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CHAPTER X—(Continued)

“Oh, Lady Ardcliffe you can't call Lady
Hilary a designing woman!” cried Elspeth.

“I call her mother a designing woman,
and Hilary Vane must do as Ida Lambart
bids her. They are well-born, of course,
but the mother has been hideously extrav-
agant and now she is reaping the reward
of her folly. I believe that Mr. Kenrith
is beginning to see her as she really is.
She is losing hope where he’s concerned,

* and everything depends upon Hilary’s

marriage. If something isn’t done, Mr.
Trowbridge will fall into the trap they’ve
laid for him.”

“He may be a millionaire, but all the
same Lady Hilary Vane is a thousand
times too good for him,” Elspeth retorted
loyally. “I do hope she wont marry Mr.

* I'rowbridge.”

Lady Ardcliffe’s eyes blazed. “She shall
not marry him,” she eaid, viciousiy. “That
must be prevented somehow. I don’t quite
see how, yet, but it must be done. It
would be too great a sacrifice.”

Elspeth was growing more and more
angry with this foolish woman who wore
her middle-aged heart on her sleeve. No

_ doubt Trowbridge had amused himself by
flirting with her, for some reason that
the girl could not fathom; etill, she ought
to have sense enough to see that a man
of his age could not possibly be really in
love with a woman of hers. Elspeth long-
ed to epeak out her scorn, and warn Lady
Ardcliffe that Hilary must not be injured
in any way, or even annoyed. But she
told herself that anything she could say
on such a subject would only meke mat-
ters worse; indeed, she had spoken too
much already. So she held her tongue, and
merely said, when she could put in a
word, that she must go and see whether
Mr. McGowan had come. e

“After all,” Elspeth thought e few min-
utes later, as ehe was on the way ’dqwn
stairs, “I don’t see how she cgn possibly
barm Lady Hilary. Malicious as she may
be in her stupid jealousy, what can she
do—or the Countess, either?”’

Yet the girl was vaguely uneasy, for a_he
knew that Hilary had now two enemies
in the house—two women Wwho, though as
different one from the other as summer
from winter, hated their young and beau-

tiful rival for the same reason; be(:lusce4 e

all against her will, she had found fav
in the eyes of a man they both loved.

* - Elspeth went straight from Lady Ard-

elific’s room to Mr. McGowan’s office,
where she wished to explain—if he had
come—why her duties for the afternoon
had been neglected. Perhaps he would
blame her for having gone out with Mr.
Kenrith in the motor car, she thought;
yet, he could hardly do that, as she had
gone in her free hour, and could not pos-
gibly know that an accident would hap-
pen to delay and incapacitate her for her
duties.

Still, she rather dreaded seeing the man-
ager, and her heart began to beat fast
when she heard his voice on the other
side of the door. 8o he had returned.

' “Have you any proof of this?” he was
‘saying. !

“It was my daughter herself who told
me,” replied another voice, which Elspeth
knew too well. Tt was that of Lady Lam-
bart. “It is disgraceful. I really do; think
that, in justice to your guests, Mr. Mec-
Gowan, vou should discharge such a per-
son. She is not the one for such a position
of trust as you have given her; and, be-
sides the things which I have told you, if
it’s necessary to say more, she goes about
the hotel retailing gossip to one. person
about another, back and forth; and since
her coming  this house has been nothing
more nor. less: than a nest of scandal. She
has contrived to set at least half a dozen
persons who used to be friendly violently
against each other. But, I coneider that I
have the right to ask you to send her
sway.” i

«] will at least think it over,” replied
Mr. McGowan. “If you, have not been
misinformed, Miss Dean must certainly
go. But, of course, she must be given a
chance to defend herself. I will send for
her presently—"

‘“She is here now, Mr. McGowan,” said
Klsppth at the door. “I couldn’t help

g the last few words,” !

Tt is just as well,” returned Mr. Mc-
Gowan rather coldly. “Did you hear that
Lady Lambart accused you of accepting
bribes from Captain Oxford to give notes
from him to Lady Hilary Vane?”

“] knew she accused me of eomething
of that sort,” said Elspeth, looking at
Lady Lambart, who held up her lorgnette
and stared superciliously.

“Have you ever assisted the Captain to
communicate with Lady Hilary?”

“Yes. But — began Elspeth, and fal-
tered painfully, as she realized for the
first time that she had no answer to give
which could be truthful and at the same
time not incriminating to herself.

Mr. McGowan, who evidently had ex-
pected an indignant denial, looked very
grave. -
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+ CHAPTER XIL

“You see, I was right,” exclaimed
Lady Lambart. “Now, what do you in-
tend to do?”

“I must talk over this matter with Miss
Dean alone, your ladyship,” said the man-
ager.

