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CIIAPTER XITI—(Continued)

Elspeth did not even say to herself that,
if she were right in her surmises, it was
nothing to her. She had come to have the
idea—though but dimly and vaguely—that
many mysteries were moving shadow-like
about the hotel, and that all these dark
phades were controlled by one hand, per-
haps aided by others; that somehow there
was a -connection between all .the glid-
ing shadows.

 Kenrith was concerned, if the motor car

" accident were part of a plot. Captain Ox-
fard was concerned; Lady Hilary was con-
cerned; and behind the veil which was im-
penetrable still, Elspeth seemed to see
Trowbridge and. Coupuees Radepolskoi.
Maybe after tonight that veil would not
be impenctrable. In any case, the girk
resolved to do her best, even if she risked
much, to find out what was on the other
side.

Elspeth remained in her room all the
evening, as she had remained in the bedu-
tiful old one; but ehe did not go to bed
at the usual hour. She sat up, trying to
read, and once in a while glancing at the
stained and faded eketch of the boy in old-
fashioned clothes which she had brought
away from the other room between the
pages in a book of her own.

The face was so like Captain Oxford’s
that she half intended to show it him
gome day, and though she did not wish

~ and had mno right to take it with her out

of the house when she left Lochrain Castle

" she had been disinclined to leave it in its

old place. If she did so and the tower

room was really occupied she could not
get the sketch if she should make up her
mind to let Captain Oxford see it.

The guests of the Hydro, those who were

there for pleasure as well as those who
were there for health, went to bed early,
and by midnight, unless there were a
dance or theatricals, the great house was
quiet, the hall and drawing rooms deserted,
even by the men. Elspeth knew this, and
so when the half hour after midnight had
well passed she opened her door and looked
put. -

The dimly lighted corridor was silent as
the grave. Even the man who collected
the boots had come and gone and would
not return till early morning. She tip-
toed downstairs and was not disturbed by
s sound. On the ground floor there was
a grandfather clock solemnly ticking and
its hands pointed to the quarter before 1.
Elspeth told herself that she was safe now
She would meet nobody—unless some
person wandering for as strange a reason
as her own. o

To go from this part of the house to the
tower where Elspeth had lived it was
necessary to pass the doors of Mr. Ken-
rith’s and Captain Oxford’s rooms. They
were in the same corridor, just beyond
which was the entrance to the tower; and
their corridor could be shut off from a
gmall, square hall (on which several pri-
vate sitting rooms opened) by a heavy,
gliding door.

This door Elspeth had never seen closed,
and so far as her knowledge extended, it
never was closed by night or by day; but
now, to her astonishment, it was shut.

“1t is gure to squeak and wake somebody
up,” the girl thought ruefully, as she tried
cautiously to push the door back. But for
some time she tried in vain, and it was
only when she discovered an odd, old-fash-
joned catch, which held the latch down as
ghe strove to turn the handle, that ehe was
able to open the door.

“‘Supposing anyone on the other side had
wanted to come through,” she said to her-
self, “he could not have got out of the cor-
ridor this way.” And then the thought
sprang into her mind that the closed and
locked door ias perhaps part of the mys-
tery she was hoping to ‘unravel.

The idea frightened her, as it made the
plot—whatever it was—appear so elaborate
and so formidable, she felt that the elucida-
tion might prove to be beyond her powers,
or that she might be destroyed in the at-
tempt she was about to make.

Still, she persevered, and slowly pushed
back the sliding door which, so far from
squeaking, glided so smoothly along its
groove that Elspeth wondered if it had not
been lately oiled.

As the door slid back a wave of acrid
emoke rushed out into the girl’s face. She
could see no light in the corridor, except a
dim yellow gleam faintly visible through a
thick brown smoke cloud..

Instantly the tears started to her smart-
ing eyes, and she kept herself from cough-
ing only by covering her mouth and nose
with a handkerchief,

“Something on fire here,” she said to
herself, and with a start of terror, her
thoughts turned to Mr. Kenrith. His room
was In the corridor. What if it should be
burning while he slept? What if the same

< person who had stolen his jewels wished
him now to die by fire?

Her eyes and lungs stinging with the
acrid smoke, Elspeth felt her way down
the corridor, and was about to stop’before
Mr Kenrith's door, when she saw a red
light glimmering through the keyhole of
the . door opposite.

“*Captain  Oxford’s room!”
gasped.: “It’s on fire.”

For a few seconds she lost her presence
of mind, and ran to the door of the tower,
not knowing what she did. But the fact
that this door was locked, as the other
had been, recalled. Elspeth to ' herself.
Never bad it been locked Lefore; never had

the girl

it even been shut. "1t could not be that:

bot.h these doors were closed to-night by
accident; that this was a mere coincidence.
No;. they had beén locked for a purpose,
and that purpose could be no other than
to prevent the escape of someone whose
room opened on the corridor. The person
who had kindled that red light had locked
the doors as well; and ‘the person who
thus planned the destruction of Captain
Oxford had attempted his life once before.

