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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING
CHAPTERS

Stormont, daughter of Sir David
Stlc-;':mbglm‘ a wealthy ?gcotch country gen-
tleman, disap without leaving the slight-
est trace. was a quiet, retiring rl
with only one aistinguishing feature—beau~
titul Titian hair, which had been a mark
ot the Stormont family for generations. Her
Basil Conyers, comes from London to
rld in the search or“hlel‘. and ?Mllly r:s:irj:-
that a girl answering to -
s B Mbeen:eenwllh a band of gypsies.
sy, he finds Iso ], almost
elling. er clothes
hanged. when she recovers
be another girl All memory
been wiped out by the
ergone, and she begins
Her _chlncte‘r is quite ifh&::ed,
mpletely tivates Bagil, hose

gor hereto’

ore has been more of
the cousinly kind.

In one o(,the pockets of her gown is found
an old Testament, which Sir David appro-
priates, and he seems unexplainably perturbed
bver her return. -

Various stories of the girl's experiences are
circulated, and attract the attention of

ashe. a fortune hunter, who meets her
ty Mean-

. which is four months

Then, to complicate matters further,
from run over by an

Testa-

ingly dual identity.
e skilfully arouses th
is yet mervous

she
her into a faint and another s
For the benefit of her health and of 8
David’s the Stormonts go abroad. Ashe 1
lows, and in Switzerland overhears the keep-
ers of an English orphan esylum remarkin
upon the wonderful resemblance of Isobel to
a runaway girl who had been in their care.
=~He vainly attempts to force her to a:fl‘e
herself to him, and just after a painful In-
terview she attempts suicide, and is rescued
by Conyers,

CHAPTER XXV (Continued)

ITH but one good
hotel open, and
only a sprinkling
of guests dotted
over itsbig rooms,
the little English
contingent was
thrown more f{o-
gether than If
there had been the

_ usual crowd. To
lessen the con-
straint of the long,
lamplit evenings
Lady Stormont
had given her
voliceagainsta pri-

= vate sitting room,

but she regretted it nmow, since it was
impossible to exclude Ashe, a recent
guest, a man to whom they-owed an
unforgettable debt, from their eircle.
Why she now found his presence so irk-
some she could hardly say. That Basil
should resent it she did not wonder. A
man in love is always one-sided, bul
that a man in Ashe’s position should
presume to Miss Stormont was absurd,
and. all the .more as Isobel evidently
avoided him; but before another day
had passed Lady Stormont had become
uncomfortably conscious of some under-
current beneath the still conventionally
smooth surface.

A woman of the great world is not
easily decelved within her own spheré.
Isobel might avoid Ashe, but she was
intensely conscious of his presence, her
mother saw, while Ashe wds too pla-
cidly unaware of her coldness. What it
might be she could not divine, but that
there should be the faintest hint of any-
thing beyond the most formal acquaint-
pnce between her daughter and Evelyn
Ashe was not to be thought of; yet she
could not take the easy and obyious
way to put an end to it by leaving Zer-
matt. Ashe would hardly have the ef-
trontery to follow them again as "he
gad dome from Caux. sir David, for
jome reasom Or No reason, could not be
nduced to leave, though every day saw
nore visitors departing down. the valley.

Wwith an!Englishman’s craving neces-
ity for deing something, Conyers had

yersuaded ' the unwilling guides to un-
lertake some of the lesser expeditions,
shieh at least filled up the time and re-
jeved the women of Ashe's company.
He was always one of the party, for
there was as yet mno opén breach be-
{ween the two young men, although Con-~
jers regarded the other with something
»f the watchful suspicion of the dog in
possession, an attitude which, in the
circumstances, gratifizd Mr. Ashe's
humor.

