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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING
CHAPTERS

isobel Stormont, daughter -of Sir David
Stormont, & weaith: tch couniry _gen-
tleman, disa without leaving the slight-
est trace. he was & gulet, retiring 1
with only one disti ishing feature—beau-
(Mu“lh Té:hn hair, which been L

aid in the search for her, and finally receives
intelligence that a girl answering to ber de-
scription has been seen witha band of gypsies.

Guideéd by a gypsy. he finds isobel, almost
dead, in an abandoned swelunc. Her clothes
bave teen changed, when she recovers
she seems to be another girl. All memory
of her experienc¢es has wiped out by the
privations she has undergone, and she begins
a new life.
and she compietely ca)
affeetion for her heretcfore has been more of
the cousinly nd.

In one of the pockets of her g:m ias found
an old Testament, which Sir vid appro-
priates,and he seems unexplainably perturbed
over her return.

Various stories of the girl’s ex ;';

at 2 charity fete givem at her

Basil

ment until Ch

away. Then, to complicate
Ashe saves Isobel

automobile, and discovers th
ment which is in Sir David's
contain a clue to the mystery of her seem-
ingly dual identity.

e skilfully ' arouses rl's curiosity,
while she is yet nervous and mentally un-
ctrunﬁ over the disappearance of her ait
from its place on the wall, She es
father's desk and finds the Testament. What
she discovers written on the ﬂxlut throws
her into a faint and another 1 of iliness.

For the benefit of her health and of Sir
David’s the Stormonts Ashe
lows, and in Switzer

ol

a Tunaway g

He . vainly attempts to force her to
herself to him, and just after a painful
terview she attempts sulcide, and is

failed to coerce Isobel into =

se, Ashe attempts 10 ex .money

trom Sir David by threatening to expose

what he has Jearned of her 3 Sir

David writes & letter to his Wwife explaining
the mystery.

CH }PTER XXVIII (Continued)
)

NEED'T tell you
the story of that
autumn. Our hearts
seemed to flow to-
gether like two
mountain streams.
For a time I lived
only in her, the
world beyond the
glen did not exist;
and at last I per-
suaded the cld
grandfather t ¢
marry us. I see the
dark,” heavy manse
parior yet, the old
peadle and the old
housekeeper, the
only witnesses. The old minister had
lived for yeéars as withdrawn from the
world as any monk in his cloister, and
bis hold on life was fast slackening. He
accepted my story, my reasons for a pri-
vate marriage, without. any demur,
though then.I had not the slightest in-
tention of concealment—only till I could
prepare the way to bring my bride
home. i

““Then came the telegram telling me
of my mother’'s sudden jllness. 1 came
pback to the old lifé, the old expecta-
tions; the old surroundings. I saw how
my mother ¢lung to you, Marian; that
you were like a daughter to her. I
realized now what the news of my mar-
riage would mean to her. I could not
bear to break her heart upon her death-
bed, to disappoint her last earthly de-
sire. In my weakness I let matters drift
on She lingered long, as you well re-
member, and while she lingered 1 de-

layed.
“In the short December days my

wife’'s grandfather died, and 1 took El-
sie from the lonely manse—the  silent
glen—to Edinburgh. Poor ¢hild, it was
a sorry change for her, but 1 feared the
gossip of a countrY place. Bhe was
infinitely more lonely than 4n Strath-
~huach, and her pride was sorely chafed
pecause 1 asked her for a time to as-
sume another name. Was I ashamed of
ner? was the burden of our interviews,
our Jetters, after-that.

“T needn’t weary Yyou with the
‘story of that winter — the story of a
man and a woman — & child,
rather, waking from the hot
dream of young passion, and seeing
each other with unglamored eyes; and
the further poor Elsie and 1 drew
apart, the nearer, Marian, 1 drew again
to you. I have no defense for the dou-
ble wrong 1 was doing; as day by day
the old, life-long love reasserted Its
power. y eyes were apened, and I saw
all that, in my rashuess, I had forfeit-
ed. My visits to Elsle grew fewer and
fewer. 1 had always plenty of reasons
—my poor mother craved my company,
my father 'was delegating more and
more to me—but the excuses which
scemed so cogent at Stormont did not
alwa¥s seem so strong in that dull Ht-
tle suburban house.

