L g

R A S T T g

Wt

e e

ST

AT YT

e

e v s

et o e T L

i

|

. POOR DOCUMENT

P

bt o o e o T I

THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN, N. 8, SATURDAY, JUNE 1] 1907

=

CHAPTER XIX.

Elspeth’s Plan.

“] must see y8u for a moment on a
matter of life and death.” Elspeth had
written to Kenrith, and had forgotten

-in her great haste and anxiety to name

a place of meeting; but Kenrith knew, as
he read, that he would be able to find the
girl through the porter, who had furtively
handed him the note.

In the new light thrown by Elspeth's

words, the scene just past took a new sig-
nificance. They could have but one mean-
ing; she had tried to warn him against
an attempt upon Oxford’s life, and per-
haps his own, by poison.
* Kenrith did not particularly like Trow-
bridge, and he had hked him less than ever
after his brusque announcement of an en-
gagement with Lady Hilary Vane; but he
had not entertaimed the slightest suspicion
against the man's character. Now, had
the warning come from any other woman
of his acquaintance, he would have re-
garded it as absurd; but there was some-
thing about the young stenographer which
compelled his trust, even when reason
argued against her.

He recalled the fleeting look of fury on
Trowbridge's face when the dog had brok-
en the glass of whisky and soda which
Oxford was in the act of raising to.his
lips. If Elspeth Dean were right, Prince
Charlie had. saved his master’s 'life.

“Let us try once more to have a fare-|

well . drink before we part,” Trowbridge
now suggested, laughing. "I always keep
plenty of tumblers here,” and he went to
an old-fashioned wall cupboard, - with a
prettily curtained glass door.

“No, thank you,” Kenrith answered
pleasantly, but decidedly, before Captain
Oxford had time to speak. “My friend is
looking rather done up, and as he’s still
more or less’ on the invalid list, spirits
are not the best thing for-him. Rest will
do him more good than anything else to
night.” ;

This hint was so broad that Trowbridge
was obliged to take it. He apologized
good-naturedly for his lack of considera-
tion in keeping them up so long after the
trying experience they had gome through,
and, wishing them both pleasant dreams,
left the room. .

“What shall I do about Prince Charlie,
sir?” asked the porter, who stood outside
the door now, awaiting instructions.
“Shall I try downstairs again, or’—

“We'll keep him here for the present,
thank you,” said Kenrith, anticipating his
friend’s answer. - Oxford had bcen about
to give up the dog to the night porter;
but finding that Kenrith was ywilling to
keep him in the room he let it go at
that. Millar bade the two gentlemen a
respectful good-night, closed. the . door
gently, and they were left alone.

Kenrith decided to say nothing to Ox-
ford about the note from Elspcth Dean
until he himself had seen the girl and
Jearned upon what grounds she based her
suspicions. Nevertheless, he did not ne-
glect the precautions he would ' have
taken if he fully believed in the warning.

While Oxford busied himself in caress-
ing the excited collie, he selected from
the waste-paper basket, where the glass
had been thrown, a few of the larger
fragments and put them in his pocket.
He also rolled a big easy chair over the
gpot  where the whiskey had fallen on the
carpet.

“Now I am going to lcave you for a few
moiments,” said Kenrith. “I have a little
business downstairs with our friend the
night porter, but I expect to be back
soon, and if you don’t qgnd I should be
glad if you could stay awake till you see
me again.” e

If Oxford’s curiosity  were aroused he
did not say so. Inde2d, his attention was
engrossed by Prince Charlie. The dog's
behavior seemed odd to his master, for
though the wild excitement he had shown
in Trowbridge's presence was abating, he’
was still unlike himself: ;' His beautiful
eves were extraordinarily bright and
prominent. He kept up a continual whi.m-
pering, quivering all over, and appearing
to suffer in some inexplicable way.

“There’s something very queer the mat-
ter with the Prince,” said Oxford. “I
don’t understand him tomight at all.”

“Watch him,” replied Kenrith, remem-
bering that some of the spilled whiskey
had fallen on the dog’s mose. Still, he
kept his own counsel, as he went out to
scarch for the sender of the warning.

No one was to be seen in the dimly
lighted corridor: Guilty or not guilty,
Trowbridge had no idea that he was sus-
pected.

Kenrith went softly but hastily down-
stairs, meaning to inquire Elspeth’s
whereabouts of the night porter; but it
was she, not the man, who came quickly
to meet him.

“Thank heavens,” she whispered. “I
was afraid something would keep you—or
that you would think I was mad.”

“I ‘should have thought any onme else
mad, who wrote such a letter,” he said,
“but not you. Now tell me everything.”

How Elspeth got through her story she
did not know; but somehow she made
clear the strange history of events, of sus-
picions and of actual knowledge.

There was no time to tell all. for she
had a plan to propose; but she began with
the fire, and what had happened to her
in the corridor when she had tried to give
the alarm. She told what she had heard
in the secret room, and of the dead face
her grbp{ng fingers had touched.

“Tt was Mr. Trowbridge’s voice I heard,
of that I am sure. Who was with him,
I can’t tell; but whoever it. was, those
two are in the plot together. They mean
to kill Captain Oxford; it must have been
they who tried to murder him before.
When 1 heard that you and he were to
sleep in Mr. Trowbridge’s sitting room, I
was afraid there might be still another
atfempt, since the fire had failed. But
that was only part of my reason for
sending you the note. Those two -men
must be taken together in the secret room
if at all. You see, they mean to go back
there for me—and they will be going soon
if . they haven’t gone already; for they
have no time to waste. If they find me
gone they’ll know the game is up, and
even if they don’t try to escape irom the
house they’ll make it dreadfully difficult
to prove anything against them. There'll
only be my word, you know.”

