. “I 
am sure I do not care. I am sorry that 
I ever asked, you for one moment to 

Miss Moyat Makes a Scene. keep your counsel about the fellow. I
Ray whs smoking his customary enol- never saw him, I do not know who he

mous pipe, which he deliberately emp- rà!/ w m S mî
tied as Ladv Angela and I approached. J don’t want to; Miss Moyat. He may

I The sight of him and the significance J>aTe been prince or pedlar for any-
of his wounds reduced me to a state of ta™8 1 caJ’e- n
Astonishment which could find no outlet _ M®!!. _tie wasn t an ordinary person, 
in words. 1 simply stood and stared at after all, she declared, with an air of
him. Lady Angela, however, after her t«w,TeRrsstir* OriiMeth*ia!«’«
first exclamation of surprise, went up wh” Ms kT“r/8 »„êh!, 
and greeted him. a fne”g of„Lord Blenavon s. Hes al-

"Why, my dear Mostyn,” she exclaim- ways there, 
ed, “wherever have you sprung from, . “I have heard that there is süch a 
and what have you been doing to your- person,” I answered wearily, 
self?” “She’s been making inquiries right

“Î came from London—newspaper and left— everywhere. There’s a notice 
train,” he answered. in yesterday’s Weils Gazette, and a re-

I “And your head and arm?” ward of fifty pounds for any one who

w.™?nWi.«.»,«. So ail».W** 1 “»
far as I was concerned, speech was al- ®ar“ pounds p ay ot let me 
together beyond me. Lady Angela, too, stand in your way.
seemed to find something disconcerting She looked at me.witlva fixed întent- 

I iu Ray’s searching gaze. ness which I found peculiarly irritating.
“My welcome,” he remarked quietly, “You don’t think that I care about the 

“does not seem to be overpowering.” fifty pounds, she said, cotoirig over and 
Lady Angela laughed, but there was a standing by my chair. -

note of unreality in her mirth. “Then why-take any notice of the
“You must expect people to be amaz- matter at all. I said. All. that you 

ed, Mostyn.” she said, “if you treat can disclose is that he came from the 
them to such surprises. Of course I am land and not from the sea, and that he 
riad to see you. Have you seen Blena- asked where I lived. Why trouble your-
y°'Vhave not been to the house * he an- T^ere "really "wt any^'necessity. *' Some .“*>», both of them!” he answered, 
swered. “I came straight here." one else probably saw him besides yap, ™th gnm cheerfulness. Kolta ^

"And your luggage?" she asked. they wall soou find the.r way to th.s aad ™ha7e' aoTOded a bU
“Lost,’’., he answered tersely. “I only ' , t » ghe murmur,a thin.”put caught the train, and the porter he 8pok; 0‘f T0U> ’ “It did,” I assured him.

«ms to have missed me. “Do you believe,” I asked, “that I He removed his pipe from his teeth,
, „lou, aPpear ,to have .Passed through morder(£ him?” and pushed down the tobacco with the
mnS e“°vap r 0f- T,shapv’ 8he re: She shuddered. end of his finger.
r", • Never mind. You must of conrge- j don’t" she declared. . “I came down from town by the same

a": .yo“r„l.u°ch.7erL °ad y,„”r do you “Then why all this nervousness and train that you did,” he said, “and as for 
ant to talk to Mr. Ducaine. mystery?” I asked. “I have no fear my broken head and smashed arm, you
“Next to the walk up to the house of anything which might happen. Why did it yourself.”

»ith you,” he answered. “I think that I should you be afraid?" “I imagined so,” I answered. “Per-
want my lunch more than anything in “j am not afraid,” she said slowly, haps you will admit that you owe me 
the world.” “but there is something about it which some explanation.”