Elspeth knew that a moat ran round this
part of the castle, which was the oldest
of all; and should Captain Oxford try te
escape by his window, he would certainly
be seriously injured, if not killed. Ken-
rith, too, was in the same danger. e was
to be sacrificed with Captain Oxford.

All these thoughts flashed through the
girl’s brain in the fraction of a moment,
which carried her back from the tower
door to the door behind which the red
light flickered. There, she bent upon the
panel, shrieking *Fire, fire!” and crying
Captain  Oxford’s mname.

No sound came in answer, though again
and again Elspeth rained blows on the
heavy oak; and she turned to Kenrith's
door on the oppositg side of the hall. There
was no red light there, and Kenrith was
not in the deadly peril which threatened
his friend, but if she could wake him he
would be safe from danger afterward, and
would help her rouse Captain Oxford.

With all her force she struck upon the
door, calling “Mr. Kenrith—Mr. Kenrith!”
But there was no movement, no reply.

. “Have they been murdered already?” she
asked herself, trembling with horror now.
“No. It can’t be. The heavy smoke of the
fire has drugged them. I must find the
pight watchman and get him to break the

| was the thought
! Klspeth’s mind;, but she could do nothing
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doors in. It’s a wonder he or some one else

hasn't heard me before.”

She turned to run toward the door which
led into the great hall when she was seized
round the waist from behind and at the
same time a hand was pressed over her
mouth. She felt that she had been lifted
off her feet, and that she was being borne
away, away toward the corridor in the
direction of the tower.

There could be no doubt that the hand
which pressed her lips was the hand of the
would-be murderer. She had interfered
with the success of his work and she was
to be removed perhaps from the world.
But, strangely enough, there was no fear
for herself in Elspeth's heart at that in-
stant. She thought only of Kenrith and
Captain Oxford, but especially of Kenrith,
whom she loved.

She could not let them die a terrible
death. If she could but save them she
would be willing to die in their place.
Let the murderer revenge himself upon her
as he chose.

With the fierce strength that only des-
peration  gives, the girl tore at the hand
which covered her mouth, and regaining
her liberty for a second’s space, uttered
such a shriek as she could not have given
in a moment of less peril. It rang wildly
through the corridor, and was terrible even
in the girl’'s own'ears. It seemed to her
that it might almost make a dead man
turn in his grave to be called thus. But
would it ,wake John Kel?rith and Captain
Oxford? {

She could but pray that it might be so,
for the scream was stifled in the midst by
the hand which crushed her face again,
with an iron grip under her chin, and a
pressure ‘so savage over her lips that it
secemed the blood must spring through the
delicate skin. Her neck was bent so rough-
ly that her muscles were strained, and
her breath choked back upon her lungs.
A shower of sparks seemed to rise and
fall before her eyes, smarting and raining
tears in the thick smoke. She struggled
again, but vainly, and in the agonizing
struggle of body and mind aghinst the
unseen, compelling force, lost breath and
consciousness.

When she awaked, it seemed, that she
was lying on a bed—a bed at the same
time comfortable and familiar.

What had happened? Had she had a
horrible dream? she asked herself.

There was the same pleasant,, mingling
fragrance of dried lavender and old wood
which she had smelt every night when
she had waked up in the wonderful bed
in the tower room. Often she had told
herself that these scents would make her
think of that room, no matter where she
might be, and how many years might have
passed. Only last night she had thought
that, not knowing she was ngt to sleep in
that bed again,

But, she said in her mind perhaps it
was part of the dream that she had been
changed to another room. Surely she could
rot mistake. No other bed could be just
like that. And then, if she were not there.
why should she be in bed at all? What
about the fire shining behind the closed
door in the corridor, her frantic knockings,
her scream, and the hand that had choked
away her breath? Had she really gone
through that fearful scene? Oh, she could
not doubt it. Perhaps, even at this minute
Mr. Kenrith and Captain Oxford were
being burned to death. Somechow she must
save them.

‘She tried to sit up, but something held
her down. Her arms were crossed behind
her back and. tied together at the wrist;
she could feel where they were bound.
And her feet were bound also. She was
powerless to move, but at least she could
cry out.

Suddenly she remembered how near to
the corridor of the burning room was the
tower. If the fire spread it would reach
the tower; and if in reality she were lying
on her old bed in the tower room it was
only .the question of a little time before
the fire should reach her, and she would

‘be burned to death.

Elspeth Dean was younyg and strong, and
the tide of life was high in her veins. The
physical repulsion to death -was intense in
her, and the cry on its way to her lips
was rendered even more piercing by the
quick horror of this thought.

She screamed.long and shrilly, but a
voice within her seemed to say with the
echo of her own shriek that rang in her
ears: “If you are in the tower, no one
will hear you. You might die a hundred
deaths before anyone would come.”

