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CHAPTER VIII

“The’ Countess doesn’t like lady Hil-
ary,” Elspeth said to herself. “She cares
for Mr. Trowbridge, and has the air of
considerimg him her property. Now, he
has fallen in love with Lady Hilary. Any
one can see that—indeed, every one does
see it, and talks about it, much to Lady
Hilary's disgust, especially as her mother
encourages him, because he is supposed
to be so tremendously rich. I believe the
Countess would be glad to have some
harm come to Lady Hilary. She’s a for-
eigner, and a strange, passionate creature,
capable of evil, T believe, if it were to
further hor own ends or injure an enemy.
Perhaps it is horrid of me to think that,
as she is so kind, and seems to have taken
such a fancy to me, yet I can’t help feel-
ing it’s true about her. But even if she
would like to harm that sweat girl, why
should she have been so pleased to know
Lady Hilary was going motoring with Mr.
Kenrith? I suppose it must have been be-
cause she knew that now she’d be sure to
have Mr. Trowbridge to herself, even if
he had planned to be with Lady Hilary.
That must be it. She must have known
he had some idea to propose an excuse to
be in Lady Hilary’'s society, and that
would perhaps be enough to account for
the look on his face ‘when he saw Lady
Hilary in the car just now. And yet—
and yet—it was more than a look of dis-
appointment. It was actual horror. And
then, the chauffeur’s accident? Was that
a coincidence or—something more strange?
What can it alt mean? Or does it mean
nothing, except that my imagination has

' grown morbid, and taken to conjuring up

sensatjonal things?’

A ' voice: within. herself scemed fo an-

swer Elspeth’s forebodings with a warning.
A vague depression. fell upon her. She
felt a eense of responmsibility, as if she
ought to say something, do something,
while there was time to prevent a calam-

ity. Still, she kept silence. Mr. Kenrith:

would only think her foolish and coward-
ly if she said: “Please stop the motor.
Because Countess Radepolskoi didn’t want
me to come out with you, and because
Mr. Trowbridge looked distressed at see-
ing lLady Hilary in the car, I have a
presentiment that something dreadful .is
going to happen.” ‘Perhaps every one
feels much the same when they are motor-
ing for the first time,” she told herself.
“] have the idea that I should be glory-

ing in it if it hadn’t been for the Count-

ess and Mr. Trowbridge; but maybe I
shouldn’t. Maybe this is only part of the
experience.”

Just at this instant Kenrith half turned
his head for a second to ask: ‘“How do
you like it, Miss Dean? You're not
frightened, I hope?” .

Then Elspeth felt that not for anything
in the world would she have said “Yes.”
“I think it’s glorious,” she answered brave-
ly, though still the inward monitor whis-
pered “Tell him to stop the car. Tell him
to stop the car.” .

Now they were coming to a steep and
winding descent, and all Kenrith’s atten-
tion was needed for his driving.- He spoke
no more, and the girls were at liberty to
be silent or talk together.

“You don’t look very happy,” Hilary
said. ‘I believe you are terrified, after
all. As for me, I don’t think I should
much care, provided I had only myself
to think of, if Mr. Kenrith drove straight
into that wall of rock just ahead.”

“How can you say that!” exclaimed
Elspeth. “You, who are so beautiful and
voung, and so much loved—you have

verything of the best that life can give.”

“How little you know,” answered Hil-
ary bitterly. “What good does it do one
to be young, if one has nothing to hope
for, of joy in the future? What good to
be loved, if one can’t hope to spend one’s
days with those one cares for most?”

““I'here’s always hope,” replied Elspeth,
“‘until one is old.”

“] feel old, though I'm not twenty yet,”
Hilary said. “I know I oughtn’t to talk
in this way to anyone, but I am so miser-
able, and if it were not for you, I should
have no one to confide in. I should really
be glad to die, unless—unless—"

*Unless what?”

“Oh, unless I could suddenly come into
a lot of money, or—find a few jewels like
Mr. XKenrith’s, which he showed us the
other day. Then—then everything would
be different.”

“Are things worse than you have told
me before?”’ asked Elspeth, sympathetical-

“A thousand times worse, if that could
be possible. Mother and I are in dread-
tul difficulties. I dom’t know what is go-
ing to become of us. Any day—any hour
—the most awful disgrace may fall upon
our heads, and we shall be ruined for-
ever.”

“Can nothing be done?” implored Els-
peth, forgetting all her own anxieties.

“I could do something—something 1
would far rather die than do.”

“You mean’—

“] see you've guessed.”

“May 1 speak out?”