“They shall be taken in the secret room,
never fear,’ said Kenrith, quietly.

“You mean you will go?”

“Yes, 1 will go.”

“Not alone. They might kill you.”

“] have a revolver which I've carried—
since yesterday. But T shan’t be alone.
The man who brought your letter wiil-go
with me.”

“The night porter.”

“Night porter pro tem. He is a detec-
tive, and a smart one. No one knows but
Oxford! myself, = McGowan—and, now,
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you. Oxford must be with us, too. It’s
his, right, as the plot was against him.
He'd never forgive me if I left him out.”

As he spoke he stepped to the door of

the night porter’s tiny room and gave a
peculiar knock.

Tnstantly the man to whom Elspeth had
given her letter appeared.

“She knows,”: said Kenrith.  “We can
trust her. Thanks to her alone, we are
going to unravel the whole plot and kill
two birds, or perhaps more, with one
stone. While I get some more particulars
from this lady, fetch Captain Oxford, if
you please—and—look here, you'll both
want revolvers. Don't let them delay a
moment. This may be a matter of life
and death.”

The man scarcely waited for the last

word but was off, his figure almost irn-;

stantly swallowed up in the dark.

“Now, you must tell me the way into
that secret room,” said Kenrith.

“Tell you the way!” exclaimed Elspeth.
“Why, I'm going to guide you there. Oh,

please don't object! You couldn’t get in-

without me.”

Kenrith’s eyes lit up with admiration of
her courage as he looked down at her in
the dim light.

“You're not afraid?”’ he asked.

- “Not with you,” the girl impulsively an-
swered, then. blushed deeply because she
could not take the words back.

Dark as it was, he saw the blush and
the look on her face which told him more
than the words spoken inadvertently.

“Darling child,” he said, ‘“do you know
I love you and want you for my wife?”

He had forgotten Lady Lambart and all
his ,fnncied obligations to her, even as
‘Elspeth had forgotten all the world but

im.

It seemed impossible that she had heard
aright. Such happiness could not be, she
thought, for her. But before he could
speak again Captain Oxford and the porter
came hurriedly into' the hall.

CHAPTER XX.
What the Light Showed. °

. There were two ways of reaching the
secret room in the tower. Elspeth Dean
had the best reasons for being certain of
this, but the only one to which she had
a clue was the hidden entrance by the
fireplace in her own old quarters.

Fortunately, this was the better way to

take, ‘as the men who were to be trapped
would almost .surety have chosen the
other. Had they not intended to do so,
they would not have left the door of the
tower room locked, and this Elspeth knew
they had done, as she had unfastened it
when she made her escape.
_ The three men.kept close at her heels,
ready to protect her if meed be, as she
Jed them up the winding stairs, then to
the door of the tower room which had
been hers. It was still unlocked, as she
had left it, and they filed in, noiselessly
as shadows

The room was in darkness, save for the
pale starlight that flittered.in at the un-
covered windows. But Elspeth knew well
where to find the place she sought, and
no light \was needed yet from the police
lanterns which the detectives carried.

There was a moment of wild suspense
when she feared that, after all, she had
lost the secret of the gpring which opened
the gliding panel. But she touched it at
last, with .a thrill of triumph, and with a
faint click as the sole alarm, the way was
open.

Now Kenrith put the girl away, when
she would. have. passed through. “You
have done enough,” he said in a whisper.
“The rest is for us.”

But she rebelled gently. “I can’t leave
you,” she answered. “I daren’t. I should
be more afraid here, or going back, than
with you near. Oh, I must stay and see it"
through.”

It was true, as she said. He could not
leave her behind.. Who could tell whether
Trowbridge and the other were already in
the secret room, or whether they might
not see the girl outside, and in an instant
revenge themselves for the ruin she had
brought upon them?

“Follow us then,” Kenrith said. “But—
you are to be careful, for my sake.”

Never had the girl been so happy. If
death should come to her in the next
moment, she would not have missed that
which makes life worth living,

On the other side of the secret door
they paused listening. There was no
::und, and the detective opened his lan-

rn.

When Elspeth had previously been on
the other side of the secret door she had
groped in darkness, seeing nothing. Now,
by the lantern light, she saw a curious,
narrow passage between rough walls of
stone. The passage followed the form of
the tower, and Elspeth told herself that
it probably ran all the distance round
between the embrasures of the windows
in the tower room. The floor was covered
with a strip of thick carpet, evidently
new, and probably meant to deaden the
sound of footfalls in case the passage had
to be used while the tower room was
occupied. Just at the turn the queer,
ladder-like staircase was visible—that steep
staircase down which she had hurried in
fear and nameless horror but a short time
ago. It was covered with the same new
carpeting as that which protected the
floor; a patternless green fabrie, stained
with dust and mud as if witk a trace of
every footstep which had passed up or
down.

Elspeth pointed to the stairs. “It's up
above where the dead woman lies,” she
whispered. “But they left me lying here.
See, there are the bands of stuff that
beund me, knotted still. They’ll look here
when they come”—

“Hush,” murmured the detective,

Elspeth pointed to the stairs. “It’s up
above where the dead woman lies,” she
whispered. “But they left me lying here,
See, there are the bands of stuftf that
bound me, knotted still. They’ll look here
when they come”’— :

“Hush,” murmured the detective with a
finger on his lips, and turned off the light.
They were tn black darkness, darkness
which in this cold and gloomy place seem-
ed thick, as if it might be felt.