““At last, I got a letter from Elsie—
oot the first—beseeching me desperately
to come at once—at once. It was the
aight my mother died, my father was
distracted—you remember—I could not
go, so it:seemed to me. 1 wired the
news—I wrote begging her to be patient,
to be reasonable, only a little longer,
though, at the bottom of my heart, 1
knew it would be a bitter day for me
when I must bring her 'to Stormont,
and God knows how much, poor child,
she read between the lines.

“There was silence for some days, and
then came a last, frantic scrawl. Since
her last leiter—a letter which by some
bitter mischance never reached me—had
failed to touch me, though her news
would surely have moved any man, SO
she wrote—she knew that she had no
longer a place in my heart any more
than in my life. She would leave me
free. It was not likely she would sur-
vive the birth of her child—the child for
whom I had not one word of welcome.
Her life was unbearable. 1 learned too
late that some ruffian had been thrust-
ing ‘himself on her, and I was away.
She %ept her word; she vanished out of
my lfe. In spite of every effort,
never found any real trace of her till
—but you will hear.

“From that day remorse has clun_ to
me like my shadow. Why didn I
throw myself on your generosity, Mar-
jan? There were whispers, hints—'l was
not treating you well” Deo you think I
did not know what your divine patience
was bearing for me?

“Enough—I let you think me a true
and honest, if somewhat slack, Wwooer,
and, as time went on and the past re-
ceded, you gave me a happiness which
I never dreamed could have been mine.
Then the blow fell!

“When our child was given back to
us, I thought my Judge had relented,
and then—oh, my poor wife, it was your
own hand—and, as a damned soul may,
1 recognized the justice of it—which
plunged me in the depths. That Testa-
ment you gave me that mqm roved
that the Elsie, whose death I had been
accused 'of, could not have been my
poor distracted young wife, as it proved
that the girl whom we welcomed as our
lost darling must be her child and mine
—the child who I believed till then had
perished unborn twenty years ago! She
had lived to be brought up as a name-
less foundling on the bitter brecd of
charity. Marian, since then my life has
been hell. 1 have been ‘walking in the
fire that I had kindled,” but the deepest
dread has been that, unwittingly, I had
done you- the utmost wrong, that our
marriage might be null, and my  poor
Isobel, for that is her name as well as
our darling’s, knew no more than I did

whether her mother was alive or dead,
or what amazing serfes of coincidences
brought her to our door. But agaln,
having once mccepted her, I let things
drift, as with every day the hope of
finding our lost one grew fainter; but
you will understand many things now,
and_how I could mot let the marriage
go on without some protest. :

“And now I am coming to what is
hardest of all to tell, what you will find
it more difficult to forgive than my sins
against yourself, what should have been
whispered to you a8 we sat hand In
hand together; but I must tell it as I
can. You remember that Septembel®
storm and a ‘business visit’ I paid to
Eddleston on the day of the reopening
of the Murray School. My visit was not
to Eddleston, but to Finmarty, & fish-
ing village some miles beyond it. I got
a curious, #l-spelled, lll-written letter
asking me to go there on a matter of
the utmost importance; once 1 would

have tossed it in the fire, but now I°

went., The cottage I was dirfected to
was a lonely one, far out between the
sands and the flat fields. Its owner, the
writer of thé letter, told me—but, my
God, how am I to tell you?" and the
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writing, fairly steady till now, became
so blurred and uneven that the dilated

, eyes of the woman breathlessly reading

could hardly decipher it.

“On the mornlnﬁ after the storm he
found a body washed up on the sands—
a woman's, with long, light  halir,
blanched by long immersion in_ the
water. It must have been washed down

by the sudden spate in the river, after ~

lying for weeks probably in some deep
pool. There were some rings, a fine dia-
mond one among them, and a little
jrooch. He took them and burled the
poor unknown body "among the sand
dunze. When he examined his prey, he
recognized the Stormont device on one
of (he rings, and remorse and pru-
dence, chiefly, 1 think, the fear that he
could mnot dispose of his prize with
safety to himseclf, caused him to write
;.'o me rather than to inform the po-
ce.