“What! You still refuse to believe her
guilty?”’ - -

“I must know from her own lips what
to believe, and it would be distressing for
every one concerned if the matter were
discussed in public.”

Discomfited, Lady Lambart swept out
of the room with an air of injured dignity,
and Elspeth, though deeply grateful to
Mr. McGowan for giving her the benefit
of the doubt and sparing her a public in-
quisition, trembled inwardly. She could
not tell lies, yet she must not compromise
Lady Hilary in any way. She must keep
that idea before her, .whatever hap-
pened. ’

“Now, Miss Dean, yoy have your op-
portunity to explain,” began Mr. Me-
Gowan. ‘I must say that I am dismayed
and annoyed to have such a story thrown
at my head on the moment of my return
from a business journey. You must, to
say the least, have acted with imprudence,
and gone out of your place in this house,
or such a suspicion against your prudence
and good sense could not have arisen.”

Until this moment Elspeth had received
pothing but praise from Mr. McGowan,
and nervous and worn as she was this re-
buke seemad almost beyond hearing.

Tears sprang to her eyes, but she check-
ed them back, determined that the man-
ager should not see her crying like a scold-
ed child. In spite of her efforts at self-
control, however, the girlish face betrayed
something of the heart’s distress, and Mr.
McGowan, who was an extremely kind-
hearted man, though a disciplinarian as a
manager, repented his harshness.

“You had better tell me everything,”
he said.

“F-—don’t think I can do that, though
far as Lady Hilary Vane is concerned
ve's practically nothing to tell,” replied

“What! You refuse to speak?’ Mr.
McGowan exclaimed, his vexation rising
again.

“I once took a message-~an absolutely
insignificant message—from Captain Ox-
ford to Lady Hilary, whom he has known
for a long ‘time.”

-“Is that all—on your word of honor?”

“Practically all.” - .

“That is not a satisfactory answer.”

“I'm very sorry, but I'm afraid it’s the
best that I can give.”

“Then, Miss Dean, I must say I am very
much disappointed in you.”

“Would you prefer to have me go
away?”’ the girl asked, trying with all her
might to steady her voice.

Mr. McGowan had not intended mat-
ters to touch this extremity. Elspeth’s
work was excellent beyond his expecta-
tions, and she was well liked by every one
in the hotel to whom her services had
been given. She was a lady by birth a.ng
in manner, charming in appearance, an
altogether the manager of the Lochrain
Castle Hydro feared it would be imposs-
ible to obtain another stenographer as de-
sirable. Still, discipline must be main-
tained in the hotel, and this girl must not
think she could go out of her place, mix
herself up in the love affairs of the guests
of the house, and after behaving with
grave indiscretion, escape with a mere
reprimand after refusing to defend herself.
He valued her services too'much to have
dispensed with them lightly on his own
initiative but as she had practically ten-
dered her resignation, ‘he did not think it
compatible with his /dignity or her offence
to say that, in spite of all, he wished her
to stay on.

“I must of course ask that you will
either explain satisfactorily or else resign
your position here,” he said at last. “But
T still hope that you will explain, and I
give you till tomorrow morning te think it
over.”

“That will do no good, Mr. McGowan,”
said Elspeth, sadly. “I know myself; and
I know that I can say no more tomorrow
morning than I’ve said already except that
I did nothing which seemed to me to be
wrong.”

“Ah, but I must be allowed to judge
whether it was wrong or not,” he return-

‘“Then—I see that you mean me to go.
Shall it be at once, or—"’

“Certainly not,”” Mr. McGowan cut in
decidedly. “I cannot be left without any
one to fill your place in the high season.
Grant alrepdy has all that he can attend
to, or more,’and my hands are over-full.
I will let you be the one to give me notice,
Miss Dean, as you have been satisfactory
in your work, and I do not wish to injure
your futire .career any more than I can
avoid doing. You had better give me a
fortnight’s notice. In that time I can get
some one else; and meanwhile I expect
you to be absolutely discreet in your in-
tercourse with the guests of the hotel.
Now, I shall require nothing further from
you.today. Good evening, Miss Dean.

“Good evening. And—I suppose I ought
to thank you. I believe you mean to be
kind,” said Elspeth.

“I ghould like to be so if you had made
it possible for me,” returned the manager.

There was nothing more for her 4o say
or do, and bowing her head to hide the
tears, she left the room.

After all, Lady Lambart had scored. A
sudden flash of enlightenment told Elspeth
that ‘the elder woman could not forgive
her the kindness and consideration with
which: Mr. Kenrith had treated her. From
the very first, when she had been compell-
ed to take a seat in the railway carriage
which Lady Lambart had wished to keep
for her own party, she had been unjustly
disliked. Mr. Kenrith’s kindness to her
as his secretary and her association with
Capt. Oxford had increased the feeling
against her; but the climax had come to-
day with the invitation from Mr. Kenrith
to go out in his motor car as his equal and
Lady Hillary’s equal. That had placed her
on a different footing. She was no longer
only the secretary; she was the friend as
well, and Lady Lambart had stopped at
nothing to be rid of her.