Kenrith laid his hand on the girl’s ehoul-i

i
|

der. She had been trembling a little, but
at his touch her nerves grew steady.

There wae a slight sound in the distance.
A sliding door had been softly pushed
back, somewhere out of sight. Then came
muffled eound of footsteps on the carpet
and voices talking in low tones together.
An ‘instant later a’ yellow light quivered
along the dark wall. They were coming
round with a lantern; and Elspeth heard
the same clinking noise which had fright-
ened her on that first night in the lower
room.

In a moment more they would know
that they had been tricked; but the light
had not found the intruders yet, and the
four who lay hid waited, scarcely breath-

in,
of the

g.
Now .they came round the turn
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|ioned lantern which, with its clinking
_{chain, hung from the hand of the fore-

! freed you. But—he wamtts to see you now;

!passage, two tall, black figures, waiking
lone behind the other: but the old-fash-

imost man, did not send its rays up to
| their faces. Their features were hidden
istill, as, if masked by darkness.

| “We're late,” Trowbridge's voice sa_id.
lin a hushed tone, yet audible to those in-
'tently listening ears. “You oughtn’t to
have gone so far off when this thing had
to be done still, before dawn.” 7

“We've time still,”’ answered another|
voice, strange to Elspeth, save that she :
had heard it here before; but she felt the
hand on her shoulder start.

“Where was it we left her?’ asked
Trowbridge. ‘“Here, I think. Why’—
and the light touched the woollen bam!s
which Elepeth had thrown off. But his
sentence was never finished. The detec-
tive leaped out of his hiding place and
flashed the lantern in his eyes.

With a ecry of rage and amazerpent
Trowbridge staggered away from the light,
but the full blaze of the detective's lan-
tern was upon them both now, sparng
only the face of the unknown. The girl
distinctly eaw him pull a revolver from|
| his breast and aim it at some one among
! their number. She had the impression
'that the shot was not fired at random,
lmere]y to injure a dangerous enemy and
Iterrify the others, but that it was meant
'to find and kill one among them. So
strong was this impression that, with a
! quick #hought for the man she loved, she
tried to throw herself in front of Ken-
rith. But the light thrown up by Trow-
bridge’s swaying lantern was not upon his
face. 1t was upon Captain Oxford’s, and
quickly she realized that the coming shot
was meant for him. i

Witn a shriek she would have warned
him of his deadly ‘danger, but he was
saved in another way. |

Trowbricge, struggling to regain his bal- |
ance, had caught his foot in the folds of a |
loose-lying carpet, and falling against the
man behind him, not only destroyed his
aim, but received the bullet in his owa
body.

‘I'en, for the fraction of a second, Els-
peth caught a glimpse of that other face.
Distigured though they were by fear and
some other emotion more terrible still, she
recognized the features. They were those
of the mysterions man she had seen twice
before—once revealed by white floods of
moonlight in the tower room; again, in a
corridor downstairs as he had passed her.
But even as the revelation came, it was
gone. The face was withdrawn from the
light, and turning the man fled.

“I must have him!” cried the detective,
darting along the passage, his lantern held
high, and Captain Oxford sprang forward
to snatch up the other lantern, which had
crashed to the floor. Disregarding the
danger of treachery, he bent over Trow-
bridge who, shot in the back, had fallen
heavily forward on his face.

“Good heavens, I believe he’s .killed!”
cried the young man. “It’s Trowbridge!”

“The man wko would have killed you,”
said Kenrith. “Strange that his last act
should have been to save your life.”

The fallen man stirred and groaned.
“I’'m—done for,” he gasped, trying to turn
upon his side, and a thin stream of blood
oozing from- his lips as he spoke. “I—
don’t want to die—without seeing—her.”

Oxford would have moved him, gently
laying him upon his back, but Trowbridge
groaned in anger, as well as pain. “No—
not you, I hate you,” he said, “Let Ken-
rith.” :

There was no need for him to finish.
The man was dying, and no matter how
vilely he had sinned, he must be forgiven
now. Kenrith went down on one knee,
and brushing up the loose carpet, made
a kind of rough pillow for Trowbridge’s
head.

“Is. it Countess Radepolskoi you wish
to see?” he said.

“No--she’s dead; I killed her,” panted
the dying man. “Up there above—she’s
lying. I—did it to—save Hilary. It’s
Hilary T must see. Bring her someone,
quickly.”

Kenrith looked up at Elspeth. “What
is to be done?” he asked.

“I will fetch Lady Hilary here; I pro-
mise,” answered the girl.

“And the doctor,” said Kenrith.

Trowbridge h2ard, and lifted his hand
with a commanding gesture. “Not now,”
he said, “Hilary first—the doctor after-
ward., But what use? I know I’ll die.
And I don’t want to live. I've—lost every-
thing I've played for. For Heaven’s sake,
girl, bring Hilary te me. If you will-T—
I'll tell her things you would all give much
to know.”

“I'll go,” repeated Elspeth.
nothing to be afraid of now.”

“The, other man—whoever he was,” sug-
gested Oxford.

“He will have enough to do to escaps
from the detective,” said Kenrith. “And
even if he does escape’——

“What then?”

“It will do him no good. I saw his
face,” Kenrith finished

“And so did 1,” said Elspeth.