“My poor Marjan, there can beé no
doubt—there was Basil's diamonds, the
plain gold signet with - the Stormont
oak, the little butterfly brooth—yqur
dread of the Alder Pool has beea but too
true., He took me to the place where
she was laid. ‘Better ye canna see her
noo,’ he said. Mariai., will you ever for-
give me? I left her there. ‘I left him in
the belief that it must be some un-
known vagrant who had robbed our
child, and, since she had evidently never
been missed, the story need not
brought up again. He was infinitely re-
Heved. For his own sake he will hold

his tongue.

*] came home to find my child, the
child who had been flung upon the way-
side like a weed, and had sprung up to
such strength and beauty, threatening
the portrait of our darling with a knife,

ught. God forglve me, I felt

for & _moment what murder means. 1

took the portrait to the library—now

Next day Ashe, who

seems to have scented out fome mys-

tery, dropped some hints to Isobel about

the Testament, and she searched for it

and found it in m{ writing tablé. With

it in her hand again—the sole remainder
of her past life—memory awoke!

“When 1 came in—oh, my God,
an awful thing for a man to face.
Judge in his own flesh
amid all the hofror of it—I
my utmost dread was perhaps grou
less. Last night brought me the resuilt
of my inquiries, the confirmation of the
hope I had hardly dared to cherish. You
are my wife, Marian.- I have done you
no legal wrong‘ though that may seem
but a usall thing now after what you
have read.

“If I cannot pray for myself, at least
1 c¢an beg for pity for my child—the
shock of the awakening that she was
not your child—that you were not her
mother—well-nigh killed her. was 1
who forced her to play her part, since
I thought it would only cause further
misery to undeceive you now, but it is
fmpossible; 1 can keeép up the cheat,
live the lie, no longer. I would rather
bear your utmost condemnation than let
you speak again as you did last night
ot vour love and trust—for me!

“But- Isobel is innocent. She s my
legal, first-born child. 1 have sent the
proofs in a sealed packet to my law-
yer’'s, but she does not know this yet. I
have played a coward’s part to her, in-
deed. While my one thought was to
safeguard you, I found it hard énough
to wring a promise of silence from her;
the thourght of decelving you revolted
her. and 1 was guilty of the miserablle
device of keeping for the present SO
much of the truth from her. If she did
not know her true position, she might
be less likely to speak, I thought,
though there I cruelly misjudged her.
She finds it hard to forgive me; I do
not wonder. 1 have given her a heritage
of misery, for there is Conyers, Who
truly loves her—but I cannot write of
that now. Marian, can you take pity on
her, though for you, too, there will be
the bitter, bittar contrast between her
yvoung beauty and that nameless grave
in the sands; but you will not, like me,
see your sin, your shame, your foily,
looking out on you from thosé clear
eyes, from that face unlike—and yet,
oh, my God! so like—so like hers.

‘1 cannot write more. I hardly know
what I have written. but, at least, you

~the rest of us kept along thy

know the truth now—there is neo longer,
a lie in-my hand. Can you tolich my
hand again; can you ever forgive me?
1 do rot know; but, if you can, ] think
God may, and that poor, dead child
Elsie may whom 1 robbed so @inthink-
ingly of her youth and her heart and
her life. How am I to meet you age'n,
with this between us% How Wil you
Jook @t me when' we do meet?—I1 shall
need no words to tell me ifi I may
hope.”’ :

“How am.I to meet you—how will you
jook at me?” -Slowly the stricken wom-
an lifted her bowed head at last, the
papers fluttering from her . mervous
hands, as tap! tap! there came a low,
insistent rapping at the bolted @oor,

CHAPTER XXIX
STRONGER THAN DEATH.

AP, tap, tap! Lady Stormont
heard thesoundas if inadream,
but it was some time before she
noticed it, or could attach any

meaning to it. Those written words
had reopened many an old wound, which
smarted and blew enew as she read.

