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' Or Traced By a Valentine

‘His erippled foot had been all & pre-
temse—made with what 10 she
eould not gness. but o
furtheranée of some néfa

He was.walking very
ning almest, zs thouch
_haste to reach the shelter
house.

‘Marjorie left the wir
-into the easy chair Df
A deathly faininess
Ther. She was usiy pals
from head to 100! :
A mew and more horrible suspicion
%2d eome into ber mind, 2nd she felt

ous scheme.
quickly, run-
in desperate
of the

jow, and sank
de the bed.

was siealing over
and trembling

(f(k' and dizzy peneath the over-
w"elming shock of it
If these were indeed 3 BaDg of

1l ieves, might it not be one of them
who had murdered her father?

They were in possession of the lock-
et. What more likely than that Made-
line’s zccount of how she had obtain-
ed it was false -and that oné of the
men beneath that roof was guilty of
her father’s blood?

The question was—which :

She asked it of herself with shudder-
ing dread.

Surely—oh, merciful heaven! surely’
pot CHarles—not the man she had
Joved so dearly—to whom her young
heart had clung with such warm, trust-
ing faith.

She remembered how vehemently
Madeline had sought to prejudice her
mind against him. Could it be that
she had done it to keep her from fall-
ing in lové with her father’s murder-
er?

There was agony in the thought—
black, bitter agony.

. She biried her head among the bed-
clothes and shook with grief and fear.

Presently she roused herself to think
and plan.

The clock struck one.

”

She remembered then that it was St. !

Valentine's Day—the anniversary of
ber father’s death.

_ How strange if on that very day she
should be fated to discover his mur-
derer.

Half mechanically she went to the |
chest of drawers, and, unlocking the :

warious receptacles, looked for®the bit
of blue enamel.
It was gone!
empty! 1
3t could scarcely be said she was
surprised at this. It only confirmed
her terrible ruspicions, and they
ed little cor irmaticn. !
Of course, those ‘degperate criminals
would do away with the evidences of
their gullt if°they could
She, & poor unsuspecting girl,
been easily duped by them.

The ivory box was

had

But there was a gharp sting of agony !

fn the thought that it was Charles who
Bad asked her where
of enamel.’

She could not doubt that his was the
Xerd which had stolen it.

|
‘As she sat on the edge of her bed In

an agony of grief, her hands clasped,
her pale lips moving in a convulsive
.appeal to heaven I gtrength, she
heard sounds helow raised in
fierce anger, and n ingled with a- wo<

olces

man’s sobs . 7
Flinging a dark dressing-gown round
her tremb! form, she opened -her
chamber door - softly and listened.
The voice from the -hall be-
low
She advanced a step or twWo, slowly—
glowly, until she feached the fop of the
gtaircase, from where she could get a
yview of the whole group. * * eed
In thé centra s'ood the elder Hyde,
Marjorie now saw his face for the
first time withont the magk of good

pumor which had sorved s¢ well to
Cigguise his villalny s

It was almost demoniacal with rage,
aud he was storuiing and cursing in
the mnost horrible fishion.

7+ was Charles_at whom his wrath

gec ¢« chiefly directed, and who stood
siie: with folded arms and down-
bent !ead, without answering a word.

At the foot of the staircase stood
Edge- his face livid, his dark evyes

flamirg, and beside him, elad only in
her vpight-dress, was adeline, her

fong Hlack halr streaming down to her
waist, her whole frame trembling with
convuisive sobs as she wound her arms
yound Edgar's neck, and geemed, DY
her gestures, to be imploring some-
thing which he roughly and sternly

In a little group at the other end of
the hall, were the servauts, whose
countenances showed plainly _enough
they were the accomplices of their pre-
» Marjorie was alone {n that house
with a gang of thieves as cunning and

te as any in all England.

Siddenly Hyde sald something in 2
tone of stern command, which caused
a general movement to be made to-
wardi tha gtotes’

=40 givg your—
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need-

he kept the bit |

Marjorie, her heart beating as tnovga
it would leap out of her bosom. With

closed and locked the door.

i

Scarce had she done_' this, however,
before a frenzied shriek from Made-

——— . — ——

line made her venture forth agaln.

She heard strange voices—she heara
one, loud,_ stern, authoritative voice ex-
claim—

“Consider yourselves under arrest.
evervone of you. Attempt to move
and 1 fire!”

A horrible fascination drew her to
the top of the stairs again; and now
she saw that a crowd of constables—
tem or a dozen at least—thronged tlLe
kall. : g
A ery from Madeline made her look
at Edgar Hyde.

