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his example, but my appetite was gone,
I could scarcely persuade myself that 
the whole affair was not a dream—that 
the men who sat all round us in little 
groups, the dark liveried servants pass
ing noiselessly backwards and forwards, 
were not figures in some shadowy night 

,, . _ . »ere» and that I should not wake in
'I am inclined to believe in it myself, à. moment to find myself curled up in a 

Mf. Dueaine,” said Lord Chelsford. railway carriage on my way home. But 
There are indications of a strong re- there was no mistaking the visible pres- 

■tival of Boyelist sentiment amongst the ence of Colonel Mostyn Ray. Strong,
French people, and it is very possible stalwart, he eat within a few feet of 
that the Prince of Malors may wish to me, calmly eating his dinner as though 
ingratiate himself by any means with the my agony were a thing of little account.
French army. This sort of thing scarcely ‘He, at least, was real, 
sounds like practical politics, but one "This woman,” he continued, present- 
has to bear in mind the peculiar tem- ]y, “either is, or would like to be, mixed 

ment of the men himself, and the up with the treachery that is somewhere
dose upon us. Sooner or later she will 
approach you. Ton are warned."

Yes,” I repeated vaguely, “I am 
warned."

■'I have finished,” Colonel Ray re
mained. "Go on with yotjr dinner and 
think. I will answer any question pres
ently.” •

There were only two I put to him, "I never knew my father," I said, 
and that was when my hansom had been except as the cause of my own miser- 
called and I was on the point of leav- able Upbringing and friendless life.” 
in*- “YdU never knew him," she answered,

. Is he—my father—alive nowî” I and therefore yon believe the worst, 
asked. He was weak, perhaps, and, exposed to

T have reason to believe," Ray an- a terrible temptation, he fell! But he 
«wired, “that he may be dead." was not a bad man. He was never

"How is It," I asked, “that you are so that." 
well acquainted with these things? “Do you think, Mrs. Smith-Lessing,” 
Were you at any time my father’s I said, struggling to keep my voice firm, 
friend?" though I felt myself trembling, “that

I was acquainted with him," Ray this is a profitable discussion for either 
answered. “We were at one time in the of us?"
same regiment My friendship was— “Why not?" she etclalmed almost
With your mother." fiercely. ‘.‘You have heard his story

The answer was illuming, but he never from enemies. You have judged him 
WlÏÏC#L I from the report of those who wefe never

“Indirectly,” I said, “I seem to have his friend». He sinned and he repent- 
a good deal to thank you for. Why do <d. Better and worse men than he have 

say that yon can never he my done that. If he were wholly bad, do 
friend?" yon believe that after all these years I

“You are your father's soi," he an- should care for him still?” 
swered curtly. I held my peace. The woman was

“I am also my mother’s son,” I oh- leaning over towards me now. She 
jected. seemed to have lost the desire to attract.

“For which reason,” he said, “I have Her voice had grown sharper and less 
done what I could to give you a start in pleasant, her carefnly arranged hair was 
life." in some disorder, and the telltale blue

And with these words he dismissed veins by her temples and the crow’s feet
under her eyes were plainly visiBle. Her 
face seemed suddenly to have become 

I received Bey’s warning concerning pinched and wan, the flaming light In 
Mrs. Smith-Lessing, the new tenant of her strangely colored eyes was a con- 
Braster Grange, somewhere between vineing assertion of her earnestness, 
seven and eight o'clock, ’ and barely an She was not acting now, though what 
hour later I found myself alone in a lay behind the storm I conld not tell, 
first class carriage with her, and a four “You seem afraid to talk to me,” she 
hours’ Journey before us. She had ar- exclaimed. “Why? I have done you 
rived at King’s Gross apparently only ho harm!” 
a few minutes before the departure of 
the train, for the platform was almost 
deserted when I took my seat. Just'as 
I had changed my hat for a cap, how
ever, wrapped my rug around my knees, 
and settled down for the journey, the 
door of my carriage was thrown open, 
and I saw two women looking In, one 
of whom I recognised at once. Mrs.
Smith-Lessing, although the night was 
warm, was wearing a heavy and mag
nificent fur coat, and the guard of the 
train himself was attending her. Behind 
stood a plainly dressed woman, evident
ly her maid, carrying « flat dresaing-case.
Thai* was a- brief colloquy between the 
tbtee. It. ended in dressing-case, a pile 
of hooka, a reading lamp, and a formid
able array of hat-boxes, and milliner’s 
parcels being placed, upon the rack and 
vacant seats In my compartment, and 
immediately afterwards Mrs. Smith- 
Lessing herself entered. I heard her tell 
her maid to enter the carriage behind.
The dodr was closed and the guard 
touched off his hat. A minute later we 
were off. , V, : “7-7

I was alone with- the adventuress. I 
had no doubt but that she had chosen 
my carriage with intent. I placed my „ 
despatch-box onathe rack above my head, 
and opened out a newspaper, which I 
had no intention of reading. She, for 
her part, arranged her traveling light 
and took out a novel. She did not ap
parently glance in my direction, and 
seemed to become immersed at once m 
her reading. So we traveled for half an 
hour or so.

At the end of that time I was snd- 
dehly conscious that she had laid down 
her hoc*, and was regarding me through 
partially-closed eyes. I too laid down 
toy pager. Our eyes met, and she smil-

“Mr. Dueaine,” he said, “certainly 
came to me and made the statement 
which he has just repeated. “I consid
ered the matter, and I came to the con
clusion that he was mistaken. I was 
cure of it then. I'am equally «are of it 
now.”

“Tell us, Mr. Dueaine,” Lord Chels- 
ford said, “what your reason» were fo% 
making such a statement.”

I took a piece of red tape and a news
paper from the table before which I 
stood. I folded up the newspaper and 
tied the tape around it.