They were the last words she spoke in
the secvet passage, for Trowbridge’s eyes,
brilliant with fever in the dull glow of
the lantern which was to have lighted him
to another crime, implored her not to de-
lay. She went out as she had come, into
the tower room and so downstairs, reach- |
ing the great hall in time to hear the tall |
clock strike'.the half hour after four, and
to see the dawn turning to jewels the col-
ored panes in ths big stained-glass win-
dow.

“The Countess dead!” she kept saying
over and over to herself, as mechanical-
ly she went on toward the stairs which
would lead her to Hilary Vane's room. “It
was her face I touched—that cold, cold
face lying there in the secret room; her
hair -that was so wavy and soft. And—
and if T hadn’t begged him to save Lady
Hilary from her at any cost, she would
be alive now. How terrible—how wicked
he is; and yet—how he loves Hilary! It
was for her—he said it was for her.”

So Elspeth came to a closed door which
she knew, and tapped once, softly. Be-
fore she had time to knock again, the
door was opened, and Hilary stood sil-
houetted against the half light in the
room within, her long, beautiful hair hang-
ing loose over a white dressing gown.

“You!” she exclaimed, at sight of her
friend’s pale face.

“Yes, I,” said Elspeth. “You haven’t
been asleep.”

“No. T am too unhappy to sleep. Oh,
Elspeth, I'm glad to sece you. Did you
come bscause you felt I wanted you?
You were a dear to send my letter to
him—back; but after all it was no usc.
I shall have to marry him.”

“Dearest, he is dying,” said Elspeth.
“Death, and his own wickedness, have

“There’s

and you can’t refuse.”

“Dying!” echoed ‘the girl.

“Yes. 1'll explain on the way, if you'll
come. Oh, do come, not only for his
sake, but for the sake of the man you
love. I think-—<he knows who Captain
Oxford really is, and would tell you that,
and everything if you asked him, because
he loves you so, though he would tell no
one’ else.”

Without another word, Hilary stepped
out to join Elspeth in the corridor.

Such explanations as could be given in
haste, Elspeth did give; but when the
two girls reached the tower, Hilary under-
stood very little of what had passed. She
knew that Trowbridge had been shot in
a secret place near Elspeth’s old room;

that Captain Oxford and Mr. Kenrith
were both there; that Trowbridge was

1
dying, -and had begged to see her; that |
she must try to get him to tell her all his |
story before it should be too late.

“How is he?” asked Elspeth, at the
door of the secret passage, for Kenrith,
hearing her voice, hastened to meet her,
there. “Oh, don’t say he is dead, with-
out speaking?”’ )

“No, he is not dead,” said Kenrith,
“but he can’t hold out long. I think
he’s been shot through the lungs, and
that the case is hopeless. Every word he
speaks gives him agony—but he wants .to
speak, Lady Hilary. He’s been saving
himself for you. Go in; and send Ox-
ford, who is watching him, here.”

A moment later the young man came.
The dawnlight was finding its way through
the windows of the tower room now, and
putting out the stars. The three stood
close together, talking in whispers, their
faces pale and weary in the gray dusk.

“You'll have to go and find the doctor,
Oxford,” said Kenrith. “It wont do for
us to let him die without one, though I
know well enough that mo doctor can do
any good, or could, if he run after him
at the first moment. There’s the dead
woman up above, too—murdered by him,
on his own confession. That secret must
be told. McGowan ought to know. Will |
you wake him, and tell him he had bet-
ter come? Say that the mysteries which
have been puzzling us for twenty-four
hours can be explained behind these walls, !
thanks to Miss Dean, his secretary.”

“Ill do my best,” said Oxford. “But|
look here, Kenrith, do you really think
that poor wretch in there was the fellow
who tried to do for me the other night?"

“I think that he was acting for some:
one" else.” . |

‘“Who? Your voice scunds strangelyi
when you say that.” |

“The man our detective has gone to |
find.” g

“Yes—but who is 'that man

“I’ll keep my smecret till Lady Hilary
comes out to us again. Then we shall see
if she dozs not say the same name which
is in my mind., But go—go and find the
doctor. It is time.”

913

CHAPTER XXI.
“The Bravest Girl in the World.”

Elspeth Dean and Kenrith were alone
together for the first moment since he
had told the girl that he lovad her.

Only a few yards away, on the other
side of the secret door, which was now
wide open, they could hear the murmur of |
the dying man’s voice, as he talked
brokenly, painfully, to Lady Hilary Vane.
But they could hear no words; and
strange as was the situation, for a few
minutes they forgot all its strangeness,
except as it concerned themselves.

“You are the bravest girl in tHe world,”
said Kenrith. ‘“No other girl could or
would have done what you have done to-
night. You saved Captain Oxford's life
by the risk of your own’—

“But it was you I thought of, more
than of him,” confessed Elspeth. “Per-
haps I shouldn’t have had so much cour-
age if I had known that, whatever hap-
pened, you were safe and out of reach of
the fire.”

“I think you would have just the samec
courage,” said Kenrith, “because it is in
you. I had not known you long before I
recognized your strength of character,
your brave self-reliance and noble loyalty,
which alone would be enough to place
you on a pedsstal far above any other
women I have ever known. And then
your sweetness”—

““Ah,. you are too good to me!” broke
in the girl. “I am nothing, really; I'm
not worthy of you. I never dreamed that
you could even think of ma,, except in
kindness and as if from far off.”

“I have thought of very. little else for
a long time now,” said Kenrith. “But I
was afraid that I was too old for you—
that you couldn’t care for me as a woman
should be able to care for a man if she’”’—

“Why, there’s no other man in the
world,” Elspeth cried.