In a way the enmity of 2 woman of the
world for a humble typewriter was a com-
pliment, but Elspeth was in no mood for
that point of view. She was bitterly un-
happy, horribly humiliated, and could not
bear to look forward to the future. .

She had been allowed, by Mr. McGow-
an’s courtesy, to resign, but it was almost
as bad as if she had been discharged after
a week’s trial at the Lochrain Castle Hy-
dro, for after what had passed the man-
ager would certainly not give her an un-
qualified recommendation. Tomorrow; in
all probability, he would write to the
Agency, from which she had bzen sent to
him, say that Miss Dean was not satis-

factory, and ask for some one else in her

place. .

What a downfall, after her high hopes,
and the encouraging opinion Miss Smith
had had of her ability. To be sure, she
had been told that she was too young,
but she had meant to show that that
opinion was a mistake. Oh, she had meant

to do so well, and she had believed that

she was succeeding. She had borne her-
self as brayely as she could, tl)rough
strange and trying experiences, 1n t_,he
hope of obtaining the euccess for which
she strove, and this was her reward for
everything.

All these thoughts rushed through her
mind as she left Mr, McGowan’s room.
She walked with her head down, hoping
to meet no one she knew, and hurried
through the hall, almost desgrted now,
as people were preparing for dinner. qu-
denly turning into one of the many in-
tricate corridors she stumbled against
some one who had just come down the
stairs she was about to ascend. "‘I beg
your pardon!” she exclaimed hastily,and
involuntarily lookedup.

This corridor was dimly lit, but at the
foot of the stairs stood a brox’lze ﬁg_m-e
in armor, holding a lamp, and “the light
from the lamp struck full upon the face
of the person with whom she, had collid-
ed. With a little cry Elspeth started
back, for the face was the same that she
had seen in her room, framed in the
white mystery of -moonlight.

For a second the eyes, .thc too
brilliant eyes, gazed into hers with an in-
tent and strangely piercing look, almost
an anxious look, it seemed. Then the t@ll
man bowed slightly, murmured something
in response to her request for pardon,
and passed on. . .

Klspeth stood still, watching, half in-
dlined to follow, yet not daring to do so;
for there could be no doubt that this was
a man of flesh and blood, and no ghost.
He was in modern dress, and did not van-
ish - by apparently melting through the
wall, but walked quietly, - if somewhat
hastily, round the corner into another
corridor.

The features were as like as before to
Captain Oxford’s, but now that she had
seen them in a fuller light Elspeth told
herself that it was difficult to believe the
man was wearing a disguise. The short,
pomnted beard looked absolutely natural,

e

and the face seemed much older than
that of Captain Oxford.

“Who can it be?” she wondered. “Is it
a guest of the hotel? Extraordinary, if
80, that I’ve never seen his face before—
almost impossible. Yet he must have been
in the house, or etaying near by for some
time, because it's almost a week since
that night when the ghost-figure stepped
out through the wall into my room. Now
that I've seen him again—for it must be
the same; I can’t be mistaken—it makes

I must find out who this person is.”

Slowly the girl went on toward her own
room, wondering how' she was to accom-
plish what she wanted, now that she was
no longer on pleasant terms with Mr.
McGowan, aud now that her old friend-
ship with Mr. Grant was at end. Sud-
denly, however, she thought of Mrs. War-
den, the housekeeper. Perhaps if she de-
scribed the man she had just met (she
did not mean to refer to the stranger
meeting) the old woman, would know
whether or not there wae such a guest
in the Hydro.

She turned back, therefore, and found
her way to the housekeeper’s room, which
she had had occasion to visit once or
twice before.

Mrs; Warden was there, and as she
had heard of the accident, Elspeth had to
tell heér all about it, before she could
hope to obtain any-satisfaction on an-
other subject. Indeed, the old house-
keaper flattered herself that Miss Dean
must have come to her room for the ex-
press purpose of giving her the details.
Elspeth gathered this -from Mrs. War-
den’s naive thanks, and it was not worth
while to hurt hér feelings by disabusing
her of the impression. Accordingly the
girl did not contradict her, but merely
said, “By-the-by, I just met in the hall a

middle-aged man . with “a 'short,  grizzled
beard, wonderfully  brilliant dark eyes,
and features rather like' Captaih ‘Oxford’s.
[ never met him before, and I wonder
if he can be stopping at. the hotel. Can
you tell from my description of him?”’
‘Mrs. Warden looked' puzzled and shook
her head. “Indeed, I can’t, Miss,” said
she. There are plenty of gentlemen 'with
short grizzled beards, but I don’t remem-
ber any one with particularly brilliant
eyes.” : :

“You would remember if you had seen
his,” broke in Elspeth. v

“Perhaps 1 should, Miss,” said Mrs.
Warden. “But as for his looking like
Captain Oxford, I don’t. think I've ever
vet seen that young. gehtleman, though
I've heard plenty about him from one
person another.”