“Yes. We're friends. You have done
so much for me. Oh, you can’t help me
now—except by sympathy.. But that’s a
great deal, when a gnl is as wretched as
I am.”

“Your mother wants you to marry some
rich man.”

“That would be nothing new. She
brought me up for that. Once I -didn’t
mind the thought so much, when—I cared
for no one in parficular, and—when :t
was only an abstract idea. But now, mo-
ther insists that it is.my duty to say
yes, at once, to a certain man’’——

“Mr. Trowbridge! Has he spoken al-
ready 7"’

“Last night he spoke to mother. She
likes him tremendously. He told her all
about his circumstances. He is very rich
and he as good as told her that, if he once
had my promise, he would help her in any
way.”

“You wont give it to him? You can’t!”
exclaimed " Elspeth.

“T don’t know what I shall de. I'm
afraid I—must. There seems no alterna-
tive. Oh, 1 would beg or steal, T believe,
if 1 could only get the money which could
gave us in some other way.”

Elspeth would have answered, would
have tried to bid the girl have courage,
and wait upon events, when suddenly the
ear swerved; there was a grinding crash
of wood, a sensation, as if a wheel were
giving way, an mstant of cold fear with
mo desire to scream, and then—a cessa-
tion of everything. The world stopped for
her.

*» * * * *

“Is this death? Have I died, and solved
the great mystery? Am I on the thres-
hold of a new life?”’ Slowly, falteringly,
the words formed themselves in Elspeth’s
brain. \ :

Bhe was conscious of no suffering; she
scarcely remembered what she had passed
through, yet the impression of some tre-
mendous experience just undergone, float-
ed dimly in her mind. Either her eyes
were open, and she saw nothing but a
soft green-and golden light changing and
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pulsing, clse it was an illusion, a waking
dream.

“I must have died, for I seem to have
no body,” she lold herself. “What has
happened and what is coming next?”

Then, with a flash, she remembered.
Perhaps she was dead; but if she were,
the last thing she had done in life was to
be in a motor car with Mr. Kenrith and
Lady Hilary Vane. There had been no
accident. If all had been killed, .it was
her fault, for she had had a warning and
refused to listen. The thought that John
Kenrith was dead and that she might
have saved him made her conscious that
she had still a heart to beat, still a body
with warm blood to flow fast through
throbbing veins. An ugly aching made it-
self felt in the back of her head, and she
knew that the great mystery was still un-
solvéd for her. She was alive, and lying

.on the ground somewhere by the roadside.

The green and golden light was that of
the afternoon sun playing among tall
fronds of bracken which spread above her
like an emerald roof.

‘“lI must find him—I must find Lady
Hilary,” she whispered brokenly, half
aloud, and was glad of the sound of her
own voice in the silence which was like a
tragic assent to her fears.

Painfully she sat up, and would have
thanked Heaven that she had the use of
her limbs if she had thought of herself at
all now. Her head ached horribly, and
she felt bruised and shaken, but there was
no- unbearable pain to recall her attention
sharply to her own needs. She scrambled
to her feet, swaying giddily for a moment,
with sky and treetops whirling before her
eyes, but in a few seconds she was able to
walk, though rather unsteadily, and push-
ing her way through the bracken, crushed
by her fall, she came out upon the road,
and almost upon Hilary Vane, who was
kneeling beside John Kenrith.

As she knelt there in the dust the girl’s
back. was turned toward Elspeth, and she
was so absorbed in what she was doing
that she did not hear the rustling of the
tall bracken. She had opened the coat-of
the unconscious map, who was lying close
to the big, broken rKotor‘ car, with his face
stained with blood. Busily her little hands
were searching, searching for something,
and her whole heart was in the work.

Elspeth stood still, unable to speak, un-
able to move. But the spell- was broken
by the stealthy whirr of an‘ electric: car
coming along the road by which they had
traveled from Lochrain. It was close upon
them and, as Elspeth turned with a start,
she saw Trowbridge stop the automobile
and leap out. :

Beside him the Countess Radepolskei
was sitting, but when the car had come
to a rest she left it quickly and ran -for-
ward. Seeing Hilary kneeling beside Ken-
rith she gave a low cry which sounded
strangely in Elspeth’s ears. There was, or
she fancied it, a ring of anger and the bit-
terness of disappointment.

Trowbridge sprang to Lady Hilary, and,
as she struggled to her feet, he caught her
in his arms. With a moan she let her
head fall limply against his breast, and
Elspeth saw that she had fainted.

Quickly the thought flashed through her
mind that if Hilary kmew she could not
bear to rest in this man’s arms. He bent
over her, muttering something, and Els-
peth uttered ah exclamation just in time
to prevent him'from touching the beauti-
ful disordered. hair of the girl with his
lips.