On one day wuen no more distant ex
pedition could be arranged, the wholo
garty had gone to a tiny village far up
2 lateral valley—a cluster\ of quaiutl
ghalets, weathered almost biack,  aud
Eudd':ng together with scarce @ passage
etween, as if cowering close for shel-
ter. The tangle of Howers through
which the rocky path climbs in summer
was long gone, the sky was a hard, un-
proken gray, against which the moun-
lains were bitten out in cold, terrible
zlearness. 'There was no relief from the
aarsh monotony of black and white and
gray—of rock and ice and snow. One
»f the ragged, uncouth-looking peasants
~ame out rrom & chalet, shook his head
at the wveiled sky,K and muttered some-
thing unintelligibie — a ‘warning 10 BO
pack apparently.

Lady Sformont had lingered behind
the others, and now a sudden dread of
the place overcame her; a panic long-
ing to get away from the deadly, omi-
nous sfillness, the vastness, the savage
desolation.of this cold wilderness of
snow. FThe mountains seemed sinister,
sentient shapes, brooding over some
dire secret, The terrific form of” the
Matterhorn towering close above seem-
ed an em)odied menace.

“David,”’ she ¢ried, as her husband
appeared round the jutting corner of a
chalet, “do let us leave here tomorrow.
1 would go tonight if I could. 1 don’t
often trouble you with fancies, but I'm
afraid of this _place. I feel as
it something dreadful will happen here.
Do let us go tomorrow. If we don’t, 1
think the manager will turn us out, or
we will get snowed up for the winter,”
trying to l..ugh.

“I'm sorry, Marian, that you don’t
like it,” said Sir David, abstractedly.
“Now, I've enjoyed getting up to the
snows onge more;”

As he glanced round, his wife thought
that she had never seen 2 face less
suggestive of enjoyment.

“But al .ut tomorrow,” she urged.

«“We ehall go tOmoOITow, certainly,
sinece you wish it—if some letters come
that I've been waiting on.”

“But, my dear, we needn't walt forf
that. Letters would be sent on to you
anywhere.”

<I ean’'t go till 1 get them. I can’t
risk them going astray,” with the sud-
den obstinacy which was now so easily
roused. “They are -too important,
They—they may mean everything—life
or dﬁ‘-th.”

~“That is very important, certainly,”
said Lady Stormont, dryly. These
strange lttle outbursts of her hus-
pand’s by turns alarmed or angered
her. Life was not.an Adelphi drama
with mysterious secrets. “I hope your
letters wiil come tomorrow, then,” she
sald, ‘‘as, ‘rankly, 1 would like to go,
it only to get rid of Mr. Ashe. 1 don't
think his company is good for Isobel.
1 don’t know what it is, but 1 think you
must surely have noticed that she is
not like herself today—she is either
silent or-else too excited—"

«Isobel—Isobel—it is always Isobel! I
ean't go; 1 can’'t sacrifice eve thing to
her,”" cried Sir David in a sudden flare
af anSar,
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CHAPTER XXVI
IPHIGENIA.

T WAS not only Lady Stormont who ),
had wondered uneasily at Isobel's
sudden variations of mood. Conyers
had observed them, too, and his deep

inward discomfort was forced to at-
tribute thém. in' some way-to Ashe's
presence, though he had to admit- that
the latter strolled along to all appear-
ance little affected by them. The truth
was that Isobel's endurance was reach-
ing the breaking point. -Since ‘she- had
flung her last  taunt at Asbe,
that meeting under the chapel por-
tico might have been a bad dream:
for all the Teferemce he made 10

undertake to leaye Zermatt today I'll
hold my tongue, and that's more than
you deserve.'” - 3
Conyers’ words were purposely as in-
sulting as a blow, but Ashe only an-
swered easily. “It' would be = bad
thing for_most of us if we got what
gome of our friends think we deserve.”
“It's . no question of friends,” said
Basil, hotly. But what ¢ould the cur.
have got hold of that made him take a
threat which held such consequences S0
l:ightly? He dared not think. He would -
not think: - “I’ve played the game
square,” he went on. “I'd have let you
alone, but if there's any more of this I
won't spare you. There are some things