“‘Surely you must have seen hint.” Els-

looking.” .

“Then-I’'m sure-I haven’t. I don’t-call
any of the young gentlemen in the Cas-
itle at present extremely good ‘looking,
| though some of them are well enough in
their way. But you see Captain Oxford
arrived only a day or two before you did
Miss, and almost ever since he came he’s
kept in“his room, or maybe kept in Mr.
Kenrith’s suite, except whnen Mr. Ken-
rith’s had him out in the motor car. 1've
| never happened to be anywhere about
{ when he was on view, as you might say,
land I don't know that I've had any par-
| ticular curiosity, though the gossip of the
servants’ hall is that he's in love with
that beautiful’ young ' lady, the Countess
of Lambart’s daughter.”

“Well, I'm afraid you can't tell me any
thing about this mysterious newcomer
then,” said Elspeth, disappointed; “for the
only way in which I can describe him ac-
curately is by saying that he looks some-
thing as Captain Oxford may look, twen-
ty-five or thirty years from now.”

She rose, and Mrs. Warden, who fain
would have kept her for a pleasant little
gosip, could not persuade her to stay.

This evening the tower room seemed
gloomy, as it had never seemed before,
even during the ghastly experiences which
had so severely tried Elspeth’s nerves. It
would be hers but for a fortnight longer.
She must go, and she did npt know where.
After all her struggles, all her hopes, the
disappointment was too bitter.

How she had admired this room'a week
ago, and how proud she had been of it!
How she had enjoyed the thought of all
the nice books whose gilded covers winked
at her from behind glass doors. How her
courage had risen to the task of finding a
solution for all the mysteries unassisted by
any one. Now she would go away and
never know the explanation.

Worst of all, what would Mr. Kenrith
think when he heard, perhaps from Mr.
McGowan, that she had behaved so fool-
ishly that she had been asked to resign.

She had not dared let herself dwell upon
this thought before, but now it overwhelm-
ed her, and the long restrained torrent of
her tears burst forth. She could eat no
dinner, nor could she sleep that night,
though she was undisturbed by any influ-
ence outside her own mind.

Her head ached when she rose in the
morning, and she was glad to heat the
knock which told her that the servant
hud arrived with tea and breakfast. She

that apparition all the more mysterious, |

peth persisted. “He’s extremely good_

'

was not hungry, but the tea would do her
good, she thought.

The man came in and placed the tray
on the table, but having done so, he lin-
gered. “Thera’s been a terrible thing hap-
pened in the night, miss,” said he, with
that unctuous enjoyment of the sensational
so often seen among persons of his class.
“Lady Ardeliffe and Countess Radepol-
skoi have both been robbed of all their
jewels.”

CHAPTER XIL
Was It a Plot?

Had Elspeth herself been in the plot and
learned thus suddenly of its discovery she
could hardly have been more startled than
she was by the news of the robbery.

Yebterday, Mr. Kenrith had lost his
jewels in the most mysterious circumstan-
ces; and now Lady Ardcliffe and Countess
Radepolskoi had been robbed. It was at
least a strange coincidence that those
events had followed so quickly one upon
the other.

Flspeth felt as if she were groping in
the dark for a master key which could
open all doors and lead her at length into
the hidden place where the secret of these
mysteries lay. It was as if she caught a
glimpse of that key, shining through the

_twilight, and then, just as she :put out her

hand, it vanished again.

The servant could embroider his story
with very few details. - He kiew only that
the robbery had not been discovered until

the maid of Lady Ardelifie had given the | der

alarm, and it was said that the two ladies
must have been chloroformed, as the at-
mosphere of their roomsg was still heavy
with the drug.

When Elspeth discovered that the man
had little real information, she did not

encourage him to stay and gossip, but hur-
ried through her breakfast, and went out
to learn what she could for herself.

She was scarcely surprised to’ see Lady
Ardclifie and the Countess both ‘it the
gréat hall, talking' earmestly to Mr. Me-
Gowan. - No one else had appeared as yet
for it was very early, and there had scarce-
ly been time for the exciting news of the
robbery to spread through the hotel.

Elspeth had to pass near.the-group, on

-her way. to the manager’s room, and the
three ‘were so deeply absorbed in their’

conversation that they neither heard nor

 saw the young typist. She had no inten-

tion of eavesdropping, but some words ut-
tered by Mr. McGowan reached her ears,
and startled her so much that it was all

' she could do to suppress a cry of distress.’