“Give her to me,” she commanded per-
emptorily. Trowbridge and the Countess
saw her now for the first time, and with-
out a word the man obeyed. He laid Hil-
ary down on the crushed bracken by the
roadside and Elspeth knelt close to the
white, still figure.

“Mr. Kenrith—he is not - dead?” she
stammered.

Trowbridge gave her no answer, except
to stoop over the motionless body of the
man. The Countess, too, bent down, half
knerling, and as the two were between
Elspeth and Kenrith, she could no longer
see him lying beside his broken car.

It seemed many moments before Trow-
bridge spoke, though perhaps not twice
sixty seconds passed.

“No, he’s not dead,” the .answer came
at last. “I can hear his heart beating. If
only I could have made you hear in the
avenue, as you drove out, this needn’t
have happened. I saw that the near driv-
ing wheel was out of shape, as the car

went by, and called out; but I could make |-

none of you hear, though I took a short
cut through the park, and ran after you
until I saw there was no hope of catching
you up. Then I hurried back, thinking to
get one of the hotel motors to follow, but
luckily Lady Ardcliffe’s electric car was at
the door ready to take her out with the
Countess. I've driven the same kind, and
she let me take it, though she wouldn’t
come, and I don’t think she half under-
stood what I meant. The chauffeur—a
stupid young animal—stood by like a
stock, staring as if he thought me mad,
as I spun off with his auto. I hoped to
overtake you before anything had happen-
ed, but I was just too late. The wheel
is matchwood and the car badly smashed.
It’s a miracle you weren’t all killed.”

“Mr. Kenrith’'s head is bleeding,” said
the Countess. “You had better try to lift
him into Lady Ardcliffe’s automobile, Mr.
Trowbridge, and get him home, where he
can ba taken charge of by the doctor. Miss
Dean could hold his head on her lap, for
he oughtn’t to be left alone, while you
drive; and I can stay here with Lady
Hilary. till you come back for her. She
doesn’t seem to be hurt at all.”

I'o Elspeth’s surprise, Trowhridge laugh-
ed a singularly hateful laugh. “Oh, you
are very kind,” he said, “very unselfish,
but I will not trouble you, thanks. Miss
Dean will not leave Lady Hilary.”

As he spoke Elspeth saw his eyes and
those of the Countess meet, With a look
of defiance and understanding.

“I hope,” said the Countess with deadly
politeness, “that you will not repent your
decision.” Her voice and her eyes were
like steel. For the moment she was no
longer beautiful, but hideous, though she
had evidently remembered Elspeth’s pres-
ence and was striving for self-control.

“She has some plan,” was the thought
that flashed through the girl's head, ‘‘some
plan by which she means to make him
repent.”’

Trowbridge, however, no longer looked
at the Countess. 1le bent down and lifted
Kenrith's shoulders from the ground, ex-
erting. so much strength in the effort to
raisc the unconscious man that the clasp
of the strange bracelet Elspeth had once
before noticed on his wrist, snapped open
as his sleeve was pushed back, exposing
the arm.

CHAPTER IX.
MORE MYSTERIES,

Before Trowbridge was aware of the
thing that had happened, the bracelet had
tallen from his arm to the ground, which
it struck with a delicate metallic sound,
then rolled away into the bracken by the
roadside. Elspeth saw him start, but his

eyes did not follow the bracelet. They
darted to the exposed wrist, and what
they must have seen there hers saw at the
same time.

The band of white kid, resembling the
top of a long glove from which the hand
has been cut off, or another like it, still
covered the arm tightly and smoothly,
but the heavy band of gold which had
masked the end above the wristbone had
hidden the ragged edge of a curious scar.
Elspeth now saw that the flesh was in-
Hamed and that just above the wristbone
was a deep red mark.

Instinctively she turned her eyes, that
Trowbridge might -not be aware of her
discovery. She felt that he glanced quick-
ly at her to see whether his secret—what-
ever it might be—was at her mercy; but
her face betrayed nothing. As he was in
the act of lifting Kenrith’s shoulders from
the ground, he could not pull down the
cuff and coat sleeve which had been push-
ed back; but he turned in such a way that,
if Elspeth had not already seen the scar,
she would be unable to catch sight of it.
His change of position must have exposed
the scar to the Countess Radepolskoi’s
gaze, but Trowbridge either did not care
or considered her knowledge of his secret
a lesser evil. Half lifting, half dragging
Kenrith toward the electric car lent by
Lady Ardcliffe, he had almost reached it
when the unconscious man showed signs
of coming to himself.