. thing of the profound calm, of the deep

understind?”’ And as she gazed, some-

repose of the still features already com-
posed for their sternal rest, poured
over her -own spirit ~ He had sinned
but ‘how grievously he L:s4d suffered. In
that moment of exaltatiog she could
forget herself, and even feei thankful
that the tortured spirit was at rest at
last. S e

As she sank on her knees beside the
still form the wells of memory opened
again and poured out their sealed tides,

..and now the sweet waters overflowed

the bitter. It was the man whom she
had loved ‘with . a lifelong, single-
hearted love, the husband of her youth,
the father of hér child, who lay there—
his gins ‘and his sorrows might well be
bidden to stand aside for a while, For

. She knelt a ‘moment longer, her face
“'a prayer more eloquent than the broken, -

pitiful words, while slowly, hardly, the
storm in the mother’s breast died down
as across her dead she looked at her
hnabn:n'd‘s child, and that last despair-

‘ing @ppeal rang again in her ecars—

“I1 i cannot pray for myself, I can bes
for pny for my child—she is innocent.”
Who had euffered the greater wrong,

“The storm in the mother’s breast died éqwn as across her dead rhe locked at her husband’s child.”

But wounded love and pride, the very
power to remember or to think, had
been blotted out by that one overwhelm-
ing horror=the nameless corpse, with
its long, light, stredming hair, cast up
by the cruel wate at last, as the
waves crawled X from the sandy
flats, lald in a nameless, unhonored
grave amid the dreary bents. My child
—my child—would to God I had died for
thee; oh, my child—my child”’—the age-
long cry of the bereaved heart rose up
in its bitter wall and stilled ‘all other
volces—when, tap, tap, came the sum-
mons again, .and at last Lady Stor-
mont looked round her, realized where
she was, that that door must be opened,
and that. somehow, she must face who-
ever stood without,

Hastily she gathe the scattered pa-
pers and huddled them into a bl
book. and went slowly toward the door,
with a vague wonder if she were the
same woman who had locked it—how
long ago—a lifetime? = Basil Conyers
stood in the passdge, but she saw ns
face dimly  as through a mist. He
started at sight of her.

“How could you hear?” he exclaimed
abruptly, “I made all the naste I could,
fearing some oné¢ might rush in with
the news. I did not think any one could
have got here before me; but don’t de-

spair, dear Lady Stormont; it may not:

}:e-the very worst—he—he was still liv-
Rt 3

‘“What are you talking about!" she
-asked In a hoarse, changed voice, which,
if he d not seen her lips- ving, he.
could net have beligved to be hers.

She did not know then!

“I was afraid so one had told you
too hastily,” he said, “but—but,” look-
ing down, “I am sure you will be brave
—there has been %

‘‘My~husband!’ :

" and Conyers could not meet ‘Rer eyes.

;You"m trying to tell me that he ia

ead.
‘“No. indeed, no—" stammering; “at

least he was still living—stfil breathing’
Ak

when we found

e went out. early thi

‘He went out very s morn-
~ing.” Lgd Storment nox lpeeg:-
lessly. vfhe n- 1 heard at breakfast
that he--had been seen taking the
path above the Corner .Giulor‘»hn
a bit uneasy, for walking Is risky to-

and spoke  to some of the

They thought as I dida :
one or two of m llowe 8
track—it was plain eno ~and-—and
e res a1« he glacier—"

But when was this?” broke in 'l‘agy
Stormont, ljke one bewllde:
}gn; h:.ye -I been here—w

‘derment, but ‘he answered  her last
question, v
= about 38 o’clock,”
What had fh

— L}
rushing through his
must make way .
to tell. “We b
he went on in & low voice, “w
found what we feared. He must have
slipped in the snow and gone over
t:‘;:u' oldogo‘ 1 don't’ think thdtl h_; was

nsclous, or—or in any n. They—
ther are bringing him ':!aown - lhyey
will be here before very long.”

“Tell them to bring him here,~and—

ot, level ' tha
t. no one—-nogﬁne," in-

and leave me please,” in a
volce, * ie
sigtently, ‘‘come to me.”

When the door was shut n the f
she game forward and tl;"iomed tllxx‘e | 1o

handkerchief from the face of the dead.
utterly calm, utterly peaceful;
that had of late dee

lights
face of the dead, and which -seems to
say—"‘Now I see—now know.” Had
seeki h? At
;,:rlen.: or - it; he had
‘attained his des! 3

The. wife hung over the @ead face. :

*Oh, David, my husband, Is this how
we meet again? - There is nothin,
tween us now; you need

Can you see?—do you

‘the eyes were | “fro

: w
time is-
f&“n;m looked at her .in bewil-

" pefore. -1
- forgive : the

the time it was a resurrection—a feun-

best and highest was restor
again—she must face the other side by
and by, but not now—not now.