“When I put those documents away,
I said, “I tied them up with a knar 
like this, of my own invention, which I 
have never seen used by anybody else. 
In the rooming I found that my knot, 
had been untied, and that the , tape 
around the papers had been re-tied in an 
ordinary bow.”

“Will you permit me for a moment, 
the Duke interposed. “The safe, I be
lieve, Mr. Dueaine, was secured with a 
code lock, the word of which was known 
to—whom?”

“Yonrself, sir, Colonel R*y, and my-

of them is not an honest one. He looks 
upon you as a little nervous and over
strung by yonr responsibilities and dis
posed to be imaginative. He will not 
hear anything against the Prince of 
Malors.” *

began to get xsstless. He lost sight of 
you after you left Oxford, and it wor- 

, ried him. There were reaspns, as you 
know, why it was not well for him to 
come to I 
determined 
find you tbsÇ he risked so much. He 
left me on New Year's Day, and I have 
never heard a word from him aince. 
That is why I came to England.”

“The Whole reason?” I asked, like a

will say to yourself, ‘Ides, lies, Hesl’
You will not believe in me or anything 
I say. And, again, if you do not know, 
the story is too painful à one for me 
to tell.”

“Then let ns both avoid it,” I said, 
reaching again for my paper. “We shall 
stop at Ipswich in an hour. I will change 
carnages there.”

She turned round in her seat towards 
the window, as though to hide her face.
My own attempt at reading was a farce, foot 
I watched her over the top of my paper.
She was looking out into the darkness, 
and she seemed to me to be crying.
Every now and then her shoulders heav
ed convulsively. - Suddenly she faced me 
once more. There were traces of tears 
on her face; a smalt lace handkerchief 
W8S knotted np in her nervous fingers.

yh, I cannot," she exclaimed plain
tively. “I cannot sit here alone with you 
and say nothing. 1 know that I am 
judged already. It does not matter. I 
am your father’s wife, Guy.. You owe 
me at least some recognition of that 
fact” —

CHAPTER XVH.—Continued. or obstacles of any sort to be reckon^

tajSiiïUTAS.iSld
My breath came quickly i fp,J

my heart thumping against mv «id, , stood still and listened. Down nn 'J 
shingles I could hear the sc» ,,nm, 
thundering in with a loud incessant r„ar 
dying monotonously away it regular in', 
tervals. I could hear the harsh grinding 
of the pebbles, the backward swirl n? 
tong waves thrown back from the land 
I heard the -wind come 
across the waste lands, rustlin- 
creaking amongst the few stunted tries- 

- in the grounds of Braster Grange Of5 
slighter sounds there seemed to he none 
The village ahead was dark and silent 
the eide of the house fronting the ■ 
was black and desolate. It was a lonelv 
spot, a lonely hour. Yet as I stood there 
shivering with nameless apprehensions 
I felt absolutely certain that I 
fronted by some hidden danger.

In a moment or two, I am thankful to 
aay, my courage returned. I struct , 
matiÿ and lit a cigar, one of a handful 
which Ray had forced upon me. Then 1 
crossed stealthily to the other side of 
the road, and felt for the hedge, l 
pricked my hands badly, but after feel
ing about for *>me moments I was able 
to cut for myself a reasonably thick 
«tick. With this to my right hand, and 
the despatch-box under my left arm I 
proceeded on my way.

I walker warily, and when I had 
turned into the lane which passed the 
entrance to -Braater Grànce I walked 
in toe middle of it instead of skirting 
the wall which enclosed the grounds I 
passed the entrance gates, and had only 
about twenty yards farther to go before 
I emerged upon the open marshland 
Here the darkness was almost impene- 
treble, for the lane narrowed. The 
hedge on the left was ten or twelve feet 
high, and on the right were two long 

. barna. I clasped my stick tightly, and 

. walked almost stealthily. I felt that if 
I-could come safely to the end of these 
bam buildings I conld afford to laugh at 
my fears.

, Suddenly my strained hearing detect
ed what I had been listening for all the 
time. There was a faint bnt audible 
rustling to the shrnbs overgrowing the 
wall on-my left. I made a quick dash 
forward, tripped against eome invisible 
obstacle stretched across, the lane, and 
went staggering sideways, struggling to 
preserve my balance. Almost at the 
same moment two dark forms dropped 

’ from the shelter of the shrubs on to the 
am lane by my side. I felt the soft splash 

of a wet cloth upon my cheeks, an ami 
round my reck, and the sickening odor 
of chloroform to my nostrils. But al
ready I had regained my balance. I 
wrenched myself free from the arm, and 
was suddenly blinded by the glare of a 
small electric hand-light within a foot 
of my face. I struck a sweeping blow 
at it with my stick, and from the soft 
impact it seemed to me that the blow 
must have descended upon the head of 
one of my assailants. I heard a groan, 
and I saw the shadowy form of the sec
ond: man 
was not,

would only result in attention being di
verted from the proper quarters to 
members of my household. I relieve 
that even if you are right, even if those 
papers were disturbed, it-waS simply to 
throw dust in your eyes. Do you follow 
me?’

md, but nevertheless he 
brave it out. It was to ure.“My story is as true as God’s Word," 

J declared.

“Yes, your Grace,” I answered-
“Lord Ohelsford, if you are able to 

convince him, would most certainly be 
misled in this direction. That is why 
my advice to you now is to spy nothing 
about yonr imagined displacement of 
those papers. That is my advice. You 
understand ?”

“Yes, yonr Grace, I repeated.
“With regard to .the Prince of Mah- 

ors,” the Duke continued, “my firm con
viction is that yon were mistaken. Mal
ors-is not a politician. He has nothing 
whatever to gain or lose in this matter. 
He is a member of one of the most 
ancient houses of Europe, a house which 
for generations has been closely connect
ed with my own. I absolutely- decline 
to believe that whilst under my fbof a 
Majors conld lower himself to the level 
of a common spy. Such an- accusation 
brought against him Would be regarded 
as a blot upon my hospitality. Further, 
It would mean the breaking off of my 
ancient ties of friendship. I am very 
anxious, therefore, that you should 

my view as to

“The whole -reason," she affirmed 
simply.