He sighed, opened his eyes, and met
those of Elspeth, who had risen and was
watching him anxiously. Instantly he
seemed to have remembered all that had
happened, for looking straight at heér, he
said: “Thank Heaven you're safe! And
Lady Hilary—"

“Doesn’t seem to be much hurt, though
she has fainted,” Trowbridge answered
before Elspeth could speak. ‘“Don’t worry.
We hope you are going to be all right, too.

Better not try and help yourself, for fear
you may have a bone broken or a sprain
somewhere. I’ll lift you into this car—"’

“There’s nothing the matter with me.
Give me a hand and I'll get to my feet,”
said Kenrith. “No”—as he staggered up
supported by Trowbridge. “I'm all right.
No bones broken evidently.” He passed
his hand over his forehead, where a few
drops of blood trickled down over his eyes.
“Just a cut on the head. It's nothing at
all. You're sure you're not hurt, Miss
Dean, or Lady Hilary”’—

“She was up and bending over you when
we came,” said the Countess, somewhat
sharply. “It was only when she saw us
that she fainted. There’s, she’s coming
to herself now. One might almost fancy
she heard us speaking about her.”

. nere was nothing actually offensive in
the words, yet they gave the impression
that Lady Hilary had feigned unconscious-
ness to draw attention to herself, or for
come other reason. Elspeth felt an im-
pulse of anger, and would have defended
the girl but it was scarcely a moment _for
argument. Besides, the color was coming
back to Lady Hilary's face and the long
dark lashes were quivering. A moment
later she was looking up into Kenrith’s
anxious eyes.

“|—l—how stupid of me!” she mur-
mured, trymg to sit up and seinking back
on the shoulders of Elspeth, who had bent
down again to help her. “I'm not a bit
hurt, only jarred, I think. At first T was
up looking for Miss Dean and trying to
tind out if Mr. Kenrith was alive; but
then, suddenly, my heart secemed to stop
beating. T suppose it must have been the
shock and then the reaction. When did
you come Countess—and Mr. Trowbridge?”

“I thought- you: saw us arrive in Lady
Ardclifie’s electric car,” eaid the Countess,
with an odd emphasis. “You appeared to
before’ you—fainted.” i

“No,. I didn't - see you—consciously,”
Hilary replied.

“I-called after you all, as you drove
past me in the avenue,” Trowbridge re-
peated. “I saw one of the driving wheels
was out of shape, and followed as quick-
ly as I could, with Lady Ardcliffe’s car,

' in which the Countess was just going out

with her. She thought that she might
be needed to give some assistance; but
fortunately you are all able to help your-
selves. Even your car has apparently
escaped any very serious damage, Mr. Ken-
rith; and now, if you feel up to the ef-
fort, 1 can get you all back to the hotel.”

Tnvoluntarily Elspeth glanced at the
place where the bracelet had fallen, ana

where the heavy band of .gold had 'been
visible at the side of the road, its pearls

and turquoises gleanling out among the
grass.  Would he leave it lying there? she
wondered. But already it was gone.

It could not have been he who had re-
claimed it, for he had not once moved
away or stooped down since Kenrith had
recovered consciousness. But for & mo-
ment or two Elspeth had lost sight of the
Countess Radepolskoi’s movements, and
now she quickly decided that, while she
had not been looking, the Countess must
have picked up the bracelet.

“Will she keep -it, or give it back to
him ?”—Elspeth asked herself curiously, as
she stood aside while Trowbridge helped
Lady Hilary into the car. It was then
the Countess’s turn to take her seat, and
Trowbridge’s assistance was given to her
also, notwithstanding the bitter words and
defiant looks which had. passed between
them a &hort time ago. “Now, Miss
Dean,” said Trowbridge, when the Count-
ess was seated beside Lady Hilary in the
large tonneau. But he did not come for-
ward to help her. He let Kenrith give hér
a hand, as she mounted the step, turning
his back for a second or two. Then, when
Kenrith was also in the tonneau, Trow-
bridge closed the door; and Elspeth had
a fleeting glimpse of gold and turquoise
under his cuff as he did so.

“She has given it to him—quite quietly
and stealthily,” the girl thought. “Then
she must have known all along why he
wears it; there could have been no secret
about it for her, or she would have said
something. Now I’'m certain that there’s
an_ understanding of some sort between
them. She’s furious with the man, on ac-
count of Lady. Hilary. He knows that,
"but he’s defying her; and for some reason
or other she dared not fail him when he

needed her help, in spite of all.”
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Elspeth felt that she was surrounded by
an atmosphere of mystery. Something
very strange was going on around her—
something so intricate, so many-sided, that
she could as yet lay her hand on no clew
to the puzzle, though she could dimly
se¢ her way toward more than one, as,
half bewildered, wholly frightened, she
groped in darkness toward ths light.