He took her in his arms; and as she
stood with her head on his breast, hearing
the beating of his heart, she was more
than paid for all her suffering of the past
few days would have paid for years of
suffering far more cru2l than she had
known in those dark days.

“I thought you were in love with”’— she
began at last; then stopped, feeling she
had no right to say to him what had been
on her lips to say. But he answered
frankly. :

“With Lady Lambart? No, dearest, I
was never in love with her. I’ve never
been truly in love with any woman until
you came into my life to show me what T
had unconsciously been waiting to find
through all these years. I didn’t love
Lady Lambart, but I admirad her, was
even somewhat attracted by her, especial-
ly when we first met; and I admit it’s not
impossible, if I had not seen you, that
while we were thrown together here I
might have asked her to marry me. Even
tonight I was wondering if it were my
duty to do so, though she no longer inter-
ested me as she had once. But whén you
and I looked into each other’s eyes tonight
I saw something in yours akin to what
was in my heart for you. Then I knew
that after all I was not too old; that you
and I were meant for each other; and
that it would be a sin to offer my name
to another woman while you and I be-
longed to one another in love. Probably
if I had asked Lady Lambart she wouldn’t
have accepted me.” {

Elspeth made no answer, but she hid an |
incredulous smile on his breast. Manyi
girls in her positiom would at such a mo- |
ment lave satisfied their innate desire for |
revenge by telling all the wrongs they|
had sufferel from a jealous rvival; bus!
Elspeth held her peace. KEven.if she had !
not loved Lady Lambart’s daughter she|
would not have robbed the woman of such |
kindly friendship as John Kenrith could |
still give. She said to herself, putting]
away a mean little temptation, that she |
would be glad to have him help Tady!
Lambart in her difficulties. i

As if her thoughts had spoken to him, |
he went on: “I want Lddy Hilary toi
marry Captain Oxford. They love each |
other and he’s a fine fellow. She could !
never have bean Trowbridge’s wife; and |
now you and I must see what we can do
for those two.”
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| forgive me, and because the one thing to
ease the pain 1'm suffaring, is the thought

{be. ““That was a pose,” he said, “and

{ would marry her some day; and they had

| attempting to fulfil this engagement.

“You and I!” How delicious it was to
hear him speak like that, linking her fu-
ture with his.

“I believe,” she said, “that when the
whole truth about this plot is found out
we shall discover that Captain Oxford is
a man of importance. a- man Lady Lam-
bart would think twice of before refusing
as a husband for her daughter.”

“You think that?’ Xenrith echoed.
“So do I, somehow; but we have no very
solid foundation to go upon, I'm afraid.
There’s the fact that it was worth some
one’s while to have him put out of the
way, but”’—-

“Oh!” cried Lady Hilary, coming quick-
ly into the roem. “I think he’s dying. Is
the doctor hera yet?”

“Not yet,” answered Kenrith. But at
this instans the door opened and Oxford
came back, with the doctor and Mr. Mec-
Gowan.

“Bring more light,” said\ Hilary. ‘It’s
so dark there. The lantern is burning
dimly. And—he has promised to try and
sign a statement,; if I will write it out.”

CHAPTER XXII.
Deathbed Confessions.

It was a sirange confession which Trow-
bridge had made to the girl he had loved
and hoped to marry, that right when he
knew that death was ncar.

He had- begun brokenly, by telling her
how hes had loved her, and how, for her
sake, he had meant to give. up a suc-
cessful career of crime.

“I want you to be happy,” he had. said,
so that when you think of me it wont
e in hatred. T should like your happi-
ness to come through me, as perhaps it
might have comz if I had lived and could
have taught you to care for me after you
were my wife. If it weren’t for that wish
I'd let every secret I have, of mine, and
of others, die with ms, for I've been half
mad with jealously of Oxford ever since
the first moment I saw and fell in love
with you. I came here to kill bhim, for
another; and afterward. to keep you two
apart I would have besn glad to do it
for myself. But I failed, and I've got
the shot in my Ilungs that was meant
for his heart. Because« I want you to

@,

that it's in my power to give you a happy
future. I'm going to teil you a thing you
would never know if it weren’t for me,”

Then the whole story had come out,
brokenly, for each word he uttered was
like a- dagger thrust in Trowbridge’s
breast.

He was not an American, he said, but
an Austrian, who bad lived in many
places and done many things. Neither
was he the millionaire he pretended to

the Syndicate is responsible for my ex-
penses—the Underground Syndicate, - as
outsiders call it. No, I'm not going to
give it away. The others are just as safe
as ever, and it doesn’t matter any more
for my assistant here—Countess Radepol-
skoi, as she called herself for this occasion,
and for a special purpose. She's dead.
Sha had to die, or she would have spoil-
ed your life.”

The Countess who was no Countess, and
who had become a Radepolskoi merely
because John Kenrith had bought the
Radepolskoi diamond, had been sent by
the Syndicate to get that diamond; also
the pearl which Kenrith was supposed to
carry with him; and the jewelry of Lady
Ardcliffe, which were famous. Her own
jewels, so magnificent in appearance, were
almost all false, and her fortune equally
a pretence; money supplied by the Syn-
dicate that she might seem a rich woman,
above suspicion. Her maid was a hum-
bler member of the same organization, a
person of little initiative, but skilled as
an assistant. Trowbridge did not know
how the Countess had intended to prove
Lady Hilary a‘ thief, but if any jewels—
one or two of the few real ones, perhaps,
possessed by the Countess—were to be
hidden in Lady Hilary’s room, or attach-
ed to her dress, he had no doubt that
the maid had been the person to dispose
of them. ;

He had known for some years the wo-
man who called herself the Countess of
Radepolskoi. She was half Polish, half
French. Her real name was Annette
Dritz. He, Trowbridge, had given her
reason to thinik that he cared for her, and

often “worked cases” together, though at
the Lochrain Castle Hydro they pretended
to be newly acquainted.