« ‘I do beg that you will help me to avoid
a scandal,” the manager was saying. 1
you publicly accuse Lady Hilary”—

He lowered his voice, and Elspeth heard
no more; but -it was enough. A glance
at the Countess’s haad, handsome face
showed her that it would take persuasions
mwore powerful than Mr. McGowan's to
induce her to relinquish so choice a re-
venge. .Both women hated Lady Hilary
Vane, and though it was impossible—Els-
peth told herself—that she could be guilty,
circumstantial evidence must somehow
point to her as the thief, or they would
not dare threaten to accuse her.

Elspeth grew cold with fear at the sight
of the pitfall prepared for her friend by
these two:jealous women. Even if Lady
Hilary could prove her innocence, she
would be made to suffer,and Elspeth could
not bear that it should be so. How could
che save the poor child? she asked her-
self.

Then, suddenly, she thought of Trow-
bridge and his passion for Lady Hilary
Vane. From it had sprung the malice of
these who would ruin the girl;but through
it she might yet be rescued.

There was not a second to spare, if Mr.
Trowbridge were to be summoned to this
task; and without an instant’s hesitation
Elspeth sped through corridor after corri-
dor on her way to his sitting room. She
had not had time to kmock at the door
when it opened and he ‘came out. “Miss
Dean!” he exclaimed in surprise at the
sight of her flushed face.

“I've come to ask you to save Lady Hil-
ary,” she burst out abruptly.

“Save Lady Hilary?” No one who saw
him then could have doubted the sincer-

‘ity of his love.

“From Lady Ardcliffie and the Count-
ess.” Elspeth went on breathlessly. “All
their jewels have been stolen in the night.
For some reason or other they suspect
Lady Hilary and ar: going to accuse her
as a thief. They hate her, you know.
They are downstairs in the great hall now,
talking to Mr. McGowan, who is trying
to dissuade them; but T know he cannot.
You, perhaps, may. I think it’s the only
hope. Oh, do make haste. If Lady Hil-
ary should come down, as she generally
does aboutithis time, there will be a hor-
rible scene, unless you prevent it”—

The look on his face frightened Els-
peth. “I will prevent it,” he said. “Go
to her. Keep her in her room if you can.
Make any cxcuse, Give me a little time,
that’s-all 1 ask.”

Then he was gone, and Elspeth did not
stop to look after him. She flew off in

the opposite direction, which was that of
Lady Hilary’s room, but she had not gone
far when she saw the girl approaching
with her mother.

Elspeth paused, bewildered. What could
she do now? After the miserable scene
yesterday, when Lady Lambart had done
what she could to ruin her, how would it
be possible to accost the ladies and pre-
vent them from going downstairs? Yet
st&mehow the object must be accomplish-
ed. .
Lady Lambart saw her from afar off.
Elspeth could see the handsome face freeze
into haughtiness. Though she could not
hear the words, she knew that Lady Lam-
bart was forbidding her daughter to speak
in passing, and it did flash through Els-
peth’s head that, if she were revengeful,
she could satisfy all cravings by letting
the two go on to their fate. But at this
moment she would not only have sacri-
ficed a thousand revenges, but her hopes
for her own future happiness, to save Hil-
ary Vane, and careless of consequencss to
herself she stepped. forward, saying:
“Don’t .go downstairs just yet, I beg, Lady
Hilary. . I can’t tell you why, but—but if
you'll wait—if you'll breakfast in your
room, I hope you will save yourself and
—Lady Lambart—a very disagreeable ex-
perience.”

Elspeth expected an insulting answer
from Lady Lambart, but, to her surprise,
none came. Mother and daughter stopped
abruptly, the girl turning pale, the woman
flushing scarlet under her rouge and pow-

“Oh, mother,” exclaimed Hilary. “It
has come.”

Instantly Elspeth guessed the thought in
their minds. She remembered the words
she had overheard yesterday, when Lady
Lambart had said to her daughter that

Quickly she took a step forward.

“tomorrow a summons would be served.”
They thought now that this dreadful thing
had happened, and that, if they obeyed
the warning she had given they might
somehow hide from disaster.” Elspeth de-
cided that, for Lady Hilary’s sake, the
best. thing she could do would be to let
the ‘impression’ remain undisturbed for the
present.

“I told you what would happen, but 3
didn’t know it would come quite so soon,”
half whispered Lady Lambart. “Now, will
you be- sensible and save us both in the
cnly way you can? It isn’t too late yet.”