* * »

There was a great sensation at the
Lochrain Castle Hydro, when it was know
that there had been an accident to Mr.
Kenrith's magnificent automobile.

Fortunately for the victims of the dis-
aster, there were few people about when
they arrived at the hotel in Lady Ard-
cliff’s electric car. Dusty and disordered,
they were able to escape to their own
quarters without being seen by more than
three or four persons; but the story of
the accident spread through the house like
wildfire. Groups assembled in the great
hall to talk it over. Those who could
say that they had seen the electric car
come home suddenly found themselves ex-
traordinarily popular with “all their ac-
quaintances, and were besieged for details.
How had Lady Hilary looked? Was it
true that Mr. Kenrith's head was terribly
cut? And had they really had that pretty
little typewriter person in the car with
them?

The Countess Radepolskoi kept her
room, and Mr. Trowbridge also hid him-
self, therefore Lady Ardcliffe was over
whelmed with callers in her private sit-
ting room. It was her car which had
gone to the rescue, therefore it was
thought that she must have more informa-
tion to impart than any one else. '

On the contrary, however, she had very
little. All she knew with certainty was
that she had been on the point of tak-
ing Countess Radepolskoi out for a spin
in her car, when Mr. Trowbridge had rush-
ed up to ask if he might borrow it in a
great hurry. He had said something was
wrong with Mr. Kenrith’'s car, and he
wanted to follow it. As he knew how to
drive, he had preferred not to take the
chauffeur, but the Countess had ingisted
on going. As for herself, she had been
so upset by the fear of some terrible nc-
cident that she had been obliged to come
back to her room and lie down, with her
maid to fan her constantly, and hold her
smelling salts, or sh&should certainly have
fainted. . Neither ‘the Countess nor Mr.
Trowbridge had visited her since bringing

the others home, though she had expected
them to do so, and she had now sent for

Miss Dean to tell her everything exactly
as it had happened. The young person,
it seemed, was slightly shaken and bruised
by her fall from the car, and was changing
her dusty things. She might not be well
enough to act as secretary for a day or
two, as she had wrenched her arm, but
she would be able to come to Lady Ard-
cliffe’s room and tell the story of the ac-
cident.

As a matter of fact, poor Elspeth’s ex-
perience after reaching home was scarce-
ly conducive to the restoration of shat-
tered nerves. Pitying Lady Hilary’s weak-
ness, she had gone with the girl to her
room, as poverty compelled Lady Lam-
bart and her daughter to travel without
a maid, and Hilary, utterly broken and
inclined to be hysterical, was in need of
help.

“P’ll stay with you, dear Lady Hilary,
till the doctor comes, unless Lady Lam-
bart has returned from the walk you say
she'd gone out to take,” said Elspeth.

“I don’t want a doctor. I'm perfectly
well,” replied Hilary. “I'm only rather
shattered. I can’t help trembling, but
I'll lie down and,be perfectly fit again by
dinner time.” j

“You must let me help you undress,”
pleaded Elspeth.

“You need help yourself,” Hilary said.
“You are as pale as marble.”

But Elspeth only laughed and insisted
that she had not even a headache. She
made Lady Hilary sit down, quietly re-
moved her hat, which was crushed into
shapelessness, and began to open her
dress. She had unfastened several but-
tons, when something tied up in a little
lace handkerchief dropped from Lady Hil-
ary’s bodice and fell to the floor.

Elspeth would have stooped to pick if
up, but with a low cry and a burning
blush, Hilary slipped from the chair to
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J‘omefl-z'ing tied up in a little lace handkerchief dropped

her knees, grovelled for a second search-
ing for the thing she had lost and, having
reclaimed it, grasped the knotted hand-
kerchief tightly in her hand, as if deter-
.mined that Elspeth should have no chance
to guess at its contents.

The other had no wish to pry into Lady
Hilary’s secrets and was conscious of no
curiosity; but she could not help thinking
that the thing tied up in the lace hand-
kerchief had looked like a piece. of jewel-
lery—or pérhaps more than one. The
cambric was so delicate that a glint as of
gold had shone through; but Elspeth did
not even wish. to know what Lady Hil-
ary desired to hide, or why there should
be a necessity for hiding it.