“I do not wish to see my father,” I 
"If he comes to me I shall tell boomingsaid,

him so."
“He wants to tell you Bis «tory him 

self,” she murmured.
“I would never listen to it," 

swered.
She sighed.
"ïou are very young,” she said. “Yon 

do not know what temptation is. Yon 
do not know how badly he was treated. 
Yon have heard hie history, perhaps, 
from his enemies. He is getting old 
now,. Guy, I think that if you saw him 
you would pity him.

“My pity,” I answered, “would never 
be strong enough to suffer me to open 
the door to him—if he should come. He 
has left me atone all these years. The 
only favor I would ever ask of him 
would be that he continues to do so." 

ou will believe the story of strang-

and

perament of the man himself, and the 
nation, I personally believe that the 
Prince of Malors would consider himeelf 
justified in abusing the hospitality of his 
dearest friend in the cause of patriotism, 
'At any rate, this is my view, and I am 
acting upon it. AH danger from that 
source will now be at an end, for to an 
hour’s time the Prince will be under the 
surveillance .of deteetiv

an-
roa.l

was con-

surveillance of detective* for the re
mainder of his stay In England."

I breathed a sigh of relief.
“I am to go back to Braster, then?’ I

“Tonight, if possible," Lord Chels- 
ford answered. “Go on living as you 
have been living. And listen! If you 
should have further cause to suspect the 
‘Prince of Malors or anybody else, com
municate with me or., with Ray.
Duke is, of course, a man of ability and 
an honorable man, bnt he is prejudiced 
to favor of his friends. Some of us 
have had to learn onr lessons of life,' 
and men, in a sharper school. You un
derstand me, Mr. Dueaine, I am sure.”

“I perfectly understand, sir," I am 
swered.

“There is nothing more which you 
wish to ask me?’

“There is a suggestion I. should like to 
make, sir, with regard to the disposal 
of my finished work," I told him.

"Go on, Mr. -Dueaine. I Shall he glad 
to listen to it.”

self.”
The Duke nodded.
"If I remember rightly,” he said, “the 

code word was never mentioned, but was 
written on a piece of paper, glanced at 
by each of us in turn, and immediately 
destroyed.

“That is quite true, sir.”
“Now, do you believe, Mr. Dueaine,” 

the Duke continued, “that it was pos
sible for any one else except us three 
to have attained to the knowledge of 
that word.”

“I do not sir,” I admitted.
“Do yon believe that it was possible 

for any one to have opened the aa&i 
Without the knowledge of that word?’

“Without-breaking It open, no sir.”
“There were no signs of the lock hav

ing been tampered with when you went 
to it to the morning?”

“None, sir.”
“It was set at the correct word, the 

word known only to Colonel Ray, my
self, and yourself?"

“Yes, sir."
The Duke leaned back in his chair 

and addressed Lord Ohelsford.
"For the reasons which you have 

heard from Mr. Dueaine himself,” he 
said dryly, “I came to the conclusion 
that he was mistaken to his suggestion. 
I think that you will probably be inclin
ed to agree with me.”
' These men had learnt well the art of 
masking their feelings. From Lord 
Chelsford’s polite bow I could gather 
nothing.

“I am forced to admit,” he said, "that 
no other conclusion seems possible. Now, 
Mr. Dueaine, with regard to the execu
tion of your work. It is carried out 
altogether, I believe, at the ‘Brand’?”

“Entirely, sir."
“Yonr only servant is the man Groo- 

ton, for whom the Duke, and I myself 
are prepared to vouch. You are also 
watched by detectives residing in the 
village, as I dare say yon know. I also 
understand that you have no private 
correspondence, and receive practically 
no visitors. Now tell me, the Only per
sons who, to your knowledge, have ent
ered the ‘Brand’ since you wive been en
gaged' in this work."
'I answered him at onee. ,
“Colonel Ray, Lady Angela Harbedy, 

Lord Blenavon, the Prince of Malors, 
end's young lady called Blanche Moyat, 
the daughter of a farmer in Braster at 
whose house I used sometimes to visit.”

Lord Ohelsford referred to some notea 
to his hapd. Then he leaned back in his 
chair, and looked at me steadfastly.

“Is there any one,” he asked, “whom 
you suspect to have visited you for the 
purpose, either direct or indirect, of gain-, 
tog information as to your work?”

“Yes, sir,” I answered promptly.
A little exclamation escaped from the 

Commander-in-Chief. Lord Ohelsford 
never removed his eyes from my face, 
the Duke had. still the appearance of a 
tolerant bnt slightly bored listener.

“Who?’ Lord Ohelsford asked.
“The Prince of Makwa,” I answered.
There was a moment’s" silence. Lord 

Ohelsford turned again to his notes. 
Then he looked up at ine.
'“Your reason?” he asked.
I told them the story carefully end 

circumstantially. When I had finished 
Colonel Ray left his seat and whispered 
something to Lord Chelsford’s ear. The 
Duke Interposed.

“I wish," he said, “to add a brief re
mark to the etory which you have juet 
heard. I have known Malors since he 

a boy, my father knew his father, 
and, âs yon may know, our families have 
been frequently connected in marriage.
I do not wish to impugn the good faith 
of this young map, but the Prince of 
Malors was my guest, and the accusa
tion againet him is one which I cannot 
believe.”