He_was in the act of flinging away a
small phial, which he had just raised
to his lips and drained to the dregs.

The next moment he sank, wiih a-
heavy thud, upon the tiled floor of the
t hall. .

! “Gagd God! he's polsoned himsell!”
; exclaimed one of the policemen, while
Madeline's shrieks rang all through the
' house.

|  Someone stooped over him and
{ raised him, but the other policemen
cooly secured their prisoners.

The handcuffs were put on Charles
Hyde almost at once.

Marjorie saw this with a bursting
heart, then a merciful insensibility
t overwhelmed her—she fell fainting to
i the floor.

CHAPTER.XL

Madeline’s Story.
{ When she recovered
she was lving on her bed, and Made-
line was bending over her with a faze
so white, so haggard, so drawn with
misery, that, for a moment, Marjcrie
scarce recognized It

“Madeline!” she murmured, faintly,
reaching out her hand, “What is the
matier? What has happened?”

And then a recoliection of *1at fear-
ful scene in the hall swept over Ler
numbed brain.

She moaned, and buried her face in
the bed clothes. ¢

Madeline sat silent and rigid in the
chair beside the bed.

She seemed to have no word to say—
cither.of comfort or of explanation.

Presently Marjorie raised herself,
and looked at her. z
}  “Madeline, why dou’'t you speak 1o
‘me? I am miserable as welll s you

Tell me—och, tell me all the truth!
Those people—are they all thieves?”

“‘"“‘S_"

The monosyllable fell
| Jine's pale lips slowly,
! it hurt her.

! “And you —="! Marjorie began, then

‘sfupx’wd suddenly, not knowing now to
frame the question.

“What am 1? you would say,” ex-

from Made-
and as though

! claimed Madeline, | iesfonately. “Ob,
don't scruple to ask what questions
’j‘()ll choose, Marjorie. 1 will answer
them all now. I am the daughter of
| one thief and the wife of another 1
{ am not a thief myseif I have not fall-
|1n quite g0 low" as that. But'I am one
! of the gang—1 have ¥nown their guiity
!M:u‘n I have been accessory to them
all. The police have exempted we fromn

arrest. simply because, -as a wife, 1
was not bound to denounce my hus-
band's crimes!”

“A wife!” exclaimed
amazement, as soon
paused for breath.

“Yes, 1 am Edgar's wife—or Wwas.
God help me! T am his widow now!”

“Then he is_dead?’ cried Marjorie,
in horror. ; .

“Yes, he is dead,” said Madeline, re-
guming her stony calm. “He took
‘poison_before the police could touch
him, He died, and I, who loved him
so—ah, heaven! how T loved him!—I,
even I, am thankful for it.” .

Her head sank upon her bosom, and
a dry, tearless sob convulsed her
frame,

Marjorie, in
as Madeline

touchbed her gently.-

“Poor Madeline!” she said. “I’am
so sorry for you!”
At that kind word the unhappy

creature fell into a storm of agony ter-

rible to witness. i
Her tears came in a fidod, and her

frame was racked with sobs.
Marjorie was frightered—never in

her life had she witnessed such emo-
tion as this. .

But it did good. - :

It was moré natural than that stony
calm, and outraged nature Wwas ap-

by it.

Beneath Marjorie’s sympathy and
tenderness the wretched Madeline grew
calm at last.

And then, in a broken voice, she be-
gan to try to tell her her whole sad
story.

“My father"—and she shuddered as
she spoke that word—"has been a thief
ever since 1 was a little child. But I
have not lived with him all my life,
My mother and Le had quarreled, and
1 lived with her until she died. Then

fright, stole back to ber chamber, and |

consciousness ’

] was sixteep. svd my father fetched

me to live with him. He told mie he
| wanted me in his business and, little
by little, I began to see what that busi?
ness was.

“He was no comqon thief, Marnjorie,
there was a_diabolical cunning and
cleverness in all he did I had been
well educated—as, indeed, he himself

get the entree into the great hoyses he
meant to rob. This T would never do,
and he was fearfully angry with me,
for he had a frightful temper when
roused, for all his bland, pleasant
looks. He said he wanted a Woman
in the business, and when 1 kept re-
sisting he planned a cruel thing to
bring me to his will.”

“What was it?” questioned Mar- |
jorie. -

“He threw me into the compdny of
Edgar Monson—for fidgar’'s name was
not Hyde. I must tell you; he was not
my father's nephew, no relation at all,
neither is Charles, Edgar's brother.
They were both simply members of
the gang.” .