As she. ralsed her head from !that
merciful trance of healing memories the

. lifting her da

dazgled, weary eyes
between her and the light, and stoop-
ing over the dead, a pale ethereal face,
set_in thie golden glory with w de-
put tradition enhaloes the s of

hly

*Isobél—my; child,” she breathed. The
sound scarcely the silence, but

m ] {face,
harged with

her in mute appeal.
pice, C
‘entrea

th:

cried a

very form and features, as

e, S PES e T

gentle dead?

- m',':mnhd e
erced, ‘‘the very
gttrﬁblo to  yo

mo!
when I learned
m‘!ﬂgﬂ n:ié Fom
that I n.3 no right
e broke. - “But 1

Hving; If you can—fo

herself or that poor you mother,
drivén to @ and dea or the
heipless on a cold, grud

Brousht. back o the pince. Wi

0! i ;
hers by right? Lady Stormont was
devout as well as a just woman, and
as she looked from the father to the
child brought together at last,” an awe
fell upon her. z 5

“My &oor.wld, you have little need
to beg for forglveness,” she said at last
“What you did was for mr “and”
—faltering—“I know it would have been
:ﬂ for you t:e!go otherwise. Bu: you
ave ‘been =0 agalnst—ean
rou ‘forgive that? Heé sai@ you ‘found
t hard te ve—can you. forgive your
father now with a look taward the
silent witness, who in the ‘majesty of
death seemed to belittle the brief strife
of ‘hot human’ hearts, so soon to be
stilled even as his. '

.and lngeringly withdrew

and wife alone to-

3 mont had been kind,
~ What

- That - the doub B
o&‘ . bear thel’ught of her
u—-@m—bm though sh

e
by and by, she had

_ upon a resigned

“You need not force me to tell §t,” in
a flash of young, hot pride. ™It is ail
there—you have only to read—I want
you to read it; I insist on you reading

“it,” passionately. 25

Basil flung the paper aside. It might
be nelther the time nor the place for it,
but the man in him would be denied
no longer. He, too, had bis uplifting,
conquering moment,

““Isobel, my dear love, it's you I want.
T you are, you are yourself—
ihat’s enough for me! Perhaps you
think 1 should not speak now, but I
must and will. My help, my service,
all T am, all I have, are yours now and
always. Come to me now, dear, and—
nnddlzll read anything you please after-
ward.” - >

*No, no.” The girl strained against
his detaining clasp. ‘I will not—I can't
—you- don’'t know—how could I? Oh,
cannot you understand—why will you
force me to say more?”

*I -only want to force you to say one
word more! Isobel, deéarest,” with sud-
den gravity, I think I do understand,
1 do know, and it makes much that
was perpl plain now; but I know,
too, that your love is the one supreme
good in life for me. Do you think me-
such a r creature that I would let
any worldly scruple, any silly conven-
‘tion come between us, for I' think—I
beHeve—oh, my God, it is true'—be-
tween rapture @and awe—‘"you do love
me!* In spite of herself, he had drawn

r, he ~wa#l looking into her .
face. ‘‘Isobel, beloved, you are mine—
you don’t deny it—you can’t,” in tender
triumph. “I bid you put all else aside
and comet.om:.'by-m,‘!l o

ou on, ruggle,
hungering ‘to ob ‘the call of
1d And

and " ;.
throne, yct tite
never _for death; here a
greater than he ruled, the lovew hich
is stronger than dea which no waters

can guench nor floods drown.