_his voice. in
04T, ] }
ake'a fight for ity
here.” e
2 ; p. they battled on
.against the 4na through the
sufforating smother "of sSnow. ‘1t was
still fearly in the afternoon, but; so -
heavy were the laden clouds, 'S0 pro-
digious 'the downfall ,of snow, that
what light struggled ~through was
wan and aim, like fading twilight.
Had" they hdd ' darkness  to contend
with, tgo, their: plight would have
been hopeless. - As it was; it was des-
perate enough. for the path in many
places was built up with huge-rough
blocks along the' edge of the ravine,

And step by

and, making one step to his wife's
side, caught her in his arms. -
¥ My wife, my dear wife—my own—
my very own—my wife!” he gasped, as
if* overcome by some sudfien,” uncon-
trollable emotion.

Isobel was about to withdraw softly.
_For once her mother was wholly un-
conscious of her presence, and this as-
pect of her mother was wholly new to
nher. It was not the face which had
riow grown familiar to her, but the
face ¢f Marian Drummond, the woman
whose patient, steadfast heart had
been stronger than her  pride, who
had waited long for the love which
came back te her at last.

“My own wife,"” Sir David kept re-

2,

it—in words at least. But his presence

wds-a veiled menace -his smile; the. little,
ordinary courtesies’ he tendéred, made

- her tremble. The. sword which was

hanging over her head must fall—and
soon: but till he ‘chose to speak she
could not reopen the ‘subject—pride and
the position she had taken up, to treat
his allegations as wild, -incredible fic-
tions. ‘both :rendered it -impossible, till
now she was torn bétween a shrinking
horror of what must come and & reck-
less longing for anything even the
worst, to happen—at least it 'would: be
oyver.

Basil had lingered a little, talking to a
man, as rough-looking as his very prim-
itive abode, but who had a few words
of English—as who has not in that tour-
ist-ridderr land? They were discussing
the weather, and the possibility of fur-
ther climbing that season; and then, as
the man showed a good deal of knowl-
edge of the supject, a ‘scheme which
Basil had been revolving of “erossing
the mountains into Italy an@ rejoin-
ing the Stormont party theré—provided
always they were safely rid of Ashe.
The peasant promptly pronounced the
idea to be madness, whieh roused Con-
yvers to argue on behalf of his project,
till at last, looking round, he found him-
self apparently left alone. A glance
down the rocky track showed him only’
two figures, winding slowly down it. Iso-
bel must have gone further on then—
and with Ashe!

Well, the storm which the peasant
said was ‘brewing would bé reason
enough to insist upon her return. - He
pushed his way through thé yillage,
which could boast nothing tiat could
be called a street, the crazy, tottering
chalets standing shoulder to shoulder,
as close almost as .stacks in a stack-
yard. As he neared the further end, he
was certain that he heard voices, but
when he stood in the open again the
wide, high valley, sweeping up to tae
cold, gleaming fangs of a glacier, lay
empty in all its expanse before him.
They rmust be somewhere about this
hide-and-seek place then, but as he
passed again by the tinlest and rudest
of ‘chapels, choked in amnong  the
chalets, Isobel’'s voite struck plainly
on hi$ ear, end to his fancy with a
note -of distress in it.” Next instant
his hand was on the rotting door, but
before he could push it back he heard
Ashe say calmly:

“I have not hurried you in any way,
1 have not pressed for an answer. I
have given you  plenty of time to
think, but you must sé€e that there is
only ong-answer possible, and that
what T ask, I must have—I will have.”
There was finality in the three slowly
uttered words.

Conyers .flung the = rickety door
back with a crash. The itiny, musty
place within could have been spanned
Ly his outstretched arms, and before
the citar, under a rude figure of the
church’s militant saint, Ashe and Iso-
bel were standing, the girl .hrinking
as far from him as the narrow con-
fines would permit. But a better rep-
resentative of the celestial. champion,

in the eternal combat between dark- °

ness and light would have been found,
in spite of his tweed shooting suit, in
the young man who now burst in, hig
eyes aflame, -bringing the breeze and
joy of battle with him.