“The story, as I have told It, sir, is 
absolutely true,” I said to Lord Chels- 
ford. “There was no room for any mis
take or misapprehension on my part. I 
am afraid that I haven’t been a great 
success as your secretary. Colonel Ray 
gave me to understand, of course, that 
your object in engaging an utterly un
known person Was to try and stop this 
leakage of information. It is still going 
on, and I cannot stop it. I am quite 
prepared to give np my post at any 
moment.”

Lord Ohelsford "nodded towards the

bring yourself to accept 
this episode also.”

“Yonr Grace," I answered, “you ask 
me very hard things.”

He looked at me with his clear cold

“ÏThe o one in the world could be a 
greater stranger to me than he.”

She sighed.
“Yon will not even let me be your 

friend," she pleaded. ‘.‘You are young, 
you are perhaps ambitious. There may 
he many ways in which I could help 
you."

“As yon helped my father, perhaps,"
I answered bitterly. “Thank you, t 
have no need of friends—that sort'of 
friends."

Her eyes seemed to narrow a Httle, 
and the smile upon her lips was forced 

“Is that kind of you?” she exclaimed 
“Yonr father was in a position of great 
trust. It is different with yon. -You are 
idle, and yon need a career. ’England 
has so little to offer her young men
hut there are other countries----- ”

I interrupted her brusquely.
“Think you,” I said, “but I have em

ployment, and such ambitions as I have 
admit of nothing , but an honest career.”

Again I saw that contraction of her 
eyes, but she never winced or changed 
her tone. •

“Y*i have employment?’ she asked
iisir-wsJFHfflSBW!!®. . ... ** though surprised. 7*'. ;■
“Perhaps not,” I answered, “yet I ' “Yes. As you doubtless know, I .. 

cannot see what we gain by rating up M the service of the Duke of Rowches- 
this miserable history. It is both pain- ter,” I told her. 
ful and profitless.” “it is new* to me,” she replied.

. * wlU ?ay no m°ve, she declared, wiU forgive me at least for being in- 
« sudden note of dignity in her terested, Guy. But when you say in the 
J se« lhatAL*m j,?d?ed3al- service of the Duke of Rowchester you

nr>t-dL«n/™ I^ nd' MA<ter £!!’ fc Pi11®16 ™e- In England what does that 
iot really matter. No one Hkes to be mean?*
nought worse of than they deserve, end ; “I am one of the Duke’s secretaries ” 
vomen are all—a little foolish. Bnt at I answered *
east you must answer me one question. “Is the Duke, then a politician?” «he 
.n m*. ZA. Î. ü8k Tou ™=*t asked, "that he needs secretaries?”

1 “mere wtoi to?" I asked ''’ Not at aU,” I answered dryly. “His
" lïÜfkl”0 In lasked-. „ Brace is President of the Society for«aaSshe exclaimed. ‘Tell me, or ", P V*,; 

e, or refuse to tell 'tie! Which . * “P a*?*,d ^at 1 understand you,
she said. “You have a good deal of the 
brutality of youth, Guy, and, I might 
add, of its credulity also. Whose word 
to it, I wonder, that yon have taken so 
abjectly—with such àn open mouth? If
I have enemies I have not deserved leee, but with the despatch-box safe un- 
them. Bnt, after all, it matters little.” der my arm, I sprinted across the marsh 

We did not speak again until we near- and never paused till I reached the road, 
ed the junction. Then she began to Then I looked back and listened. 1 
gather up her things. could see or hear nothing, but from one

“How are yon getting home?” she ask- of the top rooms in tiie Orange a faint 
ed. “It .to two o’clock, and raining." hut steady light was shining out.

"I am going to walk,’’ I answered.
"Bnt that isabsurd,” she protested. , CHAPTER XXL . I :

“I have a closed carriage here. I insist _ ’ |
that yon let me drive yon. It Is only , d An . Ann rove» ™
Common humanity; and you have that Le,ly Angel* ApprovWl
great box too.” It was the only breath of freeh air

I buttoned up my coat. which I had allowed myself all the
"Mrs. Smith-Lessing," I said, “you morning, though the dealing sunlight 

perhaps wish to force me into seeming and the fiaft west wind had tempted me 
ungracious. Yon have even called me «H the time. And now, as ill luck would 
brutal. It is your own fault. You give have It, I had walked straight into the 
me no chance of escape. You even presence of the one person in the world 
force me now to tell you that I do not whoa I wished most earnestly to avoid, 
desire—that I will not accept—sny hos- She was standing on the edge of the 
pitality at your hands.” cliff, her hands behind her, gazing sea-

She fastened her jacket with tremb- wards, and though I stopped short at 
ling fingers. Her face she kept averted the'eight of her, and for a moment en- 
from me. tertalned wild thoughts of flight, it

“Very well,” she «aid softly. “I shall not possible for me to carry them out 
net trouble you any more.” A dry twig snapped beneath my

At the jonction I fetched the eleeply- and, turning quickly round, she hid 
1 looking porter to see to her luggage, and 
then left her. My rug I left to the ste- 
tion-toaeter’s office, and with the des
patch-box to my hand I climbed the 
steps from the station, and timed into 
the long straight road which led to 
Braster. I had barely gone a hundred 
yards when a small motor brougham, 
with biasing lights and insistent horn, 
came flying past me and on into the 
deâmeâs. I caught a momentary 
glimpse of Mrs. Smith-Lessing’s pale 
face as the car flashed by, a weird little 
silhouette, come and gone in B second.
Away ahead I saw the mud and rain 
from the pools fly up into the air in à 
constant stream caught to the broad 
white glare of the brilliant search- 
lamps. Then the car turned the comet 
and vanished.
: I was tired, yet I found the change 

from the close railway carriage, and the 
tension Of the last few hours, delight
ful. The road along which I trudged 
ran straight to the sea, the distant roar 
of which was already in my ears, and 
the wet wind which blew to my face 
wgs salt and refreshing. It was a little 
after two In the morning, and the dark
ness would have been absolute, hut for 
a watery moon, which every now and 
then |ave a fitful light. For a mile or, 
more I walked with steady, unflagging 
footsteps. Then suddenly I found my
self- slackening my pace. I walked 
slower and slower. At last I stopped.