CHAPTER XXX
" CONCLUSION.
HE flag with its blazoned ocak
. drooped at half-mast from the
great central ‘tower at Stor-
mont. The faint breeze of

the mild November day was not suffi-
cient to spread its folds and give its .

brave old- motto to the air.. Over the
~br¢ eneircling hi

valley, ils and -

've radiance of St. Martin's
. . the benediction of peace
and chastened spirit. -
The chestnut walk, the terrace, the
park were crowded with the throng who
lmd come from far and near, most of
. est desire to show.
for a
nd.

e ‘%“ ne!:%%or and kind ia Fﬁlz

o

wn taut

her head
warmth and

: what ¢
t‘kenwm“

already
me loose papers into his
uld hnv:‘:ped -l:"ty,i&ut
2':l

! ‘l!l&heh than enl

at An wvou maan®’

and- was the pity—the last o
old name. ut even Lhe morf sincere
ol which hadl;ayroucht .opﬁmn tbng ‘e
1 . was "a‘a‘e:&hunt:-gt ast tl

ne ite, and
tall wos s ﬂsug-.-
ing bla wi!the*Basil 3
3 t hand of the younget, winie
them the long stream of friends
and {ell in ce.: =
This last pageant _been the re-
sult hot ‘t ntom struggle ‘l’:l the mind
and heart of the.woman king dry-
and stately behind her husband
child. To leave matters as they

_were, to shield her husband’s

dread the revelation, since he would
Joyfully have taken his wife when he
believed her to have no name but that
which he could give lwer.

“And,” Isobel had added, her voice
falling and the tears starting, |
know it will be terrible for you either
way, but, oh, I cannot bear to thin}
of her lying alone In that dreary place.
Let us bring her tack to her own
home, her own people, her own piace.

: If we can give her nothing but a name
—& memory—a grave—let us give it to
her. I could not bear it, I could not
live, if I were still supposed to be she.
Don’t let me rob her of everything.
Bring her home, and then—oh, poor
mother, you can at least openly mourn
f-or ¥our child.© Some day, perhaps,
¥ou will be able to let me call yoy
;ﬂlf:ehﬂ;‘—‘bm now you could not en.

the mockery”-—he i
Ix{g&—;aéxd neither could rl."'mme anc

" ear child, you are a daughte
mI me, indeed,’”’ said .Lady swrfnr:mtkl.

nhtlhose sad days, when all that was
le]art y of her daughter was brougnt
dome. 1sobel’'s unteigned griet and plory

rew the elder woman's heart to her
the ice melted, ‘and she could venture
to speak of her lost chiid, and the ioug-
mﬂ.i};ressed cry broke out again:

penled!?'my 1 could knmow how it hap-

“I have often- wondered,” said Is
timidly, for sheé knew the unspgi’ik
dread which underlay the words, ‘i1 it
were not—not—what once near.y hap-
1;.sened to me. 1 owe Mr. Ashe thanks
or that, if for nothing else.” Sae
could §peak of Ashe calmly eno.ga
now. That hour in tae cliapel port.co
seemed an evil dream. ‘| was stana-
ing just as she may have stood on the
gfassy brim, at the very edge of the
water, and he warned me to come bacs

for the banks were upsaie, and 1 had

hardly stepped back wAicn a great piece
of the turf sl pped down into the water.

It—it may have been so on that auy,

she may have lost her footing, andu—

there was no one near to help,” her

vuice failed. The pititul tragedy of

that cherished young life so mysteri-

gg;:yﬁeuet short.ed and cut short, as it
etimes seemed, to make

heAr, ddiu'keneid her heart. o, for

nd new it was all over, ‘earth
earth, 'ashes to ashes, dust to dust"[—o

.the Stormont vault was closed till It

should eclaim another tenant, and
tongues were let loose at last, and the
country sat down to a feast of gossip

::llfltéh“ lthhad(il not had for years, and

eac scussed accordin

or her kind. ey
“There could never be any doubt that

t:h'e young lady was a Stormont, but
it's little wonder that sne wstn't so
very .llke her stepsister's portrait,”
chuckied old Lady Carruthers. *“We

all guessed that Marian wasn't the fivst,
but what ailed the woman to make it
public, and sét Stormont in a whi.e
sheet before the country? 8he might
have kept 'a calm sough,’ and no one
would ever have got beyond wouder-
ing at the change in little lsobel. It
shows what a litfle fresh blood will do,

though—the Stormonts will make a

fresh start in this young lady, mark my
words, though I won't have the chance
of seeing it.”’