“Isn’t this a _quaint little lace!"”
exclaimed Isobel, recovering herself
fter one low utterance of startled
dismay, and with lightning quickness,
and with a woman’s instinctive de-
sire to save a situation.

But Conyers paid no heed. He did
not even look at her as he stepped
between her and Ashe,

“T don’t know-what this'is'about. My 3

cousin may tell me or not, just as she
pleases, but I at-least have an answer
ready for you, and you can have it
whehever ~you choose, the sooner' the
better.”

Ashe regarded him with " a smile,
which made Conyers tingle to take jus-
tice-into his.own hands then and theré

“You certainly den't know, Mr. Con«
yers, what this Is about, though if Miss
Stormont chooses to inform -you"—he:
shrugged his shoulders. = "“Before you
interfere, however, in what so far is
entirely between her and myself, per<
haps you should ascertain whether your-
interference is welcome,” and,- composed
and smiling, even a little amused ap-
pqrently, his handsome head thrown
slightly back, he glanced at Isobel.

“There can be nothing between you
and Miss Stormont,” - said Basil, “but.
you may have been trading on a very
young girl’s ignorance and inexperiencs,
and putting some trifle in a wronf
light, and frightening her into trying t.
induce you to hold your tongue. You're
an adept at that little game, ‘but you
shan’t play it bera I won't have my

7y

“I{e did not even look at her dé he stepp‘eév between her

a man can do, and more things he gan't

.Af He's to keep his name on at his clubs.

Isotel,”” turning suddenly to her with
a change of voice, ‘‘you've had enough
The people here are afrald of
: srm.. Sir David and your mother
have . started for Zermatt but
soon overtake them, and Mr. Ashe and
I will haye our little talk out.”

The primitive man was let loose for
the-moment in Conyers. ‘I hope ‘the
cad will show cheek enough to justify
me in pounding him,” was the upper-

=

- v
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and a falsé step amid  the mufiling

snow would h#él them tqjthe .depths

of the gorge, where far away  down,

when the writhing mists parted, they

could catch a glimpse of the jagged °
black spikes of the pines.

“Are we .in danger?’ Isobel asked
once in a low voice.

“Well, a sllf here would be rather
awkward,’”” saild Conyers as cheerfully
as he could. ;

With one arm. he: was supporting
Isobel, with the other hand feeling
for the path with his stick, which he’

most- desire; the rest of the tangle . deyoutly wished had been an alpen-

might -be dealt with after that one su-
preme satisfaction.

It is for Miss Stormont to decide, 1
think. Her champion has perhaps
shown more zeal than discretion. Miss
Stormont, do you bid me leave Zermatt
today?” sald Ashe coolly. Face and
eyes by nature and by training usdally
served as an admirable mask, but no
effort now could keep the "triumph out

‘of the look he fixed upon Isobel.

Conyers resolutel averted his eyes. It
seemed the one th left he could do
for isobel. As for Ashe, if he loaked at
him he might kill him. -

Isobel had maintained a.cold silence.
Her fdce was as white: as the “dead -

blank of the wall behind her, agéinst
which her hair showed like the glory
encireling the head of the saint throned
above the altar., Her eyes did not flinch
beforé ‘Ashe’s look; but the position was
horrible. Wwas ever~woman in a sorer
strait -.between the man she loved and
the .man - she. loathed? ‘What could
Basil 'be thinking Of her—if only she

-cunld see his face, but he was staring

hard at the square of cold gray light
tramed in the open doorway. She must
gpeak; already the silence seemed to
have lasted beyond all thought, -the
triumph-in Ashe's eyes was unconcealed.

“]1t does not depend on me, Mr, Ashe.
You must do what you think best,” she
said in -a cold, contained, almost In-
different tone. 5

Ashe looked at her.