“T must—L see now that I must,” said
Lady I-Eilary. “I1f T could see him, I would
e

“You can’t sce him now. You must
write a note, and quickly,” replied Lady
Lambart, in the same low tone she had
used before. :

Hilary turned to Elspeth. “Miss Dean,
will you come to my door for ome mo-
ment, while I write a line, and then—as a
gredt favor to me—take it immediately to
the person it is intended for?”

As her daughter made this request with-
out waiting for an answer in the affirma-
tive, Lady Lambart turned and walked
rapidly ahead of the others, in'the direc-
tion of her own room.

Elspeth read her thoughts accurately and
scornfully. In spite of her cruelty the
day before, she was willing that its vic-
tim should be made use of, though she
would not seem to notice the girl she had
so deeply injured.

Hilary and Elspeth walked together
along the corridor, but the one was too
miserable, the other too anxious, to speak.

“Come in and wait,” the former said
when they had reached her roem. “Sit
down a minute, and the mnote will be
ready.”

Elspeth knew without asking ‘what the
note would be, and she was sick at heart.
The door was open between this room and
the adjoining one, where Lady Lambart
could be heard moving restlessly about,
therefore she dared not cry out as she
longed to do, “Don’t write to Mr. Trow-
bridge that you’ll marry him. Perhaps it
won’t be necessary. Perhaps you may be
saved in some other way.”

Lady Hilary seated herself at a small
writing desk in the window and began to
write. As she did so, Elspeth watched
her wistfully, when suddenly, with a start,
her gaze focussed on: something bright
which sparkled in a lace frill of Hilary’s
dress. Quickly she took a step forward
and bent down to see what it was which
had caught her attention. Then she could
hardly keep back a-cry of astonishment,
for tangled in the lace was a ruby and
diamond hoop earring, which she had of-
ten scen the Countess Radepolskoi wear-
ing.

For a second or two an odd giddiness
came over Elspeth, but it was gone as
soon almost as it had come, and she felt
cold and calm, as if in the face of a great
danger requiring all her reserve force and
presence of mind.

“Look, Lady Hilary.”" she said, drawing
no nearer, lest Lady Lambart should en-
ter. “Look at tha' thing caught in your
frill. How very odd that it should be
there.”

Surprised, tle girl stopped in the midst
of her note, and following with her eyes
the directior of Elspeth’s pginting finger.

}

oy

“Why, that’s an earring of Countess
Radepolékoi's," she exclaimed. “How
could it have got caught in my dress?”’
“The Countess was wearing those ear-
rings yesterday afternoon,” said Elspeth.
“Yes, I remember. But I didnt’ have on
this dress.”

“Where was it? "Elspeth asked:

“Hanging up in the wardrobe. It was
taken out only this morning. How queer
it is. I must give the Countess her ear-
ring when I—when I see her. . If she has
missed it, she must be anxious, and I”"—

“T’ll see that it’s properly disposed of,
if you like,” replied Elspeth, with a diplo-
matic meaning, which seemed to convey
nothing mysterious to the other’s mind.

“Thank you,” said Hilary. “That will
be better, as—as I mayn’t be going down
for some timé. Please explain to her how
we found the earring, and perhaps in eome
way she may be able to clear up the
mystery.”’

Elspeth did not answer; but Hilary,
taking it for granted that she acquiesced,
went on with her writing, instead of mak-
ing the request again. . :

A moment later she had finished her
note, which consisted of but a few lines,
and had given it to Elspeth. At the same
time she put the Countess’ ruby earring
into her hand.

“You know what to do with both of
these,” Hilary said wearily.

“Quite,” replied Elspeth. “You may de-
pend on me.” Then, at the door she turn-
ed and said: “Lady Hilary, do you lock
yourself in at night?”

“No, not always. Why do you ask?”
returned the other girl.

Elspeth was slightly confused. ‘The—
the key looks bent,” she said. “I thought
you ought perhaps to speak to Mr. Mec
Gowan about it. In a huge place like
this, with so many strangers about, it
isn’t safe not to lock one’s door at night.”

Lady Hilary emiled bitterly. “I have
nothing of value for anybody to steal,”
she said. “It’s true the key is a little
bent. I dont’ know how it happened, but
it must-have had a knock. I dare say the
maid could tell how, if she would—but no
servant will ever confess awkwardmess if
she can help it. I only know it’s been like
that for a day or two, and that the key
won’t turn properly. But it really doesn’t
matter for such a poor person as myself.
With Countess Radepolskoi or with Lady
Ardcliffe it would be different.”

Elspeth felt herself blushing. Had Lady
Hilary heard the story of the robbery yet,
or had she not? The girl dared not ask,
but went away with much food for
thought in her mind, and the note and
the ruby earring in her hand.

As soon as she was out of the room jand
shut the door, however, she slipped/ the
earring into her pocket. {

She believed that there was a \plot
against Lady Hilary, and that Providence
had sent her at the right moment to frus-
trate it.