Lady Angela smiled her farewells at I do not understand Ever since that He laughed a deep bass laugh, and 
me, and Ray nodded curtly. I watched morning yon have avoided me.” looked down at qae with a gleam of hu-
them pass through the plantation and “Nonsense!” I exclaimed. mor in his black eyes.
Stroll across the Park. There was noth- “Jt is not nonsense,” she answered. “Come,” he said, “I think that the 
mg very loverlike in their attitude. Ray “It is the truth. You used to come boot is on the other leg. My head is 
seemed scarcely to be glancing towards sometimes to see father—and now you exceedingly painful and my arm is very 
nis companion; Lady Angela had the air never come near the place. It is—too stiff. For a young man of your build 
of one absorbed in thought. I watched bad of you,” she went on, with a little you have a most surprising muscle.” 
them until they disappeared, and then sob. “I thought that after that morn- “I am to understand, then, "that it 
I entered my own abode and sat down ing, and my promising to do what you was- you who committed an unprovoked 
mechanically before the lunch which asked that we should be greater friends assault upon me—who planned to have 
tirooton had prepared. I ate and drank than ever. Instead Of that you have me waylaid in that dastardly fashion?” 
as one in a dream. Only last night Ray never been near us since. And I don’t “Do you think,” Ray asked quietly, 
had said nothing about coming to Bras- care who knows it. I am miserable.” “that I should be such a damned fool?” 
•er. Yet, there he waa, without lug- She was leaning against the arm of "What am I to think, then, what am
sage, with hie arm and head bound up. my chair. It was clearly my duty to I to believe?” I asked, with a sadden
•Inst like this I expected to see the man administer the consolation which the anger. “You found me starving, and 
whom I had struck last night. situation demanded. I realized, how- you gave me employment, but ever since

Now though Ray’s attitude towards ever, that the occasion, was critical, and I started my work life has become a 
me was often puzzling, an absolute faith I ignored her proximity. huge ugly riddle. Are you my friend or
m his honesty was the one foundation “Miss Moyat,” I said, “I am sorry if my enemy î I do not know. There is 
which I had felt solid beneath my feet asking you to tell that harmless little fib a drama being played out before my 
minng these last few weeks of strange has made you miserable. I simply de- very eyes. The figures in it move about
happenings. This was the first blow sired-----” me continually, yet I alone am blind-
which my faith had received, and I felt “It isn’t altogether that,” she inter- folded. I am trusted to almost

was
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A

arm. \
“I suppose that I ought 'lo apologize 

to you,” I said. -
' “Tinder the circumstances," he de­

clared, “we will cry quits.”
Then as we walked together in -the 

glittering spring sunshine, this -big silent 
m#p and I, there came upoti me a swift, 
poignant impulse, the keener perhaps be­
cause of the loneliness of my days, to 
implore him to unravel all the things 
which lay between us. I wanted the 
story of that night, of my concern in it, 
stripped bare. Already my Bps were 
opened, when round the corner of the 
rough lane by which Braster Grange 
was approached on this side came a doc­
tor’s gig. Ray shaded his eyes and 
gazed at its occupant.

“Is this Bonriggs, Ducaine?" he ask- 
man who shot with us?”
Dr. Bonriggs,” I answered.

f onr siren friend at BraStti- 
I think that you and I had

lyou,” I answered, “but I had 
led of Braster Grauge lastWe had taken the last turn. My cot­

tage was in sight. To. my surprise a man 
was standing there as though waiting. 
He turned round as we approached. 
His face was very pale, and the back 6f 
his head was bandaged. He carried his 
arm, too, in a sling. It was Colonel 
Mostyn Ray!

“Yon must excuse
. ftPP .. Smaller "and 

frailer than ever she seemed, as she 
stood before Ray, dark and massive.

“Your story is plausible,” she said 
coldly. “It may even be true. Bat, 
apart from that, I had another and a 
greater reason for coming to England, 
for coming to Braster. I came to seek 
my husband—the father of this boy. I 
am even now in search of him.”

I held my breath and gazed at Ray. 
For the moment it seemed as though the 
tables were tnrned. No signs of emo­
tion were present in his face, but he 
seemed to have no words. He simply 
looked at her.

CHAPTER XXIX. ed, “the
“It is
Ray stopped the gig and exchanged 

greetings with the big sandy-haired man, 
who held a rbin in each hand as though 

were driving a market wagon. They 
chatted for a moment or two, idly 
enough, as it seemed to me.

“Any one ill at the Grange, doctor?” 
Ray asked at length.

The doctor looked at him curiously.
“I have just come from there,” lie 

answered. “There is nothing very seri­
ously wrong.”

“Can you tell me if Lord Blenavon is 
there?” Ray asked.

The doctor hesitated.
“It was hinted to me, Colotiel Ray,” 

he said, “that my visit to the Grange 
was not to be spoken of. You will 
derstand, of course, that the etiquette 
of our profession----- ”

“Quite right,” Ray interrupted. “The 
fact is, Lady Angela is very anxious 
about her brother, who did not return 
to Rowchester last night, and she has 
sent us out as a search party, 
course, if you were able to help us she 
would be very gratified.”

“The Duke and, in fact, all the fam­
ily have always been exceedingly kind 
to me,” he remarked, looking straight 
between his horse’s ears. “Under the 
circumstances you mention- if you were 
to assert that Lord Bleiravon was at 
Braster Grange I do uot think that I 
should contradict you.”