“You mean that?”

«And that Is your last word, ‘I Have
been very patient, but I may not give

“you another chance to change Yyour

mind.

It might ‘be sheer rashness on her
part, or some lingering hope that even -
yet the vorst might not io;me: but if
{he girl's attitude en he, he had
at least the sgtisfaction that each word
spoken was gall and wormwood !
very bitterness of death to the young
man standipg still dnd impassive be-
tween them. % &

“] have n.thing-more to say, sald

Isobel.

“Then I shall have to go to Sir David,
after all,” said Ashe witl the outward
coolness .he had preserv -all through;
“put I think he will expect; fathers

have & way of doing,

.will play Iphigenia to his A!amem on,”

«There's been enough of his,
in Conyers with some roughness—a man
on the"r%:: does notmu:emggz;tga
hrases.” ‘‘Have you anythin,
evishs to say to this—to Mr, Ashe?” to
isobel. *“No!l Very well, _then, it

. time we were. getting back to shelfer”; -

and without another look at Ashe he
drew her in _front of him, and followed
her out of the chapel

They had threaded
the village again,

d the lightning; ed
ﬁg:v. hv:hen would hthe lt%mmierbcnlt tall?
Whether -she had a right to it or mno, .

.4y dare,’ she may have nght as

with leadan teet.:ge trod e .bnz
path, with the frozer®mountains aroun

Phe ‘boding sky above and Con ers’ |

footfalls .ehind ringing out t the

Each one seemed d on

heart. Would she ever be

+ herseif right in his eyes?

: rel eltabunTed some -clalm
s :Eeth%s‘\lxmg old motto oﬁr house,

to explain how she had
become Invoived “in this hopeless ¢oll?
He did not seem inclined to afford her
; softunity. For a time they walk-
steadily on in silence; now and then
- @ - Bno {:ke floated siowly down from
the iron 8ky, and the footswr behin
her ‘'wo tqmc‘t‘:e“ta little, as if urging
to hasten—hasten.
hgua%enly, as  the path turned the
hill, a blast swooped
@own upon them like an eagle from

the fey heights, and went shrieking .-

up -the valley, jetting. loose the storm.
Tgxe sky seerged to descend upon the
moufntains, from the gorges mists

swirled up to meet the clouds, .the

Whole air was one choking flurry of -
stinging snaw. So ltmr% and fierce
was the assauit that' Isobel, blinded,
preathless, bewildered, swayed before
the blast and ’tunred back. Next
moment she. felt the strong support

/

stock.

“If only you can hold on, we shall
st‘)ion be past the worst of it,” he

added. > )

But cold and fatigue were doing
their work, and to Isobel at that mo-
ment that swift downward slide
through the soft yielding snow seem-
ed the easier part—no more questions,
no more struggle, Basil with her, not
doubting nor wonderlnf any more.

“You're 'ettlng tired. wll¥1 you'd let
me carry you a bit."” Basil’s voice seem-
ed to come from a long distance off,
and she roused herself to shake off the
deepening stupor. F

“Carry me! You couldn’t. It is only
in stories that full-grown young women
are glcked up and carried like feather-
welghts,”’ with a valiant effort to make
light of the situation.

“] carried you once, dear, and for a
good way, too,
denly the choking hand about his heart
gave way. It is.not easy to maintain a8
hard’ and critical attitude toward the
beautiful woman of your love when. fac-
ing a common  danger togethér your
arm upholding her and clasping her
lithe warmth to your side. ‘That !mpos-
sible scene in the chapel had filled Con-
yers= with bitterness - unspeakable, but
the peril, the struggle they were shar-

oa,”’ sajd Conyers, and sud- -

barefaced fortune-hunter you think me,
I wouldn’t have been guilty of such a
fatuous proceeding unless, as you see,  §
had something to offéer. ‘Knowledge is
power’ sométimes, though not so often,
perhaps, as the copybooks would have
us believe. It will save time, however,
if you will allow me to state what 1
happen to know, and then you can de-
cide what it is worth, or,” with a smile,
“kick me out, if you please. I shall be
as brief as I can.”