“If théy have other proofs agaiast he
they’ve made them, as they tried to mgke
this,” she said to herself. “But is his
onlyxa part of some great scheme or is
it the whole? It's time I set myself 'to
find out, and I will. There may be some
work for me to do here before I go, for
which I was never engaged, and will nevers
be paid—except by success. If they have
detectives to help them—those people who
wish Lady Hilary harm—they will have
one against them, too. And, oh, how hard
that detective will try to beat the others.”

Strange thoughts flashed in Elspeth's
brain. ‘She began to weave them togeth-
er, and her pulses beat with the weaving.

“What shall I do with this note?” she
asked herself. “If I’d dared to tell Lady
Hilary she was wrong—that no man had
come with a summons—would she have
wished to take extreme steps? Shall 1
wait before handing the note to Mr. Trow-
bridge and give fate a chance? I could
explain to her that I had delayed a little.
I can’t see how it can do harm, as he is
trying to work in her interest at this very
minute, without knowing that he’s to have
a reward—a reward a thousand times
greater than he has deserved. Oh, I will
wait, whatever happens.”

By the time she had decided upon her
course she was back again in the great
hall. A quick glance showed her that
neither the Countess nor Lady Ardcliffe
was there, but Mr. Trowbridge, who had
evidently been expecting her return, came
forward to meet her.

«T think that Lady Hilary will be safe
from annoyance now,”’ he said; and Els-
peth saw that he was very pale.

“You persuaded them both.to do noth-
ing?” she asked.

“I have persuaded the Countess; and so
far as I can make out, Lady Ardcliffe re-
lied for proofs upon the Countess. With-
out her; she’s harmless, except for spite-
ful gossip, perhaps.”

“You're sure the Countess won't help
her in some secret way?”’

“I am sure,” said Trowbridge grimly.

Elspeth was assured; but not comfort-
able. “They had told Mr. McGowan their
suspicions, you know,” she reminded him.

“Yes, but I have spoken with Mr. Me-
Gowan. I told him that the Countess
Radepolskoi didn’t ® intend, after all, to
drag Lady Hilary’s name into the affair;
that she had come to see, on second
thought, that she must have been mis-
taken in her suspicions. I said that there
ware no proofs at all against Lady Hilary,
and that, if Lady Ardcliffe peristed in her
accusations, he would bitterly regret af-
terward having paid any attention to
them.”

“I'm sure it must have been a relief to
him to hear that.”

“I think it was.”

“But I suppose there’s already a detec-
tive in the house, or soon will be, Sup-
pose.that Lady Ardcliffe shonld direct his
attention to Lady Hilary”

“She won’t do that at present. Lady
Hilary is safe enough from her for a few
days. By and by it may be different, but
‘then, I hope, the real thief may have been
discovered; or at worst, nothing can be

proved against. Lady }lii\lnless those

wamen have plotted a t her more
cleverly than T think.” ‘
Elspeth reflected for @ moment and then
felt that she understood his veiled mean-
ing. He hoped that Lady Hilary would
promise to marry him; but in any case
the engagement would not be  announced
for some days, and meanwhile, perhaps,
he -intended to be particularly attentive
to Lady Ardcliffe, as a “‘bribe” to her for

| sparing Lady Hilary.

This was clear enough, but it seemed to
the girl that he must have found much
greater difficulty in dealing with the
Countess, a far more dangerous enemy
than flighty and foolish Lady Ard-
cliffe. It was the Countess whom Elspeth
had feared, yet Mr. Trowbridge seemed to
have disposed of her without a struggle.

She would have liked to ask more ques-
tions, but Trowbridge glanced at his
watch and said that he must go.

“You haven’t had breakfast yet,” ve-

marksd Elspeth.
He smiled vaguely. “Haven’t 1? 1 for-
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got.” And without another word he was
gone. <

Them was great excitement in the hote
during the morning, when the news of
the double jewel robbery spread
among the guests, and every one
wondered much what was being done; but
to the annoyance of their friends,Countess
R_adepolskoi and Lady Ardcliffe not only
did not appear in public, but refused
through their maids to receive wvisitors.

Had Elspeth been on her ¢6ld terms with
James Grant she would probably have
heard from -him what was being done;
whether the police suspected any one;
whether there was a disguised detective at
work in the house. But as it was, he kept
such szcrets as he might possess, though
h_e looked at her wistfully from time to
time, as if he hoped that she might yet
change her mind.

It occurred to the girl ‘that, if she wisks
ed to penetrate the mystery she had now

than tell James Grant that, after all, she
wpuld be engaged to him, and would hegign
him in any way he wished. He would th¢
open his heart to her, and it might well
be that, through his communications, she
would be put in possession of the very
clues she wanted.

