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black car; the littie pony carniage over-
turned in the white road, the dark, evil
face of the car's owner, and the pitiful
face of the woman lying on the grass by
the roadside; ail these flashed before bis
mind like the slides of a kaleidoseope.
And again lie murmured under his
breath, "the irony of fate." It would
seam that Divine justice had done what
human justice ýhad failed to do. No
efforts mnade by Giles himaself to trace the
man who had stolen littie Sylvia, had
been successful. Muller-alias Prince
Damansky-alias how many other names
it was impossible to say-had vanished
f rom the ken of his world. Rumour
occasionally located him here or there,
now in Berlin, now in Paris, Monte
Carlo, and even Rome, but the elusive
rumours were neyer verified, and ai-
thougli Mrs. ýCardew now.and again re-
ceived letters f rom Grace, they neyer
gave any address, and the post mark, if
followed up, proved as elusive as rum-
our. And now the man was fatallY in-
jured, perhaps even dead, and Grace in
aiýl probability a widow. But ta Giles'
own immense astonishinent that last me-

fiection aroused in him no keener amo-

tewidowhood of some casual acquain-

when his belief in ber died.
"Poor soul," was ail lie said ta him-

self now, "poor soul."
Those same words rose ta Rugli Ber-

ners' lips when hae, in lis Englisb home,
read the accounit of the motor tragedy,
and gentiy biroke ta his wife -the tidings
of what had occurred.

"Oh, Hugli!" she exciaimed, "if she
loves Hermann ais 1 love you, I amn sorry
for her. She behaved horribiy, treacher-
ously to Sir Giles, but she loved Her-
mann; I arn sorry for ber now. To see
one's man die a dreadful deatb, oh!
H-ugli."

"I don't want ta say she deserves al
she lias got," answared Hugh grimly,
"but when I think of poor Sir Gilas'
stnicken face at the time of ber elope-
ment with that man, I can't feel mueh
sympathy for lier. And you <can hardly
expert me ta sympathize with. tlie man
wbio did bis bast to- kill yau," ha added,
with a smile.

"Now that 1 arn so happy, 1 feel as if
I wanted ta forgive ail the worid," she
said, putting lier hand Iito bar bus-
bapd's, as hie leant over the ammchair
in -wbîch she sat, "and, Hugb, I can't
belli remeinberig tbat ln spite of every-
tblng that lias happened sixice, he was
good ta me when I was little, and-
mnv mother loved hlm."
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