About fifty yards farther on my left 
was Braster Grange. It stood a little 
way back from the road. Its gardens 
were enclosed by a thin storm-bent 
hedjge, jnst thick enough to be a screen 
from the road. The entrance was along 
a lane which branched off here from 
the main road, and led on to the higher 
marshes, and thence on to the road from 
'Braster village to Rowchester and my 
cottage. Straight on, the road which I 
was following led into Braster, bnt the 
lane to the left round past the Grange 
saved me fdlly half a mile. In Sn ordi
nary way I should- never have hesitated 
for a moment as to my route. I knew 
every inch of the lane, and though it 
ytas rough walking, there were no creeks

eyes.
“Surely not too hard, Mr. Dueaine,” 

tie said. “I ask you to accept my judg
ment. Consider for a moment. You are 
a yottag man, little more than a boy.- I 
for forty years have been a servant of 
my country, both in the field and as a 
lawmaker. I am a Cabinet Minister. 
I have a life-long experience of men 
and their ways. My judgment in this 
matter to that yon were mistaken, and 
much mischief is likely to ensue if the 
'Prince of Malors should find himself an 
object of suspicion amongst us.”

“Your Grace,” I said, “forgive me. 
but why do you not say these things to 
the Board, or to Lord Ohelsford and 
Colonel Ray after they have heard my 
etory?

“Because,” the Duke replied, “-I have 
no confidence in the judgment of either 
of them. Bnt in their way are excellent 
men, but they are of this new generation 
-who do not probe beneath the surface, 
who form their opinions only from the 
obvious. . It is possible that after hear
ing your story they might consider the 
problem solved. I am, at any rate, con
vinced that they would commence a 
search for its solution in altogether 
wrong quarters.”

“Your Grace,” I said firmly, “I am 
very sorry indeed that I cannot take 
yonr advice. I think it most important 
that Lord Ohelsford should know that 
those papers were tampered with. And 
as regards the Prince of Malors, what
ever his motive may have been, I dis
covered him in the act of perusing the 
documents relating to the subway at 
Portsmouth. I cannot possibly with
hold my knowledge oS these cthiags, from 
Lord Ohelsford, In 'fact I titek ’ 
most Important that he.should , know of 
them.” . | .M jfi . _

The Duke rose slowly to hia feet. He 
showed no sign of anger.

“If you prefer your own .judgment to 
mine, Mr. Dueaine,” he said, “I have 
no more to say. I have taken yon into 
my confidence, and I have endeavored 
■to show you your most politic course of 
behavior. If your views are so far op
posed, you must not consider it an Injus
tice if I decide that a person of more 
judgment is required successfully to con
duct the duties of secretary to the 
Council.”

“I can only thank your Grace for your 
past kindness,” I answered with sink
ing heart.

He looked across et me with still cold

you

There was a knock at the door. Lord 
Chelsford held up his finger.

“Send it me in writing,” he said in a 
low tone, “tomorrow.—Come in.”

Ray entered.
me.

«

CHAPTER XIX.
Mrs. Smith-Lowing.

Ray and I left tire building together. 
As we turned into Pall Mall he glanced 
at his watch. *

“You have missed the six o’clock 
train,” he remarked. “I suppose you 
know that there is nothing now till tie 
nine-twenty. Will you come to tie dub 
with me, and have some dinner?’

It was less all invitation than a com
mand. I felt a momentary impulse of 
rebellion, but the innate masterfulness 
of the man triumphed easily. I found 
myself walking, a little against my will, 
down Pall Mall by hto side. -A man of 
some note, he was sainted every minute 
by passers-by, whom', -however, he seem
ed seldom to notice. In his town clothes, 
his great height, hto bronzed face, and 
Mack beard made him a sufficiently 
striking personality. , I myself, though 
I was little short .pT six feet,' seemed 
almost insignificant, by Ms side. Until 
we reached the club, .he maintained an 
unbroken silence. He even ignored some 
tossing comment of mine; but when once 
nside the" building he seemed to remem

ber that he was nay host, and hto manner 
became one of stiff kindness. He ord
ered an excellent dinner and chose tie 
wine with care. Then he leaned a little 
forward across the table, and electrified 
me by his first remark.

“Dueaine,” he said, “what relatives 
hive yon with whom you are in any sort 
of communication?”

“None at all?’ I answered.
“Sir Michael Trogoldy was yonr moth

er’s brother,” he remarked. “He to still 
alive."

“I believe so," I admitted/ “I have 
never approached him, dor has he ever 
taken any notice of me.”

“You did not write to him, for in
stance/ when Heath cote absconded, and 
yon had to leave college?"

“Certainly not,” I answered. "I did 
not choose to turn beggar.”

“How much," he asked, “d 
of your family history?’

“I know,” I told him, “that my father 
was cashiered from the army for mis
conduct, and committed suicide. I know, 
too, that my mother’s people treated her 
shamefully, and that she died alone in 
Paris and almost in pdverty. It was 
scarcely likely, therefore, that I was 
going to apply to them for help.”

Ray nodded.
“I thought so,” he remarked grimly. 

“I shall have to talk to you for a few 
minutes about your father.”

I said nothing. My surprise, indeed, 
had bereft me of words. He sipped his 
wine slowly., and continued.

“Fate has dealt a little hardly with 
you," he said. “I am almost a stranger 
to you, and there are even reasons why 
yon and I conld never be friends. Yet 
it apparently falls to my lot to supple
ment the Httle you know of a very un
pleasant portion of yonr family history. 
That rascal of a lawyer who absconded 
with your money should have told you 
on your twenty-first birthday."