The girl shivered from head to foot, and
lying there helpless, waiting the horror
that was to come, she felt that the bed
had begun fo move. There had been a
click like the sharp sound of a released
spring, and then slowly, emoothly, the bed
began to glide along as if sliding in a
groove,

CHAPTER XIV.
The Mystery of the Tower.

Elspeth’s eyes were wide open, but the
darkness was like a dark cloth laid upon
them. She could see nothing; but as the
bed slowly moved, inch by inch, she felt
an intensely cold air which ‘surged round
her like th: wind made by a pair of giant
wings. Then the bed stopped, still in thick
darkness, and she heard a sound of hur-
ried footsteps and of light breathing.
There was another, curious,clicking sound,
and while the girl wondered in chill ter-
ror what would comz next, the bed on
which she lay tilted suddenly up at such
an extreme angle that she rolled off.

There was a brief instant of horror, as
she tried vainly to save herself, expecting
a _crushing fall, perhaps into the black

depths of some hideous cubilette; but she |

rolled from the bed upon a solid floor,
covered with something soft, like a thick
rug. And the fall was so slight that she
was not even jarred.

For a few seconds there was complete
stillness, and then something that moved
brushed against her check. She bezlieved
that it was the bed being rolled away
again.

“Now I am to be murdered, perhaps,”
that crept coldly into

to avert whatever fate might b2 in store
for her, except to cry out, and if she did
that, it would probably precipitate her
death.

It was by instinct rather than calcula-
tion that she lay still, scarcely breathing.

YV oices whispered near her in the dark-
ness. She could neither recognize the tones
nor make out the words, but she felt her
fate was being discussed, perhaps hanging
in the balance.

“If only they’ would believe me faint-
ing.” she thought. “They will wonder that
1 don’t make a sound, and presently
thev'll strike a light and look at my face.
I must lie with my eyes shut and hold
my breath as lang as I can.”

Scarcely had she formed this plan of
action, when a stream of white light fell
upon her closed eyelids. With all the force
of her will she kept them steady, her long
lashes lying on her checks without a
flicker. . .

|
“Yainted,” came a whisper, louder than
before.
“Can’t be sure.” murmured a second
voice. “She may be shamming.”

A moment later Elspeth felt the pres-
sure of a hand on her chest. “She doesn’t
scem to breathe,” was the whispered
comment.

“Well, then, let us leave her for the
present. She can’t possibly escape.”

“She can scream.” I

“If she did, she wouldn't be heard.”

“Yet we are whispering.”

“Loud voices might rouse the girl to
consciousness. It’s more convenient that
she should be as she is. We've no time to
waste upon. her now. Little wretch! If she
hadn’t spoiled our game down below with
her yells, the fire would presently have
saved us all trouble. Our two birds would
have been killed with one stone.”

“Too late to think of that. There must
be no suspicion against us. We had bet-
ter go now. But [ would fe2l safer if I
were certain she could make no noise.”

“Simple enough to close her mouth.”

“You mean”’—— .

“Not what you think T do. We ecan’t
afford to risk the smallest telltale stain
when we show ourszslves downstairs
among the people who’ve been roused by
the fire, and, besides, I've another plan.
The thing must be dore hefore morning,
and in such a away that she can be car-
ried back to her bed and laid there quiet-
ly, with no one to guess that she met
death by violence. A dose of laudanum is
the thing; the bottle found by her side.
It-will be thought. that she killed herself
because she’d been discharged.” ]
“You think of everything.”

“T have had somaz experience; otherwise
shouldn’t be where I am.”

“Can you get hold of the laudanum?”’
“Yes. I always keep plenty of stage
properties. There, I've, made a gag of a
sort out of my handkerchief. A szcond’s
work to fit it in, and she can wake when
she likes, without causing you a qualm.”

Elspeth heard every word of this con-
versation; and when a hand pressed down
her chin to open her mouth she lay limp
and motionlass as before, making no re-
cistence. A great lump of cambric was
forced between her teeth, and still she
feigned uncosciousness. Her hearing seem-
ed now almost abnormally kzen. She
heard the soft sound of footfdlls on the
thick carpet, and at last a faint click
which seemed to come from a distance.
After that all was still, and she knew
that she had been left alone.

She had heard why the men were go-
ing, and it was reasonable to suppose that
they would be gone some time. Still it
could not be very long she were to be dis-
posed off “before morning,” after the
fashion which had with so much quiet
grimness been suggested. They would need
darkness to hide the deed, if she were to
be carried through the house and laid
upon the bed in the new room whose
number they must already know.

It is difficult to recognize a voice from
a 'whisper, and Elspeth could not have
guessed the identity of either speaker
from the murmurs she had heard; never-
theless sh: was sure that she had guessed
the name of one man. The other was still
a mystery to her; she had no idea who he
could be. But, after all, it mattered little.
Nothing, indeed, n:ed matter much to
her, now, unless she could free herself and
escape.

