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*CFwill gein you in a few miputes.

his meann would allow, was n great ootlector of
bookal—and thers | told my old friend, fraukly
and truly, all that § have told here,

He was too distressed to ssy much, He fer-
vently prossed my hami, he forvently thanked
Gord that my futher hw! pot lived 10 hear what
e bad heard, Then, after 4 pause, hie repeated
my mother-iu-law's name to htmself, o a doabt-
ing. questtoning toue,

* Mueallan 2™ he sahd,  * Macallan ? Where
huve 1 heand that name? Why doer It sotund
Ra if 1t WaRD'U strroge to e 7"

He guave up pumkning the iost recollection,
and arked, very ¢arnasily, what he could oo for
mao. 1 angwered that bie could help me tn the
fArst plives to put an ond - to the doubt—an un-
endurable doubt (o ma—whetber T was lawhiily
murried or nol, s energy of the ciddays when
he hud eonducted my father's business showed
ftaell ugain, the moment | sald these waurds,

“ Your carriage ix at the door, my dpar, ™ he
Rswersd, « Come with me tomy wyer, with-
out wiskting another momeont.”

We drove to Lincotn's Inn Flelds,

AL my request, Benjamin put my case o the
Inwyer, as the onsg of & friend tn whom 1 was
Interested. . The rnswer was given without
hesitallon,
my husband's name to bho the name abder
whiehi' I had known him. Tho witnessox to my
marringe, my nnele, my aunt, and Henjamin,
had neted, na 1 had acted, in perfeot good fafth,
Under thiose circumsianees, there wias no doubt
about ths law, = [ was legally warried.” Macal-
a0 or Woedville, | wns his wife. :

.Thia decisive auswer relleved ‘me of a horvy
1 accapled my old friond’s jnvitation

mak: my pehoon at bis earty dlmwr.
On our way back | reverted to theone other
subject which wax now uppermost tn oy miud

I had married, honestly belleving !

1 | rejterated my resolution to discover why Fus. -

{ tare had not marrted we ouder the name that
was roally his own,

mu o consider well beforehand what 1 proposed
dolog.  His adviee to
tremes naecet l—was my mother-in-law's advice,
repeated slmost worrd for word,  « Lenve things
as they are, my dear,
!t own peace of mind, be satistlod with your hus.
band's atfection.  You know that. youn are his
wife, and you know that he loves you.  Surely
that is enough?"

I had but one nasweor to this, Life, on such
conditions as my good friend had Just stated,
would be sfinply unendurable to e,

: thaut nothing could reconcile me to living with
{iny husband on the terms on which. we were
ilving now, ILonly rested with Benjamin to

Csay whether he would give a helping hant to
}

Chils master's daugliter or not.

The old man's answer was thoroughly eharac-
teristio Of him,

« Mention what you want of me, my dear,”
wis il he gaid.

We were then pussing o atreet in the neheh-
fbourhood of Portman Sgquare, I was on the
point af spenkiog Agato v hen the words were
suspended on my Hps, I saw my hnsband.

e wax Just descendlng the stepr of r-house,
as il leaving It after a visit,. His éyes were ou
the ground; bho did not look up when the ear-
ringe  passed. - As the servautl closéil the door
bohind him, I notlced that the number of the
hotise was sixteen. - At the next corner I saw
the namo of the slreet.: -It.was Vivinn Place, -

“ Do you happen to know who llves at nums
ber sixtean,; Vivian Place 1" 1 lnguired. of my
companlon, o

My companion shook his beml, anil entreated -

ne---go strange do ex-

“unendurable to me.

~doubt orf the one man
Nothing |

s ponld alter my resolution, for this plain reason, -

‘Mujor's address.

Auw revedr, my charming pupil Ay reroir’ — (8o puge 310, 0ol 1)

Benjamin started. My question was ceriainly
a strauge one, after what he had just sald tome,

w N, he replied. « Why do youn ask 7™

o I have just secen Eustace leaving that honse,”

4 Well, my dear, and what of that T

My mind ix in a had way. Benjamia., Every-
thang my husbaond does that | don't understand

S poases my saepleion now,”
In the {uterest of your .

Henjanmin 1ifted his witbered okl hauds, and
let them drop on his knees agaip in mute la-
mentation over me.

o1 !l you again,” I went on, “my life is
I won't answer for what
left much longer to live in
on earth whom 1 luve,
You have had sxperience of the world, Suppose
you were shut cut from Fusiace's confldruce as
1 nm 2 Suppose you were as fond of him as !
am, and felt your position as bitterly as 1 feel
{{, what would youdo?”

The question was plain,
with a plain answer,

i1 think 1 should fiud tmy way, my dear, 1o
somo lutimate friend of your husband's,” he
suid, +and make & few discereet inguiries in that

T many do if T am

fguarter Gest”

Kome intimate friend of my busband’s? |
constdered with myself.

respomdent, Major Fitz-David., My heart beat
fast Ax the hame reourred to my memory, Sup-
pose 1 followed Banjamin's advice? Suppose |
applied to Major Fitz-David? Even if he too
refused to answer - my questions, my position
would not_be. more helpless than it wis now, 1
deterinined to make the attempt, - The only
diMeulty in the way, so far, was 1o dizcover the
I hud glven back bits letter to
Doctor Starkweather, ‘st my unclé’s own re-
quest. I :iemembered that the address from

There was but one .
friend of tts whomn I kuew of 1 my uncle's cor-

Benfamin mat it}

I revived since 1 had seen him Jusi,

which the Major wrote was somewhere in Ion-
don, und I remembered no more.