Neither of the girls spoke of the little
incident, and TElspeth continued to help
Lady Hilary. She had taken off the dress,
which was torn as well as dusty, and put
her beautiful friend into a dressing gown,
when Lady Lambart came hurriedly into
the room.

Elspeth had just stepped to a wardrobe,
which was in an alcove, and though she
heard the door fHlung hastily open the
new comer could not see her.

“Hilary!” exclaimed Lady Lambart, who
entered with an open letter in her hand,
“the end has come unless you will con-
sent to marry that man. Tomorrow some
awful person is coming to serve a sum-
mons upon me, and”

“Hush, mother, we’re not alone,” said
the girl “in a distressed voice. “There’s
been an accident. I’m not hurt, but a
little upset, and Miss Dean, who went out
with Mr. Kenrith and me for a spin in
his car, has very kindly offered to help
me to get rid of my dusty things.”

At this Elspeth moved forward, puf,
down the slippers she had just brought
for Lady Hilary, and walked to the door.
“I’ll leave you know,” she said. “I think
T’vé done everything I can do.”

With a slight bow acknowledging Lady
Lambart’s presence, she would have gone
quietly out, but the elder woman stop-
ped her.

“It is an impertinence your having come
into this room; you helping my daughter
is a mere pretence. You have worked
upon Mr. Kenrith’s good nature until he

has allowed you absurd liberties; but I

advise you not to fancy for a moment

that he respects you the more for hav-

ing taken advantage of his kindness.
When T tell him, as T intend to do, that
you have accepted bribes from Captain
O~" ' ¢a help that person to communi-

!
¢

cate with my daughter he will be as deep-
ly disgusted as I have been. And when [
complain of your conduct to the manager
of the hotel in all probability you will be
discharged, Now you can go.”

For a moment Elspeth faced her. “You
know that I have accepted no bribes, that
I have done nothing underhand. But if
you wish to injure me you will no doubt
be able to do so.”

Hilary sprang up, with an imploring ex-
clamation, but Elspeth felt that she could

bear no more, and, closing the door be-’

hind her, she went out.

On the way to her own room she met a
servant with two messages to deliver. One
was from Lady Anrdcliffe, the other from
Mr. Kenrith, and from each there was a
request that Miss Dean would come for a
few moments’ conversation as soon as
possible.

Elspeth was certain that ILady Ard-
cliffe’s wish to see her was a mere whim,
whereas, Mr. Kenrith would not have
sent for her in this way unless he had
some reason of importance; therefore she
said that she would be with him in 20
minutes, as soon as she could change, and
that she would go to Lady Ardcliffe in a
little more than half an hour.

Now she began to feel stiff, and her
head ached furiously; but she told herself
that the hot throbbing of her nerves was
more through indignation against Lady
Lambart than in consequence of her
fall.

She was pale to the lips, when in a
fresh white dress, she presented herself
et the door of Kenrith’s sitting 1oom.
He was alone, and rose on her entrance.
Although he too had changed his clothes,
there were traces of the accident to be
seen in one or two small cuts on his face,
and the larger one over his forehead,
which the resident doctor of the Hydro
bhad now closed up with strips of plaster.

“Forgive me for serding for you, but
there was no other way of getting at you.
My. poor child, you are white as a lily
and look almost as frail. How can I ever
pardon myself for making you suffer?”

“You have not made me suffer,”” Els-
peth answered softly, but she hardly
trusted her own voice. “You are very
good to me, and that is why' I wish I
could do something for you. Did you send
for me to tell me that there is something?
I hope so.”

“Sit down here on the sofa among these
cushions,” he said, making a place for her
on tne sofa, where she had first seen Cap-
tain Oxford. “There is a thing I want to
tell you, and then a question I will ask.
You remember the blue diamond and the
black pearl I showed you the other day,
when Lady Lambart and Lady Hilary
were here? Well, they have both been
stolen this afternoon.”

“What,you left them in this room when
you went out, and they were taken while
you were gone?’ gasped Elspeth.

‘“No. I had them about me." I always
carry them so. Didn’t you see where 1
kept them that day?”’

Elspeth shook her head. ‘I wouldn’t
look. I didn’t want to know, somehow. I
heard Lady Lambart cry out, "Who would
have thought of your keeping them there?
and I supposed you had had a safe con-
cealed in the wall.”

“No, I carried them in a belt. I had
them as usual, when I went out motoring
today. When I came back they were gone.
The belt had been cut with a sharp knife.
The question 1 want to ask is, ‘Did you
see any tramps or suspicious looking per-
sons hovering near us when you came to
yourself after our accident? ”

CHAPTER X.
The Beginning of the Deluge.