But Elspeth could not bring herself to
such a course.” She was but an amateur
detective at best, and could not do the
things which a professional would have
done without scruple, in pursuit of an
end. She must work alone; for, though
she did not like or trust James Grant,she
would not deceive him.

Late in the afternoon Grant spoke to
her for the first time that day, except
upon the.business of correspondence.

“Mr. McGowan has asked me to tell
you,” he said, ‘“that he has a very good
offer for your room, and that conse-
quently you will have to change into an-
other. The servants will help you, but
perhaps you would like to oversece them.”

“When am I to change?”’ inquired Els-
peth.

“At once, pleasc. You are to have No.
133, on the third fleor, in the west wing.
You had better go up to your room now
and superintend the maids putting your
things together. This is your free hour.”

“Very well,” said the girl, hiding all
emotion; but in reality she was as much ex-
cited as surprised. She was convinced that
something was to happen in that room
from which she had been banished—some-
thing connected with the mysterious
sights and sounds that had kept her wak-
ing through so many nights of fear.

“Who is to have my room?” she asked,
with an air of indifference. :

“Lord Lochrain, ‘I believe,” answered
Grant, in the sam2 tone. . :

' CHAPTER XIIL
An Amateur Detective.

Number 133 was a small and common-
place room,such as might have been given
to a lady’s maid; and Elspeth reflected,
when she saw it, that Mr. McGowan
would not have pffered it to her had she
not been going tio leave his employ. Now,
it did not matter to him whether she
was satisfied or not at Lochrain Castle;
she would have to stay on through her
fortnight; and then some other girl would
arrive to take her place, to be treated
with all the kindness and consideration
that had been hers at first. :

unimportant things mattered no more to
her now than they did to Mr. McGowan.
She was sd unhappy both for herself and
for Lady Hilary Vane that little details
of physical comfort were too insignificant
to be thought of twice.

. She was miserable because she was go-
ing to be turned out into the world again,
where she would be worse off than ever,

because she had failed—or, if she had nog_

really fa¥led, it was the eame as if she
had. She was miserable because she knew
that she had been foolish enough to fall
deeply in love with a man as far removed
from her as the sky is from the earth—a
man who thought of her, when he thought
of her at all, as a clever child in a differ-
ent class from her own, a poor litle crea-
ture to whom one must be ‘kind out of
sheer pity for her loneliness. She was
miserable because that man would perhaps
marry Lady Lambart, who was doing all
she could to secure him, and who—if sha
succeeded—would sooner or later induce
her lover to believe the voung stenographe
er a scheming little pretender.

These were Elspeth’'s own personal
griefs, but she had others. She was very
sorry for Captain Oxford, whom she liked
and admired, and whose:cause she would
have championed if she could. She was
wretched in sympathy with Lady Hilary,
who would probably be forced into accept-
ing a man she did not love; and she fear-
ed much that her friend was still in danger

{from the secret plottings of two jealous

women.

As for the letter which Hilary had ask-
ed her to give Mr. Trowbridge, she had
not nanded it to him during their short
conversation in the morning, and, when
several hours had passed without her sce-
ing him again, she had enclosed the letter
in an explanatory note and returned it to
Lady Hilary. What had happened since—
whether the note had becn sent once
more; whether the girl had given her ans-
wer by word of mouth instead of writing,
or whether the question was still in abey-
ance, Elspeth did not know, for she h:
heard nothing. s

None of her regular work went on that
day, except with Mr. McGowan; for she
was informed by him that neither Mr.,
Kenrith nor Captain Oxford would need
her services, and she could not guess
whether this were because of her disgrace
or because the theft of Mr Kenrith's
jewels had upset the ordinary routine.

Later when the time came for her to
go to Lady Ardcliffe, she was informed
that she would not be wanted that after-
noon; therefore she would have been idle
during most of the day had not Mr Mc-
Gowan had plenty of work to give her in
the office to replace that which she usual-
ly undertook outside.

Altogether she was in a strange state of
mind—a state which she felt could not en-
dure for long. Toward evening, as she
tried to make the ugly new room look
habitable, she decided that she would pay
a secret visit to the tower that night and
discover, if she could, the reason for her
banishment. She knew nothing of Lord
Lochrain, and could not suppose that he
had any connection with the mysterious
oceurrences in the tower; indeed he had

not been in the hotel when they had
taken place. But she believed that his de-
sire to have the room was only an excuse
to get her out of it.

Perhaps it was really” to. be given ta
him, perhaps not. Perhaps it would not
be occupied at night, at any rate immedi-

ately; but of one thing Elspeth was ob-
stinately certain. Something was to hap-
pen in that room, at all events in the
tower, that very night, or she would not
have been moved out so hurriedly.

(To be continued.)

But, after all, she said to herself, such .

pet <herself to slove she could not do better -

~