As for himself, he had come to Loch-
rain to play a much higher game than
Annette’s; nothing less than to get rid
of a certain person for an important
client of the Syndicate. That person was
Captain Oxford. Trowbridge had learned
all he could about the young man before

Among other things he had discovered
that he was in love with Lady Hilary
Vane, and intended to follow her and her
mother to the Hydro where they were go-
ing. Trowbridge had borne him no per-
sonal grudge until he himself had seen
and fallen in Jove with Lady Hilary. Then
he had determined to throw over Annctfe,
whose game he had been intending to help
on all he could; marry Lady Hilary, and
retire from the Syndicate on the con-
siderable private fortune he had been able
to amass in his profession.

It was he who had shot Captain Oxford
after writing him an anonymous letter ap-
pointing a place of meeting, and saying
that he had valuable information to give
concerning the young man's true parentage.
The dog, Prince Charlie, had destroyed his
aim by springing on him and bifing his
wrist, €0 mangling it that he had been
gbliged to call for aid from Annette.

He had an appointment to keep in the
secret room the same night with the man
who had ordered Captain Oxford's. death
—that important client to whose advan-
tage it was that Oxford should cease to
exist.

Thy swere fo meet there because 'it
was a convenient place for the client,
who could come and go by means of an
underground passage which led away to
the ruin of a still older castle built by the
Lochraing, and destroyed by fire before
the newer one was begun.

Annette was summoned there to dress

|
cate was faithfully guarded as mwell as| thing in the tower room would look as it
y t 4
served. had looked before.

The only good turn, Trowbridge said,j “One big mistake was in letting her live
which Elspeth Dean had ever done for‘ till we should be able to come back ardg
him, was to enable him to protect Ladycarry out a plan I had for putting it out
Hilary from the malice of the woman who ! of ler power to injure us.

1 - .

would have had her arrested as a thief.! “Once again I tried to serve myf;clf
If Klspeth had not come running to tell|and the Syndicate by taking Oxford’s life;
him what was about to happen he would | but then, as always, fate has seemed to
not have known in time to save the girl| be against me. Time after time he has
he loved. As it was, he had simply or-g been saved in one way or another—twice
dered Annette Dritz to meet him in the| by his ;log; at last by me, since I am dy-
sccret room without delay. She had not|ing in his place.”

dared to disregard the command, and had! lord Lochrain was never brought to
hastened to the rendezvous, leaving her re-| trial for crimes committed and crimes
venge to be accomplished later. Epl.'mned, for in attempting to escape from

Trowhridge had soon foHowed, aﬂdithc_ puml)ing detective he slipped on the
knowing tha.t_ p(-rsqa.ﬁicm or threate Wouldlﬁ’m;'?" Y‘f'l”"'h lu-". fwzn t!‘u SL‘CI"'"T-'W&Y w 111“
be useless where Hilary was concerned, | Underground passage, and, falling to the
bad come softly upon the woman and ’futtnm, broke his neck. But a sghort con-
stabbed her in the back.  She had mag_‘iessi()xx signcrl_ jus_t l:»cfor(: dc;g.yh by Trow-
gered forward dead without a cry, and hei hnnigf: and Kenrith's recognition of the
had laid the body gently on the floor, lest ! face in the tower would have been enough.
come one should be in Elspeth Dean’s' to doom him, had he lived.
room underneath. | Clews followed by the mysterious Un=

Trowbridge had been certain that the derground Syndicate in  eearch of I’rsy
dead woman might safely be left to lie! Were traced again by men cmployed by
throughout the whole day, in the secret Oxtord, and his case was proved, ons
room, as nohody save himself and {hat | valuable bit of evidence being the sketech
clisné of the Syndicate for whom he acted, |of his father—a epeakness likeness of him-
knew that the hidden room had not been:Sclf—preserved by Elspeth Dean.
destroyed by a fall of the tower’s mof. !l\._\ot ?n.l’ il"!'om the dead body ot‘.kngn‘.tﬁ

As a fire was planned for that same:!/c2tz, In the secret room, were lound gl
night—a fire in which it secmed certain the stolen jewels, this of Lady Ardcliff’s,as
that Captain Oxford must perish--it would ;well as Kenrith's famous diamopd  anc
be easy to arrange that the flames should“p“e“; But there were no papers co
spread a litile farther and destroy the Promising the Underground Syndicate,and
spread y th i . s e
tewer also, with all the secrets hidden ithat organization still works with ali its
there. ! lold secrecy and asioun"ling suceess.