“A pleasant heritage!” I remarked 
door. bitterly; “yet I always wanted to know

“Will yon be so good as to step into the whole truth.’* 
tie next room for a few minutes, Mr., “Here goes, then." he said, filling my; 
Dueaine?’ he said. “We‘ will discuss glass with wine. "Your father was sec- 
tiis matter together." and In command at Gibraltar. He sold

I departed at once, and found my way a plan of the gallery forts to tie French 
into a bare waiting-room, hung with a government, and was dismissed from the 
few maps, and with nncarpeted floor, army.”
The minutes dragged along slowly. I I started as though I had been stung, 
hated tie thought of dismissal, I rebell- Ray continued, hto stem matter-of-fact 
ed against it almost fiercely. I bad done tone unshaken.
my duty, I had told the truth, there was “Be did not commit suicide as you 
nothing against me save this obstinate were told. Be lived, in Paris, a life of 
and quixotic loyalty of the Duke to an continual and painful degeneration, 
old family friend.. Yet I scarcely dared Your mother died Of a broken heart, 
hope that there was a chance for me. There was another woman, of course, 

At last I heard tie door open, and wh“8e ’n?uencf »"er your father 
tie sound of friendly adieux in the pass- ’ and «t whose mshgationhe
age. Lord . Ohelsford came in to me colnmitt®a this disgraceful act «ns 
alone. He took up a position with his WOv?arù 8 now af Braa,tar,- 
back to the fire, and looked at me . My brain was m a whirl I -eras quite 
thoughtfully. incapable of speech.

“Well, Mr. Dueaine,” he said, “we „„??er F®*L?*me’ J?e ®?ntinued coolly' 
have discussed this matter thoroughly, U” only knows. For the moment she and we are all practically agreed thit cal'a herse'f M”- Smith-Lessing. She to 
there to no reason why we should ask * ; fa”S°".Kmericarl.’ ^_po„tîîal advant" 
you to give up your position." au th<e W0.r8t t?Pe, living by her^zssstxsr- » - •

-3ph‘ Dn?e-7- ’J ****** flUkr’ind men “mb” lb, “ft, oVtbd’r
M“Tbe Duke to very loyal to his friends, life into her lap, gold and honor, con- 
Mr. fjmëalne, he .said, ‘but he is also a science and duty. At present I think it 
man with a nice sense of justice. You and highly probable that you are her next 
he regard two incidents from entirely selected victim.”
different points of view, but he does not For several minutes Ray proceeded 
for a moment suggest that your account with his dinner. I did my best to follow

jlou

spring at me. What followed 
r believe, cowardice on my 

part, for my blood was up and my sense 
of fear gone. I dashed my stick straight 
at tie approaching figure, and I leaped 
forward and ran. I had won the hun
dred yards and tie quarter of a mile at 
Oxford, and I was in fair training. I 
knew bow. to get off fast, and after the 
flrat dosen yards I felt that I was safe. 
The footsteps which had started in pur
suit ceased in a few minutes. Breath-

it is

to it?’
“Upon- my honor," I 

her curiously, “I have 
you mean!"

She looked at me steadily for several 
moments, her lips parted, her breath 
seeming to come sharply between her 
teeth.

“I mean your -father," she said. 
Whom else should I mean?’

said, looking at 
no idea whom

CHAPTER XX.
Two to One

I looked across at tie woman, who 
was waiting my answer with every ap
pearance of feverish interest.

“What should I know about him?’ 
1 said slowly. “I have been told that he 
is dead. I know no more than that.”

She started as though my wards had 
stung her.

“It is not possible!" she exclaimed. 
“I must have heard of it When he left 
me—rit was less than three months ago 
—he seemed better than I had known 
him for years.”

“All my life,” I said, “I have under
stood that my father died by his own 
hand after his disgrace. Tonight for tie 
first time I was told that this was not 
tie fact. I understood, from what my 
informant said, that he had died re
cently.”

She drew a sharp breath between her 
teeth, and suddenly struck, the cushioned 
arm of tie carriage by her side with her 
clenched hand.

“It is a lie?’ she declared. “Who
ever told you so, It to a Iiel”

“Do yon mean that he is not dead ?
I exclaimed.

■.“Do you mean that you have not 
seen him yourself—within tie last few 
months?” she demanded fiercely. “He 
left me to come to yqp on the first day 
of tie New Year.”

“I have never seen him to my knowl
edge in my life,” I answered.

She leaned back in her seat, murmur
ing something to herself which I could 
not catch. Past-mistress of deceit 
though she may have been, I Was con
vinced that her consternation at "my 
statement wee honest. She did not speak 
or look at me again for some time. As 
for me, I sat silent with the horror of a 
thought. Underneath the rug my- limbs 
were cold and lifeless. I sat looking 
oat of the rain-splashed window into 
tie darkness, with fixed staring eyes, 
and a hideous fancy in my brain.

Every now and the I thought I could 
see it—a white evil face pressed close 
to tie blurred glass, grinning in upon 
me. Every shriek of tie engine—and 
there were many jnst then, for we were 
passing through a Setwork of tunnel 
brought beads of moisture on to my 
forehead, and made me start and shake 
like a criminal. Surely that was a cry! 
I started in my seat, only to see that my 
companion, now her old self again, was 
watching me intently. .

“I am afraid,” she said softly, “that 
you are not very strong. The excite
ment of talking of these things has been 
too much for yon.”

‘T have never had a day’s illness in 
my life," I answered. “I am perfectly 
well.”

"I am glad," she said «imply. “I must 
finish what I.was telling yon. Your 
father was continually talking and 
thinking of yon. He knew all about you 
at college. He knew about your degree 
of your cricket and rowing. Lately he

eyes.
“Do not misunderstand me,” he said. 