Privately the old lady wondered what

Evelyn Ashe's game had been, which

?1:?1 apparently so completely Qmi-car-

But Mr. Ashe was not likely to re
her any chance of discussing ‘{he Sf(t)‘r-
mont romance,” as the weekly papers
called it, with him. The memory of
that last night at Zermatt, when h's
card-castle had collapsed, still rankled
too freshly, and his humiliating tailure
was pointed by the practical regret that
he had elected to consider his terms
til' the morning. Now - Lady Stor-
mont's brave avowal of the truth had
rendered his knowledge valueless, Rave
that it s cured him a warmer welcome
at various country houses, notably at
the Rudgeleys’ place, where Miss Vi'as
guests were now potting pheasanis in-
stead of shooting grouse.

“It is wise to make a virtue of ne-
cessity,” he would say, with a shrug,
it Lady Stormont’s courage in muk-
ing known the truth were referred to.
and his rechauffe of ‘the Thistle-
thwaite disclosures, with delicately
malicious word-portraits of the worthy
pair, so commendea him to his hostess
that bets were freely exchanged i the
smoking room as to his chances of
pulling off “the Rudgeley stakes”
after all.
~ But only faint-echoes of this strife
of tongues penetrated to the great
gray home in the broad valley, though
Lady Stormont would have heed.d
but little, though she ‘had had to face
<hes full brunt of the sterm. To oue
who has been through deep waters
the pelting of a hall shower matte s
but little. For the two women there it
was a very quiet winter, though the
Duncaird tea parties and many a din-
ner table had never been so lively.
Lady Stormont found her interest in
helping lsobel to prepare for taking
her place worthily ia her new life.
There was no one now to forbid books
to Isobel; all the trcasures of the li-
brary lay open to her, and the girl's

~ fresh mind and quick intelligence

made her progress a wonder often and
a delight to the elder woman, though
the contrast someilmes forced a sign.
But as the crocuses to hold up
their gold and purple chalices to the
March sunlight, as the grass greener
mmg the little kirkyard, and once
more e world awoke Lady Stermont
began to note that Isobel's interest was
flagging somewhat in her books and her
studies and her singing, for her voice,
which Mad once startled the Stormont
drawing-room, was being cuitivated, and
was sweet and round as the blackbird s
imnellow note in the lulls of the March
wind. Though there had been no words
ken, Lady Stormont had understood

-t sacrifice that Isobel was makiy,
and in her heart she thanked her for it.
That her daughter could never have
a ed such love as Basil’s for Isobel

the + is ake
“river the pale sunshine lay . she knew only too well, but the prospect

of that wedding, where il Conyers
would after all take Isobel Stormont
for his wife, was one from which she
was glad to turn her eyes for a little.
The bridegroom would, indeed, be the
one she had chosen; but, alas for her—
the -little bride lay shrouded—the oniy
white robes she would ever wear.

But Lady Stormont was too sane,
too sound, as well as too sweet-heart-
ed, to indulge her own grief too long.
Life could not be memory and
thought, the best 6f her own might lie
behind her; it was different with the

two nug hearts with which she had

to do. hen the March winds had
blown themselves out, and ushered in

a soft and, genlal April, and still Iso-
~bel made no si but vaguely attrib-

uted any lttle token of languor to

*the weather,” Lady Stormont
thought it time to take matters into
her own hands, and wrote and dis-

patched a brief note. Its answer came
. next day in the shape of Basil Conyers,

a yet somewhat abashed.

““De y Stormont,”” he said, “it
was like you to write to me as you

but—but can you bear it—when [

and memory to the last, to lift up the think what it means to you”—falter-

burden which he had laid down as too -
heavy for him, to- maintain the n
so universally bell his 1d
was her own, the one da }u £ the
Stormont - name — it ts strong .
temptations, for her pride and her
rank from the storm of scan-
on of the truth
bring? 2 S e
“Let us be done with lies, cost
S eober Bed seid aibhatioain
3 hher 3 motg;r*; ad d
nto her trou _counsels, and
had ed wi er. $ '
‘of the : !

ing at the sight of her *~ce—“is it—is
it .qwgt tt:mI :gtlm:' P, :

“When nk what it ..cans to you,
-Bastl, I feel that it can't A
The can't linger f
of autumn, It's
glance at the
at th

s IO !- . for e d.
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