Again she paused, then went on in
a broken voice, and with many fears:
' “] know mow that Edgar was delib-

erately set to employ every artifice to

. ! make me love him. He was represent-

" ed in the best light to me. He won my
! sympathy, and, at last, my heart. How
1 loved him 1 could never tell you! 1
think that never in this world has man
{ peen loved by woman as he was Joved
i by me. Well, T married him—nat quite
a vear ago. He swore be would break
with tha gang, reform, go abroad with
me, and live an honest life. 1 bellev-
ed him—and a week after the »mar-
riage he laughed and boasted of the
ruse he had adopted to bind .me to
.him! I remember his very woras—
they burnt themselves into my heart.

«No! No!,my pretty one,’ he sald.

| ‘Tt is you I.am going to reform. 1 am
going to so train you that you shall .be
the qurve{p and head of the cleverest
and ‘richest gang of thieves in Eng-
land.’ :
“He did not do that, Marjorie. Try
as he might, he could not bend me to
bis will. I hated and dreaded thelr
vile pursuits tao much for that, But 1
went on loving him—I couldn’t help
myself. 1 loved him even though I
soon saw he had ceased to care for
me. Oh, what I have suffered—oh,
Marjorie! Marjorie!”

Again she was convulsed with sobs,
; and again Marjorie soothed her with
{ all the tender sympathy a womam's
heart can show a sister in distress.

After a few minutes had thus pass-

| ed, she resumed her narrative:
“We came here—to this  house—
! about six weeks ago. Thelr olffect was
l‘to rob Sir Edward Mortimer.  All the
plate and jewels are kept on the prem-
{ses there, and they expected a more
than ordinarily rich booty.

“To achieve this, no expense Was
gpared. This house was taken fur-
nished: the servants were all members
of the gang. We had been here only
a short time, when he—my father——
met with you. He had always said
that a woman, young, and heautiful,
and well-educated, wonld 1 fiialuable
to them: and it was his purpoge to try
to win you over. He shnwmﬁuu an

Marjorie put forth her hand, and

advertisement which he pretended was
his, and you believed him and came.”
“Ah'"” exclaimed Marjorie, in horror.
| “Who could have suspected that a man
who looked and spoke as he did, could
| have been so vile!”
| “His pleasant ecountenance hasg bedn
| hig capital always,” said Madeline, bit-
terly, “and he has traded on it to the
uttermost. With a view to impre ssing
you favorably, he has assumed the nh—
pearance of great henevolence and
piety; and this would have ¢ontinued
till he felt you were in his power.
“You were so young and o com-
pletely friendless that he made sure of
winning you over in the end. You
were to be tricked, as I was, through
your affections. Charles had prders to
do everything in his “power to make
yoyefall in love with him.”
Again ‘an involuntary
purst from Marjorie’s lips.

exdlamation

She saw the whole vile‘plot now
from beginning to end.
Her chetk and then

crimsoned,
again turned pale, ¢

“1 did all 1 could, Marjorie, to save
you from the snare’”” sald Madeline,
gazing on her very mournfully. gy
dared not.betray them, 1 daréd not tell
you\lu- truth, but you remember how,
whenever I could, 1 warned you against
Charles. 1 hinted to you over and
over again that he was unworthy of"
your love.” )

“Yes, 1 remember,”
Marjorie; “and I thank you. It was
not your fault that 1 wouldn’t take
your warning. Oh, Madeline, if I had!
if I_only had!”

And then, unable to bear her misery
with calmness, she gave way utterly,
and broke into tears. .

“Dear Marjorie, don't grieve for him.
He isn’t worth one thought from your
pure heart, Forgive me, darling, that
1 didn’t tell you all the truth in time.”

“{ have only myself to biame,"” sob-
bed Marjorie. “You warped me :
enough, I ought to Lave believed you.”

After a time she calmed herself, and
turned to Madeline with gentle resolu-
tion.

“(Go on, Madeline, tell me all.”

“There is not much more to tell—not

acknowledged

much that you can’t guess at, or {hat
you don’t already know. Last week
they made an attempt on ‘Mertimer
House. - It failed, and they resolved to
try again, so”bold and desperate they
were. They made the effort again; it
failed; they were pursued, although
they thought they had got ¢lear away,
and were followed here. In my heart .
1L had felt sure that would be the end
of it. Something within me seemed to
prophecy it would come to this.”