To expect to do this seemed like expect-
ing to perform a miracle. And yet Elspeth
could not believe that she was to die to-
night.

For her there was but one ray of light
in darkness. She had heard one of the
men say to the other that she had ‘‘spoilt
their game.” That must mean, she
thought, that the alarm she had given had
been heard; that John Kenrith and Cap-
tain Oxford had been saved. And the
idea that she had been able to do this
gave her courage to attempt more. She
did not know where she was, but if she
could only free herself she could find out;
and if, afterward, she could escape, she
would be able to give at least one villain
up to justice.

“Oh, if I could only loosen these bands
that hold my arms,” she said to herself.
“If I could do that, all the rest would be
easy, perhaps.”’ .

Elspeth Dean was a lithe and supple as
well as a slender creature, with all the
elasticity of youth and health. As a child
ghe had been able to do all sorts of won-
derful things with her lively little body,
and she and her brother, two or three
vears older than herself, had often played
a glorious play in which they were con-
tortionists in a nursery circus. It was
many years since the girl had practiced
any of the feats for which she had been
famous among her little companions, and,
indecd, she had forgotten all about them
until this moment.

Now, however, she suddenly remember-
ed how well, in the old days, her body
had been accustomed to obey her will.
And in the desperate danger which threat-
ened her she called up her ancient skill
to her aid. So did she writhe and twist
her slim arms and shoulders as to loosen
the bonds made to hold" less supple mus-
cles. Presently she felt a slight relaxing
of the bands which held her wrists. Slow-
ly, slowly, grudging each moment, she
twisted one hand out of bondage, the
fiftieth part of an inch at a time. Then
suddenly it was free, and she could have
sobbed in joy and thanksgiving, though
she was far from being out of danger.

With one hand at liberty, it was but the
work of a few moments to tear the gag
from her meuth, and to release the other
hand. Then she sat up, and unwound a
long, narrow strip of woolly material
which felt like knitted work, from her
ankles, She was free to move, free to es-
cape—if she could but find a way.

Tremulously, tottering a little at first,
Ishe scrambled to her feet, and for the first
]time since she had rolled from the moving
| bed seriously asked herself where she was.
| Gropingly she tried to find a wall, stum-

—

I bling, on catching her foot in the wrinkled.

|folds of a rug and saving herself from a
;fall by seizing an edge of some hanging
|drapery. Thus she steadied herself, and
|found "behind that drapery the wall for
| which she had searched. Her hand touch-
|ed a surface of wood, and passing her fin-
Igers along it, she discovered that it cnd-
led as a door might end, in a framing of
; stone.

| “The tower wall!” she said to herself;
{and remembered how the head of the
' strange old carved bed in the alcove had
|5€v'med to be set in the wall.

“That was the secret of it,” she thought.
“Tt was made for a murder trap in the
old, old days when people used often to
lget rid of their guests in the night, and
I no one outside ever, ever knew what had
Jbecomu of them.”
| The girl stood still for a moment, vivid-
ly recalling the sounds which had robbed
[her of rest, as she lay in that curious,
ic:u'vwl bed in the alcove of the tower
i room. If she were right in her guess, she
! must be now in some secret passage, just

had heard there were made by human be-

have found their way in through some
hidden entrance.

Klspeth would have given anything now
for a match, even a single match; but it
was useless to wish, and she began to feel
along the surface of wood for something
like a spring. She could discover nothing
and, giving up hope at last, she groped
farther on until to her delight she came
upon a steep, narrow stairway. It also

1as if to deaden the sound of footsteps, but
here and there a board creaked; and the
girl fancied that the noise was like some
she had heard, lying in bed, in the tower
room.

The stairway was so exceedingly steep
ias to resemble a ladder, and the girl count-

! Above was a floor of wood, which_ she
tested with her hand before trusting her
feet upon it.

She imagined now that she must be in
the room above the one she had occupied
in the tower; and as she had been told
that it was in a ruinous condition, she
stepped carefully; but she found no sign
of loose debris as she moved cautiously
along literally inch by inch; and it occur-
red to her that the stairway she had seen
bricked up had probably been made a no-
thoroughfare for some other reason than
the one believed by Mrs. Warden, the
housekeeper.

There was no time to speculate upon
that now, but Elspeth could not help re-
calling the night when the blood-red drops
had rained through the cracks between
the oak rafters in her room. Now she was
in the abode of mystery, yet she could
guess as little at the explanation as on
that night when she had started at the
falling rubies as though unable to believe
her eyes.

As she movad slowly along she stretched
out her arms, trying to touch the wall, as

bled over something which lay at her feet
L—something soft and heavy, over which
she would have fallen if she had not re-
covered her balance with: a quick back-
ward step.