“Thank you, old frlend; you have given me
an idea already,” I said to Benjamin, ' Have
you got a directory {u your house,”

“No, my dear,” he rejolned, looking very
much puzzled. « Buat'l can easily send out and
borrow one.”

We returned to Lthe Villa. The rervant was
sent at once to the nearest stationer's to borrow
a directory. 8he returned with the book just
as we sat down (o dinner,  Bearching for the
Msjor's pume under the letter ¥, [ was startled
by & vew diccovery.

“Benjamin 1" 1 subd,
colncidence. Look heret "

He lunked where | polnted. Msajor Fitz-
Davids address was Number Sixteen, Vivian
Place—the very house which [ had xeen my hus-
band leaving as wo passed {n the carriage !

#This Is a strnoge

CHAPTER VII.
ON THE WAY TO THE MAJOR,

# Yeu,” sunid Benjauin,
certainly, Stih ”»

He stopped and Jooked at e, He geemed a
littie doubtful bow I might receive what he had
1t in his mind to 33y 19 me pext.

“ Go on,” 1 said,

“SLHY, my dear, [ see vothing suspleious tn
what has happened.” he resumed, » To my
wiand, It s quite mitural that your hueband,
heing In London, stoub! pay o visit W one of his
friends.  And it's equully natural that we should
pass through Vivian Place on our way back
here. This seems to be the reasonable view.
What do you say 7"

1 have iold rou already that my mind isin
a bad way about Kustace,” Ianswered. ¢ Isay
tbere is some motive at the bollom of his visit
to Major Fitz-David, It 1s not an ordinary eall.
I am firm!y convinced 1t is not an ordinury call”

“Suppose we get on with our dinner 27 satg
Benjamin resignedly, *Here is a loin of mut-
ton, oy dear, an ardinary iolo of mutton. Is
there anything suspiclous inthat 2 Very wall,
then. Show me you have confidence {n the
mutlon ; please eut. There’s the wine, again.
No mystery, Valerin, iu that claret; I'll ke
my oath it's nothing but innocent juice of the
grape. Ifwecan’t helleve {u anything else, let’s
belleve {n juice of the grape. Your good health,
my dear.”

I adaptled myself to the old man's genial hu-
mour as readlly as I could,. We eat and we
drank, and we talked of bygone days. Fora
little while I was almost happy in the company
ofmy fatbterly old iriend. “Why wasl not old
100? Why had [ potdone with love—with it’s
certaln miseries; iU's transtent deligbts: iv's
cruel losses ; 1t's bitterly doubifol gains?  The
last autumn flowers in the wivdow bzsked
brightly :n the iast of the auniumn sualight
Benjamin’s little dog digested bis dinper in per-
fect comfort on the bearth. The parrot in the
next house screeched bis vocal accom plishmeonts
cheerfully. I dou’ doubt that it is & grent ari-
vilege to be & bamap being,  But may jt not be
tize bappier destiny to he an animnal ora piapt ?

The brief respiie was sconover: ail my azx-
leties came back. 1 was once more & doubtiug,
discontented. depressed creature, when I rose
to say good-bye,

“ Promise, Iy dear, rou will do nothing rash,*
sald Benjamin, as he opened the door for me.

“Te {t rash to g9 to Major Fitz-David v L
asked,

“Yes, If you go by yaurself. You doo't Enow
‘whaut sort of man heis; you don't know how
he may receive you, Let me ry drst, and pave
the way, as thesaying {s. Trust my experience,
my dear. In matters of this sort there is no-
thing ke paving the way.” '

1 coustdered a moment. It was due to my
good friend to cousider hefure I'sald No,

Reflection dectded me ou tuking the respon.
sibility, whatever it might be, upon my owuy
shoulders. Good or bad, compassionate or cruel,
the Major was a man, A woman's {nfluence
was Lthe safestintluence to trust with hi, where
the end to be gained was such an end as I bad
fn view., It was not easy tosay this 1o Benja-
min without the dianger of mortifying him., |
made s appointment with the ohl man to calt
on e'the next morning at the hotel, and talk
the matter over again,  Is it very disgraceful to

o It {2 a colncidence

Dme to add that T privately determined, if the

thing could be saccomplished, ta see Mayor Fitz-
David in the fnterval ¢

Do nothing rash, my dear. In
interests, do nathing rash "

Those were Benjamin's ust words when we
parted for the day.

I found Fuastace walting for wme fnoar~itting-
room at the hotel.  HIX spirits sredied to have
He ndvanced
10 meet me cheerfully, with an opeit rheet of
paper in his hand,

My husiness is settled, Vialerin, sooner than
I expected,™ he began gmily. < Are your par-
chases all completed, fair iwdy T Are you froe,
100 v‘) A1

I had learnt already, God holp me ! to distrusy
his fits of gndety, 1 asked eantiously,

“ Do you mean free for to-day o

« Free for to-day, and to-morraw, and next
week, and next wonth, and next year, (oo, for
alt I know tothe contrary,™ hoe answered, puts
ting his wrm boisterously - rousd my waist.
Lok here !

He lifted the open sheel of paper which 1 had
noticed tn his hand, und held {L tor me to read.
1t was a telegram ta the salling master of the
yacht, luferming him that we had arranged to
refurn to Ramsgate that evening, and that wo
should be ready to sall for tho Mediterranean
with the next tide. L .

» 1 ouly waited for your raturn,” said Eastade,
wio send the telegram to the office.” :

He crossed the room, as ba spoke, to ring thn

your own

. bell. " I stopped bim.

“T'am afrald T oan’t go to Ramsgnte to-day,””
I said. ’