If he had not desired to spare Elspeth; lady iilary has now no Iwe(]];‘l? 3-10\}'«;&
Dean, she would have been allowed {o ! ker innocence to any one, ;_mnl ady Atu-
sleep as usnal in the tower room. Then,  clifie was forced to apologize for all she
she would have heard and suapectedrf‘“d- As for Elspeth, ‘s}x.e.]md never fal-
nothing; no alaxm would have been given, | tered in hcxr loyal belief iu her belovefi
and the scheme would have succeeded. | f¥iend, u:x@ it was not tlu:oup,’h any euri-

All these things were told by Trowbridge | 0us questioning, but purely by accident,
in & few words, and it was not until the that she learned from Hilary’s own lips
last that he dweit upon that part of h;sgthe. exp]azwtlon‘ of certain small mysteries
story which was of most importance for|Which had puzzed her. ;
Hilary Vane's future. Hilary had not wanted ber mother to

“Our Syndicate ferrets out the secrets!kuow where Kcnrjith kept his jewels, lest,
of rich people,” he said, “or people whoin her foolich pride qf'sccmmg to know
would be rich or titled if some one eclse ! all his affaivs, s!]x(_' lxm];_z;nt ll))e twmll;)te(ll( t‘:
were out of the way. Then, it offers its Speak of that which had better be kepS
help in bringing about a desired object; |secret. : ;
and as it never solicits a client who has| When the girl had bent over Kenrith as
not something already to conceai, the|be lay uncosscious after the motor acci-
Syndicate does not risk exposure. Tt has dent ehe had theught nothing of the jew-
never been betrayed by a client, and hasi¢ls, nothing of all her wiid talk, to Elb
never betrayed a client. I am not betray-|speti, but-only of the man himself. She

ing one now, because the man for whom
I've acted, under orders from the Syn-
dicate, is already betrayed. Kenrith saw
his face. I know, and must have recog-
nized it, ag only a few hours ago the man
had sent for him—sent for him to keep out
of the way while the fire was started by
me. Not that this man or I cared much

ihad laid her hand upon his heart to sce
if 1t were still beating, and it was then
that Trowbridge and the “Countess” had
appeared.

As for the shining jewel that had been
tied up in Hilary's handkerchief, it was a
ring given her by Captain Oxford. She
{had not dared te wear it openly because

whether Kenrith lived or died; but he's|of her mother, and had kept it hidden in-
known to sit up late reading in his room, is'lde her drgss, meaning to give 1t‘back if
und it was thought safer for our plans she should be comgpelled. to engage herselt

and bind the wound, and in the process
much_blood had flowed before it could be |
stawdeched. Trowbridge had not learned!
theg that the room below was newly oc-!
cyffied by a littie typewriter who had |
Bt arrived; but afterward, when he
pund out that the room was in use, hci
ad arranged for all mnecessary meetings
to be held elsewhere.

When the first attempt on Captain ().\'-.
ford’'s life had failed, another plan was|
concocted. As Oxford went out every day|
in Mr. Kenrith's motor car, the chavffeur:
was bribed to fcign illness, and onc of]
the wheels of the motor car was tan-!
pered with. That affair also had ended
abortively, the only good thing accom-
rlished being the anncxation of Kenrith's
jewels while he lay unconscious.

Meanwhile James Grant, Mr. McGow-
an’s secretary, had been suborned. As he
was known to be in love with Elspeth
Dean, and Elspeth Dean was deep in the
confidence of Lady Ardeliffe and John
Kenrith, it had been hoped that through

Grant she could be used as a tcol. Butjle said the head of the badstead. was one |y
Crant knew nothing of the b‘y!}dicute. He i with the wall which divided the room i
thought that Trowbridge—the man who from the secret passage, and without mov- (¢
cffered him a bribe tremendously tempt-t ing her the whole béd eouid be slid along, |y

ing—was alone interested in bringing oft:
the desired coup.

he shouldn’t be there.

“Kenrith saw him, as he tried to shoot
Oxford, and shot me instead; and besidzs,
he was pursued by a man younger than
he. The one I speak of is Lord Lochrain.

“We—the Syndicate—had found out
that there was a secret in Lord Lochrain’s
family. The son of the old Lord, this
one’s predecessor, had disappeared, and
was supposed to be dead. If he had not
died, the present Lord Lochrain would
not have inherited. But that was not the
secret. The secret was this:

“Qld Lord Lochrain’s son used to have
the tower room, where Miss Dean has
been sleeping, He was in love with a girl
beneath him in station; his father discov-
ered the affair and forbade the boy to
see the girl. Not long after a quarrel the
father and son had in consequence, there
was an attempt on the old man’s life.
Someone stole into his room at night, and
tried to murder him, but the old man
shrieked for help, and help came. The
murderer had escaped, leaving only a
knife, known to bzlong to Lord Lochrain's
only son. After that night the young man
was never seen again, and his father
lived on, believing him guilty. The boy
had escaped, apparently, by the secret
way from his own room in the tower, and
next morning the mark of blood-stained
fingers was found on his pillow.

“After this the present ILord Lochrain
who—mark this—was visiting in the castle
at the time of the attempted murder, was

practically adopted by his uncle. Later, o
when proofs of the son’s death in Canada

wera obtained, he became heir to the title
and the estates, which would not have
amounted to much had not coal lately
been discovered on the land. .

“We of the Syndicate got on the track
of this secret. We discoverad that the
young man had married the girl he loved,
but that she had been made to believe her
marriage illegal, and had left her husband.
Aftarward a boy was born to her while
she was in extreme poverty, and soon af-
ter his birth she had died.

“There are no better detectives than we
have in the Syndicate. We followed up
every trace and learned after many diffi-
culties that the child had been taken

from a provincial asylum for foundlings |

and adopted by a-charitable old lady, who
knew nothing of his antecedents. That
child is now a man, and is known as Cap-
tain Oxford.