All Elspeth’s blood seemed to rush back
upon her heart, and her throat contracted
so that she could not answer.

Again, she could see Lady Hilary eagerly
bending over John Kenrith’s still figure
as he lay unconscious on the ground.
again she could hear the girl saying that
the only thing which could make life toler-
able would b2 money. Again, she saw the
knotted handkerchief fall from Hilary’s
bodice, with a glitter of gold through the
cambric. Could it be possible that, driven

 half out of her mind by misery—but no;

Elspeth would not tolerate the thought,
and felt a traitor because it had passed
swiftly through her mind.

“When I came to myself,” she said
when she was able to speak, “there was no
one in sight except you and Lady Hilary,
Poor girl, she fainted away only a very
few minutes after that, almost immediate-
ly after the Countess and Mr. Trowbridge
arrived, you know.”

“Thank  you,” Kenrith answered
thoughtfully. “But of course, you may
have lain there stunned for some time.”

“No Lady Hilary didn’t lose conscious-
ness at first, and she said it was only a
few minutes after our accident that the
others appeared with TLady Ardcliffe’s
car!” Elspeth replied impulsively, then
half wished that she had not spoken, for
she would have died rather than put a
doubt of Lady Hilary in Kenrith’s head.

“Then it is a very great mystery,” re:
turned Kenrith. !

“You ‘arc sure that you had the jewels
in your belt when you went out?”’

“Sure,” Kenrith answered. The rea-
son 1 am so certain is because I had- a
queer dream about the diamond last night.
I dreamed that it had been stolen by a
masked woman that ecrept into my room
in the night; and the dream was so vivid
that I opened the belt in the morning be-
fore putting it on, to be sure that it wasn’t
true. Since then, there has bsen no
chance for a thief to rob me, except when
1 lay unconscious this afternoon.”

“What a pity you brought such tremen-
dously valuable things to Scotland with
you!” Elspeth could not help exclaiming.
“If only you had left them safely in the
bank.”

Kenrith smiled. “They were new foys,”
he said. “Perhaps you may have heard
that rave jewels are a weakness of mine.
Besides, I had half promised to show them
to Captain Oxford, who happencd to hear
that the Radepolsoi diamond would be
on the market; and therefore it was in-
directly through him I got the chance to
buy it before it went to Christie’s.”

Elspeth shivered a little. Suspicious
people, who know of Captain Oxford’s love
for Lady Hilary and their common pover-
ty, might suspect a plot if they should
hear this story, especially should they find
out the sequel to it, which she knew. But
she did not intend that any omne should
find out that sequel through her.

“Shall you send for a detective?” she
asked.

“I suppose so,” he answered. “But now
vou tell me you saw no one near; and as
.Lady Hilary did not lose consciousness at
first, she must have known if anybody had
approached me. I must confess that to
me the mystery seems beyond the skill of
any detective less clever than we read of
in impossible novels.”

“1 think,” said Elspeth quietly, “that
the detective would turn his attention to
—me.,”
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“What do you mean?’ exclaimed Kene
Tith.

“I mean that he would consider it very
likely that I had taken the jewels.”

“That is nonesense,” Kenrith said,almost
angrily. ‘“A man who saw you, and yet
made such a suggestion as that, would be
discharged as soon as he had made it.”

“Thank you,” Elspeti answered, laugh-
ing faintly. “After all, perhaps a very
clever detective would know that most
women would be too cowardly to attempt
such a crime as that in open day, even if
they had the will to do it. But ,indeed,
I should have no right to be offended if a
suspicion of that sort did come into a de-
tective’s head.”

“If you say such things I shall not send
for one, but will let the jewels go.”

“No, no!” exclaimed the girl. “I shall
feel terrible if you don’t do everything you
can to get them back. I wish I could help
you. I shall think and think with all my
migl}t. Who knows but I may have apn
inspiration.”

“You are clever enough to have one,”
said Kenrith, “if you put your mind to
it, so do try. Of course, all that 1’ve told
you is between ourselves. I don’t want
my loss known and discussed in the hotel.
But I'm sure I don’t really need to say
that.”

“No, T would not think of speaking to
any one,” replied Elspeth. “And I shall
try very, very hard for that inspiration,
though I'm afraid, it’s too much to hope
for that a really helpful one will come.
Now, if you have no other questions to ask
me, I must go, for Lady Ardcliffe wants
me to come to her room, and I’'m keeping
her waiting.”