“Madeline, you were imploring some-
thing trom—from Edgar in the draw-
ing-room before you came to bed. I
tieard you by aecident. Whit was 1t
vou wera asking bhim. deail”

£

was—and he wanted me to help him to ‘

«To give up the plan, not to g0 out’]
to-night. I told him how full my heart
was of the belief that it wouid end in
gomething terrible. 1 intreated hiin,

! if not for myself, yet for the sake of |
his unborn child.”

“His child!" exclaimed Marjorle,
with a sudden burst of tender plty.
“Oh, Madeline!" :
| “Yes, Marjorie. 1 have that to look
. forward to. You ma¥ judge whether 1
{ Jook forward to it with joy. I hope m¥y
| baby will die. Why should it lve,
poor innocent? A murderer's child!”

‘.‘Mndeline!" said Marjorie, in a low,
awe-struck whisper. “Was it he—
your husband—who killed my father?”

Madeline answered with a deep,
heart-breaking sigh.

HALF THE

She could not speak.

«“Then that was what you meant
when you said you might, some day,
ask me to glve you a life for a life,”
cried Marjorie. ‘““You were thinking
of him—of what might happen if 1 dis-
covered his crime.” -~

“Yes, that was what I meant. Oh,
Marjorie, what I have suffered! ~ Ever
since you recognized that locket, my
life has been an agony. 1 had never
dreamed he had murder on his soul;
desperate though I knew him to be, I
bad never suspected that. You, per-

remember that, the very next
taken ill—so i1l that I
the anguish of

haps,
day, 1 was
couldn’t get up. It was
my mind that threw me
1 have been in misery ever since—in
hourly misery and dread.”

“And you are sure he was guilty!”

“He confessed it before he died,”
wailed Madeline. *“Oh, Marjorie, how
can you be so tender to e, his
wretched widow? Your kindness kills
me—it breaks my heart!”

For Marjorie had got her arms
round her now, and was pillowing her
head upon her own aching heart.

“Surely,” she sald, within Lerself,
with a cruel pang, “we are gisters in
misery, we two. She told me it would
be better for me to die than to-glve
my love to one who was unworthy. I
did not heed her then; but, oh, 1 feel
it- now!"”

Aloud ‘she sald,
’b;weetly: y

“Did you not risk your life for mine?
And are we not sisters in guffering?
Oh, Madeline!" .

And then those two unhappy crea-
tures clasped each other more closely
still, and mingled their tears together.

very softly and

CHAPTER XIL
St. Valentines Day.

Terribly dawned that St. Valentine's
Day for Marjorle.

When the sun rose she was stand-
ing beside her bedroom window, look-
ing mournfully across the frozen
lake, and feeling half tempted to wish
she had found her death there:

Life was so full of misery.
was nothing to hope for.

Her heart was aching with a dull,
dreary pain, as she thought of the
frank, smiling face she had loved so
well; and, apart from that source of
misery, what was to becoume of her?
Where was shé to go? -

She could.not even be sure that she
might not yet be arrested as an accom-
plice of the thieves.

She had been mors that: a fo: tnight
in their house, ahd why was there to
prove her innocenca?

Filled with such thoughts as these,
she turned away from the window with
a heavy sigh; and, having completed
her tollette, went slowly, downstairs,
scarce knowing which room to enter,
or what to do. .

Madeline, worn -out with grief, had
fallen asleep an hour ago, and there
was no one else in the house sive a
couple of police officers, who had been
Jeft in charge.

One of these was in the hall,

He spoke very civilly, to the pale,
trembling girl, and told her there was
a fire in the dining-room, where she
might be quite alona if she wished, *

She thanked him gratefully, but had
been seated at the fire scarcely five
minutes before he tapped at the door,
and announced:

“A gentleman to see you, miss.”

Marjorie rose with a start, to find
“herself face to face with the hand-
some, grey-eyed man she had seen in
the wood when she was walking with
~harles—Sir Edward Mortimer.

He came forward with an air of
great respect, and yet with the most
evident and earnest sympathy as well,

“If 1 am intruwing, please pardon
me,” he said, in a ciear, cultured voice. ’
“But your position here is so very try-
ing that I felt bound to come and tell
you how deeply we sympathize with
you—my sisters and 1, I mean—and

There

how anxious we are to be of service,
i you will allow us.”

He paused, then added:

“I think you perhaps may know who
1 am; my name,is | mer."”

“gir Edward Mortimer—yes, 1 know.
Indeed, I can'’t find’ words to thank
you. You are only too kind. I wish
I could make you
much I feel your
ench a time

: (Ta he antln.td.)
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