Tn the excitement of discovery and pro-

gress Elspeth had almost forgotten her
fear, but now it returned upon her, like a
i cold, overwhelming wave.
What was this soft, heavy bundle on
| the floor of the hidden room in the tower?
| She hardly darad stoop to touch it, with
her hand, which grew ice-cold with fear
of the coming contact. Though every
moment was of the utmost impertance
now, and life or death might lie, for her,
in the difference of a second, she bent
down with slow reluctance. Her grdping
fingers touched ‘something smooth and
silky, like a woman’s hair, and her im-
pulse was to spring up with a shriek. But
she forced the cry back, and instead of
drawing away her hand she passed it over
the. silky surface once again.

There was no:doubt this time. She was
stouching a woman’s hair, hair elaborately
dressed in thick waves and coils. Still
compelling herself to do a thing against
which her flesh and blood rebelled, she
touched a face 0 cold that it might have
been carved in stone; then, when her
trembling fingers had outlined the fea-
tures, wandered to a marble throat and
motionless breast, clothed in silk, she
vielded at last to her impulse and shrunk
back, sick with horror of the thing she
had found in the darkness.

Who was it who lay there, dead? Who
was the perpetrator, who, -the victim, of
this crime—since crime it must surely be?
Elspeth could not guess; neither nerves
nor brain were in a condition to make
guesses, and her one thought was how to
escape from the horrible place—wherever
it might be. :

She groped for the opening at the head
of the stairs, and found it again, risking
a fall by almost running down the steep
steps; and thankful as she had felt a few
minutes since, to reach the top she was a
hundredfold more thankful to be at the
bottom again.

Once more she searched with ‘eager
fingers for some spring on the wide panp:l
of wood which she took to bz the back of
the movable bed; but finding nothing, she
moved on until she came at last upon
another wooden panel. There she did find
a knob of metal, and pressing it the panel
slipped silently, smoothly away from un-
der her hand. Instead, an open space was
left, through which her body could pass,
and Elspeth flung herself into the aper-
ture with a joyous sensation of being
saved.

For an instant she stood bewildsred, but
the faint light which took the place of
blackness seemed brighter than it really
was, to eyves accustomed to the dark. Dim-
ly she could see shapes she soon made out
to be chairs and tables. She was in a
furnished room, with uncurtained win-
dows that were squares of starlit sky.
“The tower room!” she said to herself, as
the familiarity of the surroundings im-
pressed themselves upon her mind.

“The tower room! And I must have
come in by the entrance through which
the ghost—or man—appeared the other
night. That is why hs vanished so quick-
ly and so silently. He came through a
secret door, and went back by the same
way.”’

Elspeth waited only long enough to close
the door (which shut by a spring, as it
had opened), made sure with an exploring
fingar that she could find the spring again,
if need were, and then she fled to the door
which was the known entrance: to the
room.

She had feared to find it locked, and so
it was, but only by a bolt on the inside,
which she slipped back. Then she was in
the landing which led to the tower stair-
way, and there the air was still thick and
acrid with smoke.

It was her one way down toward safety,
bue she took it with fear and trembling,
realizing fully that she was far from being
out of danger yet.

CHAPTER XV.

A plan was growing in Elspeth’s brain
as she grouped her way down the stairs,
usually lighted thronghout the night, but
in black darkness now.

“lf I come safcly through this,” she
promised herself. “the whole mystery of
the hous» and the plots that have been
going on in it shall be unravelled before
morning.”

As she descended the two steps which
led from the tower into the corridor be-
yond her feet splashed down upon wet

was covered with some thick, soft material |
i

{ed thirty steps before she reached the top.:

she had before, when suddenly she tum-|

{damp moss. Evidently much water had

:of smoke was oftensive still; but apart |
! from the acrid odor and the soaked carpet |
there- were no other signs of the conflag-
ration to be detected in the darkness.
Whatever had happened here was all over
and done with long ago.

As Elspeth flitted, ghost-like, through
the dark corridor a clock somewhere struck
three. Only two hours and a half since
she had. left her room and started out
upon the exploring expedition which had
come so near to ending in tragedy.

The girl could scarcely believe that the
clock told the truth, for it seemed that
she had lived through days and nights of
' horror since then. “Perhaps when the,
i]ight comes [ shall see that my hair has |
| turnad gray,” she thought, and shuddered
as in spirit she touched again the marble
features, the silken hair of an unknown
dead woman in the dark.

It was so black in this corridor now |
that Elspeth could not make-out the,
doors on either side, but she stretched out !
her hand to touch the first one as she
passed. It was open, and so was the next.
All down the passage it was the same.
The doors of the three large rooms on
either side were ajar, and it was certainf
| that' those who had occupied those rooms
i had been driven out of their quarters by
! the fire. Where, then, were Mr. Kenrith
{and Captain Oxford? Upon finding them
! before it was too late the success of Els-
peth’s plan depended. !