“Jt will be better,” said S8ir David,
sternly, as he resumed his seat. “I can
understand, though, that you should
wish to justify your conduct if you
can.”

~% think you will agree with me that

and A;hé:”

peating, “Marian, I have been a sorry

husband to you. I have tried yeu

oreély since—since—" -

“David, mi husband, my love,” in a
voice of infinite ’-coothing tenderness
and gentle patience, “I know you have
beeni sorely troubled—sorely: disiress-
ed—but trust me, dear; has my love—
my trust—ever failed you?”

There was a sudden smart tap at the
door, and In very German English a
walter's voite saild—

“Mistare Ashe requests most special
to see S8ir David Stormont.”’

As Sir David turned impatiently, his
eyes met his daughter’s, standing in
the shadow of the door. Whatever
they read there, the sudden new light
died out of his own like a lamp blown
out by the wind. 4

“meil him 1. will come” he said, in‘'a
dull,” changed volce, thrusting the
crumpled paper away.

CHAPTER XXVII
A HOUSE OF CARDS.

€6 pONE the worse of your un-
pleasant experience,I hope?”
inquired Sir David, rather
perfunctorily, when Ashe
was ushered into the room which he
used for writing. There certainly did
not seem much need for the inguiry, as
Ashe, pertectly dressed as usual, showed
*no trace of the exhausting struggle
through the snow.

“Fortunately, none of us needed to be
‘pescued,’ ' sald Ashe, with a smile; “al-
though 1 am sure Conyers would be
glad of their help in getting Miss Stor-

ing, Isobel's. courage, her effort not to - mont safely-home. It was terrible for

be & burden on him, had all been telll
on him, and now the barrier was burs
and his heart flowed out to her again.
“Jsobel,” he said, as the wind slack-
ned a little and breathing was less toil,
“T don't want to .pry, but I would like
to help you if I could. ‘That fellow Ashe
is a dangezrous snake. 1 hope he's a
the bottom of the ravine, though
should dearly -like to have had the
pleasure of sending him there. For
God’'s sake, don't have anything to do
with him that you can help. He spoke
‘about some answer he must have, Has
he any right, any—any hold—" .
Isobel :dntged her dazed forces to-
gether, With Basil cold and silent she
might keep silence, too; but here in
the warm shelter of his strong arm—
“He thinks he has,” was all she could

2 g:n think he will—=will go to
your father?® .i . i :
“1 have no doubt.‘&o will.”
“And—and what l—happen?'’ gasp-
ing with anxiety and the king gusts,
“1 don’t know;” hopelessly.
Conyers paused, wﬂte of the need
for _haste. . “For s sake, bel,
t .me. 1Is it something that hap-
while you were away? It can't
- desperately, “‘some-
thing that youean’t remember,but ‘which
that devil has got hold of, and is dis-
torting” for  his own- on% ‘He's playing
on y.ur fears, dear, g & mountain
to i r tender heart, to ? )
out of some molehill. I :
me, then, whatever it is — tell your
My mothe ny God, no!” cried
ettt mother—oh, my ‘no!”
Isobel, sharply t:lllnt back agsinst the
supporting arm. Z 3
lonyérs stpod 1, wrestling with a
wilder storm tl the snow-laden gale,
but his first condern was to ° the |
half-fainting gif in safety. nking
must walit till then. He braced his arm
mom.tichﬂyngbo _her 2ga
tramp

« heavy, plo

only knew ho,v‘ far they

be
the vii ., but the world was reduced” |

to a yard's breadth of
ing snowflakes. bel _still mechani-
cally kept her feet, but his own stren

kn -was falling from the dou

ing, dunc-

he
strain—and if s

A sudden confusion of voices and of
parking seemed all at once to rise about
them, and one or two dogs came burst-
ing through the pallid, glistening veil
of snow, followed by a posse of des!