“I do not dismiss you. I shall leave that 
to tie Board. If my colleagues are fav
orably disposed towards yon I’ shall not 
interfere. Only so far as Lam concern
ed yon must take yonr chance.”

“I quite understand yonr Grace," 1 
declared. “I think that yon are treating 
me very fairly."

The Duke leaned back In his chair.
“Here they comer’ he remarked.

CHAPTER XVIII.

o you know
“Forgive me," she said, “bnt did I 

not see yon one day last week upon tie 
sands at Braster with Lady Angela 
Harberiy?’

“Is belieye so,” I answered. You 
were riding, I think, with her brother.”

“How fortunate that I should find my
self traveling with a neighbor?’ she mur
mured. “I rather dreaded this night 
journey. I just missed tie six o’clock, 
and I have been at tie station ever 
since.”

I understood at once one of the 
charms of-this woman. Her voice was 
deliciously soft and jnusical. The words 
seemed to leave her lips slowly, almost 
lingeringly, and she spoke with the pre
cision and slight accept of a well-edu
cated foreigner. Her eyes.seemed to be 
wandering all over me and my posses
sions, yet her interest, if it amounted to 
that, never even suggested cariosity or 
inquisitiveness.

“It to scarcely a pleasant journey at 
this time of night,” I remarked.

“Indeed, no," she. assented. “I 
der if you know my name? I am Mrs. 
Smith-Lessing, of Braster Grange. And 
you?"

“My name is Guy Dncaine,” I told 
her. “I live at a small cottage called 
tie ‘Brand.’ ”

“That charming little place you can 
just see from the sands?’ she exclaimed. 
“I thought the Duke’s head-keeper lived 
there.”

“It was a keeper’s lodge before the 
Duke was kind enfiugh to let It to me,*" 
I told her.

She nodded. f
“It is a very delightful abode,” she 

murmured.
She picked up her book, and after 

turning over the pages aimlessly for a 
few minutes, she recommenced to read. 
I followed her example; but when a 
little later on I glanced across in her 
direction, I found that her eyes wgre 
fixed upon me, and that her novel lay 
in her lap.

“My book to eo stupid,” she said apol
ogetically. “I find, Mr. Dueaine," she 
added with sadden earnestness, “the ele
ments of a much stranger story closer at 
hand.”

“That,” I remarked, laying down my 
book, and looking steadily across at 

her, “sounds enigmatic."
“I think," she said, “that L am very 

foolish to talk to yon at all about it If 
you know who I am, yon are probably 
armed against me at all points. You 
will weigh and measure my words, you

wss
In Which I Speak Out

The door was thrown open. Lord 
Chelsford and Colonel Ray entered to
gether. The Commender-in-Chief accom
panied them, and there was also present 
a person who sat a little apart from the 
others, and who, I. learned afterwards, 
was a high official in the secret service. 
More than ever, perhaps, I realized at 
that moment in the presence of these 
men the strangeness of the events which 
for a short space of time, at any rate, 
had brought me into association with 
persons and happenings of such import
ance.

Lord Ohelsford seated himself at the 
open desk opposite to the' Doke. As 
was his custom, Se wasted no time in 
preliminaries.

“We wish for a few minutes’ conver
sation with you, Mr. Dueaine," he said, 

tie subject of this recent leakage 
at news concerning our proceedings on 
the Council of Defence. I need, not tell 
|you that tie subject to a very serious

“I quite appreciate its importance, 
sir,” I answered.

‘The particular documents of which 
we have news from Paris,” Lord Chels
ford continued, “are those haring refer
ence to the proposed camp at Winches
ter and the subway at Portsmouth. I 
understand, Mr. Dueaine that tlyeee were 
drafted by yon, end placed in a safe in 
the library of Rowchester on the 
ing of the eighteenth of tils month.

“That to so, sir," I answered. “And 
early the next morning I reported to tie 
(Duke that tie papers had been tamper
ed with.”

There wae a dead silence for several 
moments. Lord Chelsford glanced at the 
Dnke, who sat there imperturbable, with 
a chill, mirthless smile at the

feei.
sees

She came forward at once, and for 
eome reason or other I knew that she 
wae glad. She smiled upon me almost

you out. Sir Hermit,” she exclaimed. 
“Ie it not good to feel tie Spring 
ing?’

“Delightful,” I answered.
"How pale you are!" she raid. “Joo 

are working too hard, Mr. Dueaine."
“I came down from London by the 

mail last night,” I said. “I saw Colonel 
Bey—tiad dinner with him, in fact-

She nbdded, but asked me no ques-
**”l think,” she said abruptly, “that 
they are all coming down Bere in a few 
days. I heard from my father this 
morning.” r .

“I haVe been very unfortunate. Lady 
Angela,” I said. “Yodr father is dis
pleased with me. I think that but for 
Colonel Ray I should have been dis
missed yesterday.”

“Is it about—the Prince of Malors. 
whe asked In a low tone. . . J

"Partly. I was forced to tell what l 
knew.”

She hesitated for a moment, then she

sunshine has even tempted

com-

won-
“on

turned impulsively towards me.
“You were right to tell them, Mr. Du- 

caine,” she said. “I have hated myse't 
ever since the other night when I seem 
td to side against you. There are thine 
going on shout us which I cannot fath
om, and sometimes I have fears, terri
ble fears. But your course at least is a 
clear one. Don’t let yourself be turn
ed aside by any one. My father hae 
prejudices which might lead hici m 
grievous errors. Trust Colonel Bay 
no one else. Yonrs is a dangerous posi
tion, but It is a splendid one. It mea j 
a-career and independence.^ if tnc 
should come a time even---- ’

She broke off abruptly in her speei ■ 
I could Bee that she was agitated, ana 
thought that I knew the cause.