Once in the great hall, far from the |
scene of disaster, the girl began to feel a
sense of security after deadly peril. She
was weéak and spent after all she had en-
dured, and all that was physical in her
longed for rest. She yearned to escape to
her own room, lock the door, fling herself |
down on the bed, and rest there safely
till morning, thanking heaven for rescu-
ing her from a terrible fate. But she had
work to do still, and in spirit she was
ready, though her body shrank from fur-
ther ordeals.

There was very little smell of burning in
the great hall, and one or two jets of gas,
turned low, faintly illumined the place.
Elspeth found an electric bell, which sum-
moned waiters by day, or a night porter,
if necessary, in the dark hours, and very
quickly the summons was answered by a
man who showed his surprise at sight of
a young girl alon€ at this time and in this
place. .

Elspeth, who kept early hours,had never
before encountered a night porter in the
hotel, and her face was as strange to
him as his to her. If he took her for one
of the guests there was mo reason why
she should go out of her way to disabuse
his mind of that impression.

“Did you ring, miss?”’ the man asked,
peering at her through ths dimness.

“Yes. There has been a great disturb-
ance in the house, hasn’t there?” Elspeth
asked.

“Dear me, yes, miss. That was the fire.
But it’s all out and over mow, it must be
nearly two hours ago.”

“Was nobody injured?”

“One gentleman had his hands burned
saving another; Mr. Kenrith. Perhaps you
know him, miss.”

“A little. Was he trying to save his
friend, Captain Oxford?”

“Yes, miss, that was how it was. He
was out of his room at the time, it seems,
with Lord Lochrain, I believe, who had
sent for him on business—at least, that’s
the story I was told by some one; but he

heard screams, in a voice  he
thought he Lknew and would go
to find out what was th: mat-
ter, though his lordship heard noth-

ing, and wouldn’t allow that anything was
wrong. The queer part is that nobody
could find any one who had screamed,
though several persons who had gone to
their rooms thought they heard a woman
shriek, and they say now it must have
been the White Lady of the Ivy Tower,
who gave the warning, just as she used
to do, only in the old days it was when
any member of the family was in danger
that she would appear.

“The White Lady?”

“Oh, the White Lady is a well known
ghost in the Lochrain family, miss—the
old family that used to live here, you
know, before the castle was turned into
a hotel. I never much believed in that old
story, or any of the other fearsome ones
that are told about the place until tonight.
Now, I can’t deny that those screams in
a woman’s voice, and no woman to be
seen, have gone a long way to converting|
me. Why, I heard them myself, though
I will say I didn’t know. where they came
from until the alarm of fire in the corri-
dor that goes to the Ivy Tower. It was
Mr. Kenrith who got there first and saved
his friend from being burned up in his
sleep, as he would have been, probably,
since it was in Captain Oxford's room the
fire started.” :

“What caused it?” the girl asked in a
hushed . voice.

“It might have been a lighted cigarette
end, or something of that sort; nobody
knows; but Captain Oxford admits smok-
ing in his room. It's strange you should
only just have got word of the great ex-
citement in the house, miss, for everybody
else nearly was up and has gone off to
rest again now. Is there anything I can
do for you?”

“What became of the people who were
obliged to turn out of their rooms in the
corridor where the fire was?” asked the
girl.

“Oh miss, it was only Mr. Kenrith and
Captain Oxford; one of the other four
rooms was a private sitting room and the
other three haven’t been occupied for two
nights. A family was coming into them
tomorrow.”

‘Where are Captain
Kenrith, then?”

““Mr. Trowbridge, another millionaire
gentleman, like Mr. Kenrith, has given up
his sitting room to them. It was the only
room free, and though the manager would
have been glad to give them his, Mr.
Trowbridge was so kind that they took his
offer, and are sharing the room for the
rest of the night. 1 don’t just know what
* they will do afterwards, because the rooms
in the burnt corridor are damaged with
water. and it will be days before they can
be made right. In what part of the house
are you living, miss, if T might ‘make bold
to ask?”

“The west wing.” Elspeth answered
mechanically, all her hopes dashed by
what she had just heard. Her plan had

Oxford and Mr.
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behind the wall; and if the footsteps she ; carpet, as if she had stepped into thick, ! hclb. But he was in the one room of the

house where it seemed that it would be

ings, not ghosts, those human beings must i been used to put out the fire,and the reek | impossible for her to get at him and stili

carry out the plan she had proposed to
herself.

Besides, it seemed ominous to her that
Mr. Kenrith and Captain Oxf.rd should
be in a room offered to by Trow-
bridge. She did not believe that such an
offer would have been made except for a
reason of which she trembled to think.

Her brain worked rapidly. She asked
herself what she could do, and realized
that, if anything at all were to be done
it must be done quickly.

She took from her pocket the purse
which held all she had in the world—a
very modast sum.

“This is for the trouble I have made
you,” she said, giving the man half a
crown,” ‘“and”—holding up half a sover-
eign—*this will be for you if you can get
a message, which I will give you, to Mr.
Kenrith, without any one else guessing
from whom it comes. I should like to
write a note—just a word or two.”