Ray smiled.
“Thank you, doctor,” fie said. “Good 

morning.” j
The doctor drove on, and we pursued 

our way.
“It was a very dark night,” Ray said, 

half to himself, '"but if Blenavon was 
the man I hit he ought to have a crack­
ed skull.”

After all, our interrogation of the doc- 
quite unnecessary. We were

heSome-
:

-V

un-

Of

“One season is very much like anoth­
er,” she said, “but it is not possible to 
absent oueself altogether. Then after­
wards there is Cowes and Homburg, 
and I always have a plan for at least 
three weeks in Scotland. I believe we 
shell close Rowchester altogether.”

“The Duke?” I hsked.
“He never spends the summer here,” 

she answered. “We are generally to­
gether after July, so perhaps,” she 
added, “you may have to endure more of 
my company than you think.”

She looked at me with a faint, pro­
voking smile. How dare she? I was 
master of myself now, and I answer­
ed her coldly.

“I shall be very sorry to leave here," 
I said. “I hope if my work lasts so 
long that I shall be able to go on with 
it at the ’Brand.’ ”

She made no answer to that, bat in 
a moment or two she turned and loosed 
at.me thoughtfully.

“You are rather a surprising person.” 
she remarked, “in many ways. And 
you certainly have strange tastes.”

“Is it a strange taste to love this 
place?” I asked.

“Of course not. But, on the other 
hand, it is strange that you should be 
content to remain here indefinitely. 
Solitude is all very well ht times, but 
at your age I think that the vigorous 
life of a great city should have many 
attractions for you. Life here, after all, 
must become something of an abstrac­
tion.”

your 
one can’t smoke 

You
“I’m not going to be bandied 

and leave you to concoct any precious 
story you think fit," Blenavon declar­
ed, doggedly. “1^-----”

Ray opened the carriage door and 
gripped Blenavon’s arm.

“Get in,” he said in a low, suppress­
ed tone.

There was something almost animal 
in the fury of Ray’s voice. I looked 
away with a shudder. Blenavon step­
ped quietly into the carriage. Then 
Ray came over to me, and he looked 
searchingly into my face, be pointed np 
the carriage drive.

“Boy,” he said, “you are young, and 
in hell itself there cannot be many such 
as she. You think me brutal. It is be­
cause I remember-—your-, mother!”

He stepped into the carriage. I turn­
ed round and set out for Rowchester.

away

I

1

tor was
admitted at once to the Grange by a 
neatly-dressed parlor maid. Mrs. Smith- 
Lessing was at home, and the girl did 
not for a moment seem to doubt her 
mistress’s willingness to receive us. As 
she busied herself poking the fire and 
opening wider the thick curtains, Ray 
asked her another question. .

“Do you know if Lord Blenavon is! 
here?”

“Yes sir,” the girl answered promptly. 
“He was brought in last night rather 
badly hurt, but he is much better this 
morning. 1 will let -Mrs. Smith-Lessing 
know that yon are here, sir.”

She hurried out. with the rustle of 
stiff starch and the quick lightifooted- 
ness of the well-trained servant. Kay 
and I exchanged glances.

“After all, this is not such a home of 
mystery as we expected,” I remarked.

“Apparently, not,” he answered. “The 
little woman is playing a bold game.”

Then Mrs. Smith-Lessing came in.

CHAPTER XXV.

Then the door opened, and Blenavon 
entered. His arm and head were band­
aged, and he walked with, a limp. He 

deathly pale, and apparently very 
nervous. He attempted a casual greet­
ing with Ray, but it was a poor pre­
tence. Ray, for his part, had evidently 
no mind to beat about the bush.

“Lord Blenavon,” he said, “this house 
is no fit place for your father’s son I 
have warned you before, but the time 
for advice is past. Your hostess here is 
a creature of the French police, and her

“It contents me,” I declared shortly.
“Then I am not sure that you are in 

an altogether healthy frame of mind,” 
she answered, coolly. “Have you no 
ambitions?”

“Such as I have,” I returned,* are 
hopeless. They were built on sand— 
and they have fallen.”

was

CHAPTER XXtV.
Lord Blenavon’» Surrender.