“Lady Angela,’’ I said slowly, ’ ' 
it not be possible for you and Colon 
Ray to persuade Lord Blenavon to I 
«broad?*

even-
was

_ „ _. ,«W6W«#
hto lips. Then he looked again at me, 
as though he bad not heard aright.

“WIU you kindly repeat that, Mr. Du- 
caine?’’ he said.

"Certainly, sir,” I answered. ‘ “I had 
occasion to go to the safe again early on 
the morning of the nineteenth, and I saw 
at once that the documents in question 
had been tampered with. I reported the 
matter at once to hie Grace.”

The eyes of every one were bent upon 
the Duke. He nodded hto head slowly.
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(CHAPTER XXI—Contii

“Mr. Dueaine,” she said, "dc 
eider that Colonel Ray is your 

"He has been very good t
answered.

“There to something between
What to it?”

‘Tt is not my secret, 1 tom 
“There is a secret, then." 

mured. T know it. Is this 
do not wish me to marry him?

"I bavé not said that 1 do 
tou to marry him,” I reminds 

“Not in words. You had nc 
put it into words."

“You are very young." 
marry any one for any other ret] 
the only true one. Some dl 
might be some one else."

She watched the flight of a s< 
a few moments—watched it i 
wings shone like burnished sil' 
lit npon the sun-gilded sea.

“I do not think so,” she sait 
ily. “I have never fancied my 
ing very much for any one. 1 
easy, you know, for some of u" 

"And for some,” I murmur 
too easy.” .

She looked at me curiously, 
had no suspicion as to the me 
my words.

“I want you to teli me son 
she said, in a few minutes, "t 
any other reason beyond this fe 
ing to my marriage with Col 

“If I have," I answered s

1

It is hiscannot tell it you. 
mine.”

“You are my 
"If I am,” H 

remember that you 
strange questions."

“Colonel Ray is too honest, 
thoughtfully, “to keep anythin 
me which I ought to know.’

I changed tie conversation. | 
I was a fool to tikve blundered 
We talked of other and lightel 
I exerted myself to shake off tbs 
sion against which I had heel 
gling all the morning. By d 
think we both forgot some par 
troubles. We walked home aq 
sandhills, climbing gradually hij 
higher, until we reached the ell 
all sides of us the coming chj 
the seasons seemed to be vigorc 
serting itself. The plovers werl 

tie freshly-turned plough# 
• whole world of wild birds and 
seemed to have imparted a e 
movement and life to what onl; 
days ago had been a land of dei 
a country silent and winterbouod 
was asserting itself in all ma 
places—in the green of the q 
grass, the shimmer of the sun u 
sea-stained sands, in the silvery- 
tie Braster creeks. Lady Ange 
a long breath of content as we 
for a moment at tie summit of til 

“And vou wonder,” she mo 
“that I left London for this?’

“Yes, I still wonder,” I an 
"The beauties of this place are 
lonely—I mean the lonely in 
tfon. For you life in the busy 
should just be opening-all her 
tions. It is only when one ie 
pointed in the more human life t 
comes back to Nature.”- r

“Perhaps then,” she said, i 
vaguely, “I too- meet be suffer*1 
disappointments. I have nev 
ed——” -■

We bad taken the last turn. *1 
tage was in sight. Ta my surprise 
was standing there as though t 
He turned round as we appri 
His face was very pale, and the 1 
his head was bandaged. He can 
arm, too, „ in a sling. It was ] 
Mostyn Ray!

CHAPTER XXII. |

Miss Moyat Makes a Seen
Ray Was smoking his customer 

mous pipe, which he deliberate!] 
tied as I-ady Angela and I apprj 
The sight of him and the sign: 
of his wounds reduced me to a k 
astonishment which could find n<| 
in words. U simply stood and stl 
him. Lady Angela, however, ax 
first exclamation of surprise, wl 
and greeted him.

“Why, my dear Mostyn,” she e: 
ed, “wherever have you spruni 
and what have you been doing n 
self?"

“I came from London—nei 
train,” he answered.

“And your head and arm?" j 
“Thrown out of a hansom last 

be said grimly.
We were all silent for a mome 

far as I was concerned, speech j 
together beyond me. Lady Ange 
seemed to find something discor 
in Ray's searching gaze.

“My welcome," he remarked i 
“does not seem to be overpowerii 

Lady Angela laughed, but there 
note of unreality in her mirth.

“You must expect people to be 
ed, Mostyn," she, said, “if you 
them to such surprises. Of coure 
glad to see you. Have you seen 
von yet?"

“I have not been to the house,” 
swered. “I came straight here.’’. 

“And your luggage?’ she askei 
-'Lost,” he answered tersely. 1 

just caught the train, and the 
seems to have missed me."

"You appear to have passed t 
a complete chapter of mishaps,” 
marked. “Never mind! You 
want your lunch very badly,- or 
want to talk to Mr. Dueaine?’

“Next to tie walk up to the 
with yon," he answered. “I think 
want my lunch more than anytl 
the world."

Lady Angela smiled her fare» 
toe, and Ray nodded curtly. I » 
them pass through the plautatii 

roll across the Park. There wa 
tog very loverlike in their attitudi 
stemed scarcely to be’ glancing t< 
his companion; Lady Angela had 
of one absorbed In "thought. I xv 
them until they disappeared, an 
I entered my own abode and sal 
Mechanically before the lunch 
Grooton had prepared. I ate and 
as one in a dream. Only last nigl 
had said nothing about coming te 
•er- Yet, there he was, wit hot 
ssge, with his arm aud head bou 
oust like this I expected to see tl 
whom I had struck last night.

Now though Ray’s attitude t< 
me was often puzzling, an absolut 
m his honesty was the one four 
which I had felt solid beneath ii 
during these last few weeks of a 
happenings. This was the first 
which my faith had received, and

sterious!” she 
I objected. “] 
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