. . . - ‘. . .‘ . - L s .

An hour or two later Isobel, who had .

. many tender in-
and sleep, grown al- -
wide-eyed, |
again, |

room. The

own
table strewn with letters and pa- -
pers, glr’bu‘ : - gl

by it, seemed
¢ ltp ln:enﬁy reading an official-look-
_“!uéf:niy he: crushed {t ‘together,

her, "1 hope she hasn't suffered from
the cold and the fatigue,” earnestly.
“Thanks, I think not, though natu-
rally she is a good deal exhausted,” said
Sir David, and then he paused definitely,
a pause which said plainly enough,
“What can you have to say to me
whiclr renders this interview necessary?’
And had Ashe not been so assured
of the strength of his position, he might
have found that a very embarra
ient, and the
not have been lessened by
it took Sir David some time to com-
prehend what Ashe's business with him
was, to0 realize that this young man,
* whom he knew merely as an agreeable
“‘detrimental,” was Wi form
requesti his daughter’s hand. -
“Yo nk this great presumption, 1
tear,” said Ashe, nished,
and Sir David sat:
moment in- silence,
ether he had heard aright.
“T don't wish to use any harsh
words, Mr. Ashe,” he said at last; “but
an 1 know of your position,
it hardly entitles you, ardon me, 10
make- such a request. 'ou cannot but
_be aware that Miss Stormont will be my
heiress.”
o-o}: was Sir David tst‘oﬂr‘;ont‘,r th: gga:‘d
seigneur, - the - grea’ -land owner, com-
'po:edlg conscious of his osition and its
‘d'ignmel. who was speaking now.
{79 do not know what encouragement
you may think you have received to
this proposal,’” went on_ Sir Da-

lvnld, em the tone of a man willing, in.

at least to spare another’'s feel-
(w:‘:ubug thinking it needful at ‘the
same time to show him the enormity of
his proceedings; «1 take it for granted,
| however, that you have come to me

"It would haye been more correct, 1

admit,”’ sald Ashe calmly, “but the fact.

is 1 have spoken to Miss Stormont,-and
| (smiling)_she referred me to you.”

“T hardiy know how much you mean

| to imply by that, but, from’ what I know

of my da.ughter"s feelings, not its usual
| acceptation -in < such circumstances, 1
! should think.”

“The circumstances aré har 1y quite
usual,” put in Ashe. But Sir id went
on: >

“In any ecase, 1 must ask i\;ou now to
take it from me as final - that I have
other views for Miss Stormont’s future,’

rising as he B~ 5

‘"‘F.gr Mlssmrmont! Yes, that 1 can
quit 4, but you might have
other % or Miss Isobei—
Brown!” in & to _studled quiet.

Sir David started to his feet as a man
s

tab. &
Y Koo, of no kBT Wi e
» au; 5
g imth

of the %
.wAls::“:;.ﬁed.‘ “] am not quite the

R

does who, unwarned, receives & vital

TTANCoAST.

I have done so when I have finished,”
said - Ashe, and then in very sucecinct
fashion he stated again all that he had

learned, dwelling _on that incontroverti-

ble piece of evidence, the Testament.,
~Uf course,” he added, “a trifle like
that, with no value save a sentimental
one—a memento of Miss Stormont's
wanderings—might _unintentienally be
mislaid or destroyed; but even if that
were the case, it is well remembered
at Hebeton, and a good many at Stor-
mont have seen it,” significantly.

“Jt is still at Stormont; I am not
likely to part with it; but now 1 have,

as. you asked me, listened to what you.

have to say, and 1 can only make the
sgme answer, that 1 have other views
for my daughter. If I were a younger
“man I might have resorted to your
alternative,” said Sir David, leaning
back in his chair, and gazing steadily
at Ashe. ;

“A very creditable piece of bluff,’”’ was
Ashe’s inward comment.” Then, aloud—
“] have never doubted, nor do I think
any one would doubt, that the young
lady ‘is your daughter, or that she is a
Stormont by blood; the likeness is too
remarkable. The point is, however—Is
she your heiress—is she a Stormont by
name as well as by descent? That is &
point which might greatly interest Cap-
tain Stermont Drummond, who, failing
your lawful issue, is, I understand, your
next heir.”