“I’ll turn .up one of the lights, miss,”
said the night porter, ‘gnd you know
there’'s paper and enveloSes on all the
tables here in the hall.” i

Elspeth sat down at a small table in a
corner and wrote hurriedly. *I must see
you for a moment on a matter of life and
death. 'Don’t contradict anything
bearer says, but come quickly. Do not
eat or drink anything that may be given
you in the room where you are, and do
not let Captain Oxford do so, either. This
is important. Any. excuse to refuse.”

In a moment the note was finished, and
instead of putting it in an envelope Els-
peth twisted the half-sheet she had chosen
into a tiny wisp. “Go to the door of Mr.
Trowbridge’s sitting-room,” she said, “and
unless Mr. Kenrith and Captain Oxford
are alone together, or wunless you are
sure you can do it unseen, don’t give this
letter. If you can manage in no other
way say merely that it has been found
that something in Mr. Kenrith’'s own
room mneeds his attention and musn’t wait.
Then, when you have got him outside the
door, hand him the note, and ask him to
read it at once. When he has stopped
to do so, probably.he will go back for a
minute to spetk to Captain Oxford; but
in any case I will be waiting here in
the hall. When you come back with Mr.
Kenrith I'll give you half the sovereign.”

“Thank you, miss, very kindly,” said
the man. “I wish I could earn as much,
only half as easily, every night. You can
depend on me. Shall I leave the light
turned up?”’

“No, no, thank you,” said Elspeth hast-
ily.  “I’d rather sit in the darlg.”

Her brain had acted quickly, and she
had told herself that, in case her plans
went wrong, it would be well for her
not to be seen in the hall by any other
eyes than those of Mr. Kenrith.

Upstairs, Trowbridge ~was lingering in
his own sitting room, chatting with the
two men to whom he had lent it., He
excused himself for remaining by saying
that every one in the house was far too
excited to sleep. They talked over various
famous fires, and at last Trowbridge said,
“Now when you two fellows have had
a parting drink with me T’ll say good-
night and go off to my own bed. By
Jove, I never thought these quarters
could have been made to look so com-
fortable. That cot and the big sofa are
quite inviting. I only hope, Mr. Kenrith,
that tha pain of your burns wont keep
you awake.”

Kenrith smiled. “If it does, I shan’t
lose many hours’ sleep. It's nearly three.”

“By jove, I've kept you up too long,”
exclaimed Trowbridge. “It's time for
whiskey and good-night.”

He went to a small table, where stood
a Tantalus, a couple of syphons and some
glasses.

“Don’t trouble, thank you, as far as I
am concerned,” said Kenrith.

“Nor for me,” said Oxford.

“Oh, come, I shall be quite hurt if you
don’t try some of my whiskey,” said
Trowbridge. “It is supposed to be rather
good. Wont you drink and wish me happi-
ness in my engagement?”

“Your engagement?”’
looking startled.

“My engagement with Lady Hilary
Vane,” Trowbridge went on. “It will be
announced tomorrow. You two are the
first ones who have been told.”

As a matter of fact he was lying. Hil-
ary’s letter had not been given to him,
and when she had learned this from Els-
peth she had made the most of a head-
ache and put off the evil moment by re-
maining in her room all day. Lady Lam-
bart, however, had told Trowbridge that
the girl’s consent was but a question of
a few hours; on the strength of this as-
surance Trowbridge had paid the sum of
two hundred pounds to a certain man
who had arrived during the morning,
armed with a blue paper for Lady Lam-
bart; and as a reward for what he had
done, he considered himself entitled to all
the pleasure he could glean from a some-
what premature announcement of his en-
gagement to Lady Hilary.

As he spoke he poured out the whiskey
which he wished his guests to taste, and
filled up the long glasses with soda water.

Neither man answered, and Trowbridge
glanced -curiously at Captain Oxford.

“Are neither of you going to congratu-
late me?” he asked.

“You have surprised us both,”
Kenrith, throwing a warning glance

echoed Oxford,

said
at

(Captain Oxford, who was pale to the lips. |
her. mother |

“I know Lady Hilary and
well, yet 1 heard nothing.” y

“Yon must have seen what was going
on,” laughed Trowbridge.

“I'm afraid I've been rather selfishly
taken up with my own affairs for the last
day or two,” replied Kenrith, anxious to
cover Oxford’s emotion.

Trowbridge laughed. “There are those
who say—you know what gossips there
are in hotels—that we shall be hearing
something of the same sort about Lady
Lambart and yourself,” said he.

An angry light flashed in Kenrith's clear
gray eyes. “Those who say such things
say what they have no right to say, and
what is most unfair to Lady Lambart.”