She came in very quietly, a little pale (To Be Continued.)an m-
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and

IS of any sort to be reckoned 
ye__t’ « I neared the comer 

a T11] »t0P- As I stood there’ 
1 I felt my Heart beating i 
sensed hv a curious nerve fkil 

f breath came quickly. I f»it 
: thumping against my side 
U and listened.
I could hear the 
ig in with a loud incessant roar 
motonously away it regular in’ 
I couid hear the harsh grinding 
ebbles, the backward swirl of 
es thrown back from the land 

the wind come booming 
le waste lands, rustijflg anj 
amongst the few studied trees 

rounds of Braster Grange. Of 
rounds there seemed to be none 
*e ahead was dark and silent 
of the house fronting the road 
t and desolate. It Was a lonelv 
Bely hour. Yet as I stood there 

with nameless apprehensions 
lolutely certain that I was con- 
V some hidden danger, 
ornent or two, I am thankful to 
courage returned. I struck a 
Id lit a cigar, one of a handful 
ly bad forced upon me. Then I 
healthily to tile other side of 
, and felt for the hedge. I 
ay hands badly, but after feel- 
: for some moments I was able 
or myself a reasonably thick 
ith this in my right hand, and 
rich-box under my left arm I

I
Down on the 

sea come

i on my way.
er warily, and when I had 
ito the lane which passed the 
to Braster Grince I walked 

fiddle of it instead of skirting 
which enclosed the grounfls. I 
» entrance gates, and had only

Id upon the open marshland.
darkness was almost impene- 

>r the lane narrowed. The 
the left was ten or twelve feet 
on the right were two long 
clasped my stick tightly, and 

most stealthily. I felt that if 
>me safely to the end of these

at
ly my strained hearing detect- 
1 had been listening for all the 
lere was a faint but audible 
n the shrubs overgrowing the 
ly left. I made a quick dash 
tripped against some invisible 
tretched across, the lane, and 
Sering sideways, straggling to 
my balance. Almost at the 
Bent two da* forms dropped 
shelter of the shrubs on to the 
iy side. I felt the soft splash 
Cloth upon my cheeks, an arm 

reck, and the sickening odor 
orm in my nostrils. But al- 
had regained my balance. I 
myself free from the arm, and 
roly blinded by the glare of a 
itric hand-light within a foot 
e. I struck a sweeping, bio w 
i my stick, and from the soft 
seemed to me that the blow 
i descended upop the head of 
assailants. I heard a groan, 
the shadowy form of the sec­

uring at me. What followed
I believe, cowardice on my 
ly blood was up end my. sense 
le. I dashed my stick straight 
«reaching figure, and I leaped 
nd ran. I had won the hnn- 
i and the quarter of a mile at 
td I was in fair training. I 
; to get off fast, and after the 
: yards I felt that I was safe, 
gps which had started in pur-
II in a few minutes. Breath- 
fith tile despatch-box safe un- 
m, I sprinted across the marsh 
paused till I reached the road, 
ooked back and listened. I 
or hear nothing, but from one 
i rooms in the Grange a faint 
’■ light was shining out.

CHAPTER XXL ' tr
:

■y Angela Approves,
the only breath of fresh air 
ed allowed myself all the 
though the dazsling sunlight 
ft west wind had tempted me 
e. And now, as ill luck would 
had walked straight into the 
[ the one person in the world 
Ished most earnestly to avoid, 
standing on the edge of the 
lands behind her, gazing sea- 
1 though I stopped short at 
if her, and for a moment en- 
rild thoughts of flight, it was 
a for me to carry them out. 
Ig snapped beneath my feet, 
ig quickly round, she had seen

te forward at once, and for 
m or other I knew that she 
She smiled upon me almost

i sunshine hes even tempted 
Sir Hermit,” she exclaimed, 
good to feel the Spring com­

tal,” I answered, 
lie you are!” she said. “Yon 
g too hard. Hr. Ducaine.”

down from London by the 
Ight,” I said. “I saw Colonel 
tinner with him, in fact.” 
led, but asked me no ques-

she said abruptly, that 
I coming down Here in a few 
card from my father this

been very unfortunate, Lady 
said. “Yodr father is dis- 

h me. I think that but for 
f I should have been dis­

ait—the Prince of Malors? 
i a low tone. . T
I was forced to tell what 1
tied for a moment, then she 
Isively towards me. 
t right to tell them, Mr. Du- 

hated myselfsaid. “I have 
he other night when I see™' 
gainst yon. There are things 

which I cannot fath- 
i I have fears, tem- 

But yonr course at least is a 
Don’t let yourself be turn- 

r any ofae. My father has 
which might lead him into 
tors. Trust Colonel R*y .
. Yours is a dangerous posi- 
is a splendid one. It means 

tad independence. If thei
s a time even----- ” hi off abruptly in h" speech, 
vthat she was agitated, and 
It I knew the cause. ,. 
igela,” I said slowly, “would 
lossible for yon and Colonel 
reuade Lord Blenavon to 8
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