“I hope I haven’t worried you,” Kenrith
said. “I'd much rather lose the jewels
than do that. Naturally, I should liké to
solve the mystery of their disappearance,
and still more to get them back, if I can;
for if I can’t, it'is not going to disturb me
seriously, and it certainly must not dis-
tress you. Remember I took you out this
afternoon by way of trying to bring back
the color to your cheeks. Instead of doing
you good I threw you out on the road,
came near killing you, shook you up ter-
ribly and bruised you a good deal. I'm
greatly afraid, though you are too brave
to complain. So you see, I’ve enough re-
sponsibility already. If you are going to
worry about a comparatively small misfors
tune that’s happened to me it will make
it a lot worse”’— ¢

‘I won’t worry then,” smiled Elspeth.
“T'll save myself up for the inspiration.
But now may I ask you one question;what
about your chauffeur? Do you trust him
entirely ?”

Kenrith looked surprised. “I’ve always
found him a good driver and a particuular-
ly fine mechanic,” he replied. “I've had
him in my employ ever since I took to mo-
toring, nearly two years ago: I've never
had any serious accident until today.”

“But what about that wheel? Oughtn’t
he to have known there was something
wrong with it?”

“He’s been ailing for a day or two;some
trouble with his eyes. Hs told me, when
I sent word at what time I wanted the
car today, that he would hardly trust him-
self to drive, if I were willing to do sc
instead. Of course I was willing—indeed,
I generally do drive, and put him in the
tonneau. But I must say that the wheels
and everything else appeared to be all
right before we started. I looked the car
over myself, but I see now it must have
been superficially.  As Dubois wasn’t well,
I ought to have made a more thorough ex-
amination, so I fear I have myself to
blame, rather than the chauffeur.”

“He’s a Frenchman?”’ asked Elspeth,

““A Belgian.”

“Well, I must go,” said the girl, scarce-
ly daring to suggest that the chauffeur

might have pretended illness by way of ;«;,An.

excuse to absent himself when he knew
that an accident was sure to happen. 1f
the man were innocent, it would be cruel
to plant an unjust suspicion agains{ him
in his master’s breast. If he were guilty,
of conmivance in some horrible plot, then
let -the detective Mr. Kenrith was going
to send for find it out; for in the mean-
time, there was no further danger from
harm that he could do, as the car was
badly broken and could not be used for
many days to come.

The girl supposed that Iady Ardcliffe
wanted her, to talk over some new poem
about to be begun, therefore she was sur-
prised to find a number of people in the
sitting room.

‘“We want vou to tell us all about the
accident,” Lady Ardcliffe said. “Begin at
the beginning, from the time you went
out.”

There was no reason why Elspeth should
not obey, still she was reluctant to speak,
and would have made some excuse to re-
fuse could she have thought of one; but
she was very weary, and not as fertile in
expedients as if her vitality had not been
at a’ low ebb. In a dull, tired way, she
told how the automobile had started, how
Mr. Trowbridge had tried to stop it, and
all that had happened afterward. Lady
Ardcliffe began by asking excited ques-
tions, but presently she relapsed into sil-
ence, looking so pale and angry that Els
peth wondered if inadvertently she Iad
said anything to give offense.

The change in Lady Ardcliffe’s manner
was felt by every one in the room, and
when Elspeth had told her story.they :ﬂse
one by one, and went away. Elspeth w&uld
gladly have gone also, but Lady Ardclifie
laid a hand upon her arm. ‘“Well,” she
said, “I wanted to speak with you alone.
That is why I pretended to be tired; I
meant tc get rid of them all. Now, tell
me, how did Mr. Trowbridge act when he
came on the spot where the motor had
broken down? Didn't he seem particular-
ly anxious about one person in the party?
[ was sure from something you inadvert-
ently let drop just now that he did. You
needn’t look so obstinate, as if you had
made up ycur mind to say nothing, Miss
Dean. He did show that he was desperate-
ly anxious about Hilary Vane, I'm sure.”

“A week ago, Lady Ardecliffe, you asked
me whether I thought Mr. Trowbridge
cared a great deal about Countess Rade-
polskoi.”

*“Ah, but that was before he met Til-
ary.”

“You must think him very change-
able.”

“I only fancied _that he cared about the
Countess. I feel that he is in love with
Lady Hilary. You know it; don’t you?”’

“It is not my affair,” said Elspeth, pru-
dently.

“That is just the same as if you said
‘yes,.” But, of ecourse, it is not my affair
either, except that 1 am a friend of Mr.
Trowbridge's, and [ should be very gorrv
to see him sacrificed by a designing w
man.”

(To be continued.)

THE UNDER DOG.

My bonnie lies under the auto, oy
My bonnie lies under the car,

Please send te the gurage for someone,
For it's lovesowe up here where I are.