“It might save her a great deal of trou-

Dle if it were true,” remarked Trowbridge. |
“I'm afraid the poor lady has been a |

good deal bothered for money, and if her
creditors were sure——"

“T think we had better not diseuss that
subject any further. Mr. Trowbridge,”
broke in Kenrith; but his heart secretly
smote him, and he wondered if he were to
blame for any of Lady Lambart’s alleged
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troubles. Had anything that he had actus
ally said or done influenced her to. re-
gretable extravagance? If that were true,
it was presupposing that she would have
been willing to accept him, had he pro-
posed, and he had never:told himself that
she would do that.

But, if she had belicved that he in-
tended asking her to be his wife, was he
not in a way pledged to her by the half
intention once in his mind, and the words
and actions to which that half intention
of his had prompted him?

He thought of Lady Hilary, her love for
Captain Oxford and Captain Oxford’s love
for her. If the girl’s mother had been his
affianced wife, the child need nct have
sacrificed her inclinations. Was it not his
duty to save her, even now, though, day
by day, his intention of proposing to Lady
Lambart had been slipping further Yd
further away from his mind?

He had never loved the handsome wo-
man, ad he had hoped to leve ify he
married; but until very lately he had™ad-
mired her exceedingly, and she had fas-
cinated him to a certain extent. Doubt-
less, she had seen and known her own in-
fuence over him; and although a subtle
! change had ‘crept into their relationship
"lately, had he not perhaps gone too far
} to retreat?

- Kenrith had not asked himself thig
question in so many words before, until
he heard that Hilary Vane was to be
sacrificed for her mother. And as he tried
to answer it mentally, scarcely knowing
what he did, with his burnt and band-
aged hand he raised a glass of whiskey
from the small silver tray which Trow-
bridge had placed on the table beside
him.

“I beg your ‘pardon. I mixed that for
Captain Oxford. It's rather stronger than
yours. I remembered hearing you say once
that you didn't like your whisky too
strong,” said Trowbridge: and thus it was
Kenrith himself who held out the glass
to his friend.

Oxford would rather have thrown Trow-
bridge’s whiskey in his face than drink
it, could he have followed his inclination;
but if he refused to drink the man would
know why, and he did not wish to quar-
rel over Lady Hilary Vane.

“She shall not marry him. Somehow,
shall save her, if I have to run away with
her to do it,” he said to himself, as re-
luctantly he lifted the glass to his lips.

At this moment there came a kno®x at
the door.

CHAPTER XVI.
Prince Charlie.

h
. Tt was the night porter who opened the
door at Kenrith’s “Come in,” and he was
holding a beautiful collie dog in leash,

“I beg pardon,” he said, restraining the
animal with difficulty, “but Prince Charlie
seems half out of his senses tonight. He's
been as good as gold most nights since he
was put in my charge to look after il
morning; but whether it’s been the confu-
sion of the fire in the house, or the smell
of smoke, anyhow he’s more like a wild
thing than himself. I made bold to bring
him up here, thinking if I saw a light
still, I would knock and ask the Captain’
to see what he could do to sooth the poor
beast.”

“That’s right, Millar,”” said Captain Ox-
ford, who paid a porter to take care of
the dog at night, the only time in the
twenty-four hours when he was separated
from bis master, even in a hotel. “Let
him come'to me.”

As he spoke, Oxford put down his glast
with the whiskey untouched. The por<
ter unfastened the dog’s leash from the
ring in his collar, and the beautiful cre-
ature bounded through the door to_ hig
master. The young officer patted™iiy
knee, as a sign that Prince Charlie was
permitted to lay his head upon it; but to
his surprise the animal did not respond
as usual to this much appreciated signl.
instead of accepting and giving the «
pected greeting, he turned and showed his
teeth at Trowbridge, a film of bloodshot
veins netting the white of his clear eyes.
THe whole gracaful, feathery body quiv>
ered with the suppressed growling that
rumbled in the dog’s chest and throat.

Trowbridge flushed slightly and looked
uneasy. as Oxford thrust a couple of fin-
gers through Prince Charlie’s_collar, and
prevented the spring he evidently longed
to make.

“T’'m afraid your dog doesn’t fancy me,™
caid Trowbridge, with rather an uncoms«
fortable laugh. “I'm a favorite with most
animals, but this one”’——

«]1 must apologize for him,” said Oxford,
somewhat stiffly. “I have never seen tha
Prince like this before. He doesn’t makd
 friends easily, but he seldom takes dis-
likes—or if he does he never shows them,
except under extreme provocation.”

“And now he has no provocation,” ree
turned Trowbridge.

“Apparently none,” the younger mani
echoed. " But he looked puzzled. He was
sure that, unknown to him, Trowbridge
must have done something to rouse the
Prince’'s enmity, and he was asking him-
self what it could have been, when tha
affair could have happened. e

“One would think,” said Kenrith, smil-
ing, “that the Prince expected Mr. Trow-
bridge to attack you, Oxford, and that he
was standing on guard, to protect ¥-u at
any cost. He has just that attitude’

(To be continued.)
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