“If w2 had no such preofs that the

present Lord Lochrain himself was guilty |
of attempting to kill his uncle, and per- |

suading his cousin to go off and join his
sweetheart the same night, without know-
ing what was planned to happen, we
were able to frighten him by making him
believe that we had them. Also we were
sure it was he who had secretly persuaded
the girl that her marriage was illegal and
induced her to run away from her young

husband. Such hints were dropped by |
one of our agents that Lord Lochrain left |

himself completely in our power, and of-
fered the sum of a hundred thousand
pounds to the Syndicate to rid him of
Captain Oxtord, the real! heir, who could
claim everything if he but knew.

“Lord Lochrain had never seen Oxford
and wished to do so. He was staying

with a fricad at some miles distance from !
the Castle, in order to meet me and talk |

over the progress of affairs from time to
tim>. But with the idea of seeing his
cousin he decided to come to the Hydro
as an cordinary guest,

“His first sight of Oxford gave him a
fright, hewever. for the family likeness
between them is  marked. XH! did not
think it would be wise, after all, to ap-
peaf in public and have the resemblznce
commernted on by strangers just at the
time that Oxford wes to be put out of
the way. Therefore he kept to his room,
and intended to leave tomorrow. So far
as T know, no one stopping in the hotel

! had a glimpse of him, except Kenrith and |

perhaps Elspeth Dean, one night when
he came through lhe secret door into her
tower room, not knowing that any one

slept there.

“Tt was le who had the secret of ﬂm.t{

strange old bed in that roem. He met
me just as T had made the girl prisoner,
after she gave the alarm of fire, and
helped e carry her to the room where
she had siept. She was unconscious, and
it was easiest to leave her there then, as
we had other work to do quickly. But

the mattress tipped Aip and the girl thrown

on the floor of tHe passage. Then el
Thus, always, the Underground Syndi-'bed could be slid ioback again and every-

| to another man.

i Captain Oxford did not wish to hurry
lon his marriage now. Because he loved
Hilary so much, and because he had syg
fered so much pain, and humiliation at the
hands of the girl's mother, he wished to
be in the possession of his title and estates
before she came to him as his wife.

1t was different, however, with Kenrith.
The sooner Elspeth Dean could belong to
him the better he would be pleased; and
there was no reason for waiting.

After that strange and terrible night
the little stenographer was the heroine of
Lochrain Castle Hydro. But she was no
longer a stehographer.

The girl considered herself still bound
to work for Mr. McGowan until her fort-
| night was up; but Kenrith would not hear
of this arrangement, now that she was en-
|gaged to him. He insisted that Mr. Me-
!Gowan should at once telegraph to Lon-
don for some one to fill Elspeth’s place;
land that he should state to the manager
iof the agency at the same time his reason -
ifor superseding her. Therefore, instead of
| learning that her protegee had been un-
| satisfactory, Elspeth’s old friend, Miss
Smith, was informed that Miss Dean was
to marry John Kenrith, the millionaire
from the North, whose book on social
questions she had been typing when they
first made acquaintance.
| The girl had been liked by all the guests
'at the hotel who had come in contact with
{her, and the news of her engagement
1 everybody—everybody, with one

That exception was Lady TLambart, 1%
whom Elspeth Dean’s happiness meant
the most complete humiliation in her forty
of life. She had had many hard
, but the loss of John Kenrith, and
his love for the girl she had hated and
tricd to rnin was the hardest of all. Many
Idays passed before she was able to con-
sole herself in the smallest degree by the
| reflection that at least her daughter would
be marrying a rich man when she married
{the new Lord Lochrain, and that prob-
lably the mother. of Lady Lochrain would
|bave her debts paid and be decently pro-
‘l\'i(led for.

. She had done all she could to separate
‘thc lovers, but they had come together in
ispite of her, and she knew Hilary well

!enough to be sure that she would want for
nothing.

She even tried to atone for the past by
being gracious to her future son-in-law;
but, though scrupulously courteous he was
icily cold, and Lady Lambart guessed that
her life would, in future, better be lived
abroad.

Of all places on carth, Lochrain Castle
Hydro was the last one where she wished
to remain, since it also sheltered Elspeth
'l)(xun; but a certain stubborn pride com-
pelled her to consent to Hilary’s wish that
they should remain. Outwardly, she was
on friendly terms with Kenrith guessing
that Elspeth had not told him of her cru-
elty, and,as Hilary was asked to be brit"ly-
maid, she actually found herself eompell-
!cd, unless she would betray her feelings,
to be present at the wedding.

The happiest day of Elspeth’s life was
the most miserable one in Lady Lambar#y;
but she wore a brave enough smile on her
handsome face ‘as ehe bore her punish-
ment. {

Six weeks later came Iiilary’s marriage
to the new Lord Lochrain, about whose
{gréat, romance every one was talking. This
might have been a triumph for the bride's
mother had she been as other mothers,
but she realized when it was too late that
she had played her cards badly for her
own hand, after all

She was not disappointed in the aliow-
ance she hoped to reccive, but even gentle-
kearted Hilary did not speak of any fu-
ture life together. And now, in the Sum-
'mer, Lady Lambart. painted and still rete
ty, is scen at Aix-les-Bains or Haanburg.
!In the Winter she is at Cairo or-Monte®
i Carlo, and, though she takes in several
soclety pavers, she jnvariably erumples
ithem up, or throws them aside angnly. if
{¢he comes upeh a paragraph-g neerning
{the sgcial success of yq rs. Johna
| Kenrith, wife of the milli
END.
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