‘Failing my lawful issue he would
be; but that contingency has, thank
God, not yet occurred. If Robert Drum-
mond . or any accredited agent of his
wishes to make inquiries, L shall give
them all needful information. I am in
no way bound to give it to_ you. All
that concerns you is that Miss Stor-
mont is my only daughter, and, there-
fore, naturally and legally my heiress,
and as her father I decline any further
discussion involving her mname. You
have my answer; and my opinion of the
value of the ‘knowledge’ you have
chanced to pick up. Perhaps you will
leave me now,” rising as he spoke, and

standing at his full height; the habitual
stoop had disappeared.

Ashe's pale. handsome face had paled
a little furthér at that word “legally.”

“This is all very well, Sir David,” he
said, “but this Miss—Stormont,”” with a
slight dubious shrug, “‘is not the young
lady who disappeared so strangely last
Augusf—that you do not and can not
deny; and if I make this‘romance in high
life’ public—and why should 1 not?—and
the Thistlethwaites add what they have
to tell—they have some Very curious
things, indeed, to tell, and the word of
such solid. stodgy respectabilities can't
be lightly set aside, well—there will be a
very pretty scandal.

* *Where is the younger Miss Stor-
mont? a good many people would ask.”
_“That question, too, 1 am quite pre-
pared to answer to any one who has &
right to ask it. I in no way recognize
yours,” replied 8ir David, with the same
unexpected and baffling composure, be-
fore which, us before the chill light of
commol day, Ashe’s soaring dream-
palace, which had seemed so solid, so
well founded, was slowly but surely

crumbling away, and no desperate ef~

fort of his could stay the ruin.

The vrell-cut lips were rather white;
“they were drawn somewhat tightly
from the line of even teeth, which,
‘with the balked gleam in .the  eyes,
suggested the snarl of a vicious dog,
which would bite if it dared. -

As he said, with a very fair imita-
tion of his usual case of manner, kel §
can only congratulate you on being so
well yrepared for a number of very
awkward gquestions. Still it lies

_ pretty much with me whether they

need be asked or not, and Whether
jBir Davia Stormont will continue to
enjoy general respect, or Lady Stor-
mont that - pretty little delusion
which it would surely be a pity to dis-
“turhp. 1oy knowledge is not so value-

" jess after all; it would at least make

most welcome copy for a society pa-

ep.’:
“Lady Stormont will soon know all
the facts,” said Sir David, with that
composure which comes witi a final
and tremendous decision, ** : 1
should not like her to ca
needless distress, I am quite willing
to give a fair and reagonablo sum for
your 8 I won’t put a fanecy
rice upon it—what your soclety ed-
tor would give you for your scandal
shall we say?
you a second time¢, neither shall I. 1
do not choose to be indefinitely black-
mailed. 1 must . wWritten ac-
knowledgment you have re-
‘celved the money—we can settle the
Aot b A B e it
which yo L€ at a t will
be some slight protection. I do not

But as he would not pn§ :

know the exaect value of your word ot
present, but should you break it to me
—well, I will make that documen? jy«t
. &s public as you mak"® my affairs
That, I think, would somewhat
dress the balance as to general
spect. I shall write you a check
now if you lHke, as I don't think 1
is anything further to be said, o:
you prefer to think over it tin®
‘morrow, you can let me know 1o
price then,” Sir David was no longer
inclined to choose his words. *“Til) ‘
morrow then—very well,” tnd i
down to his letters, turning

upon Ashe.

re-

re-

b

CHAPTER XXVIII
AS A MAN SOWS.

HE sun rose next morning upon a
dazzling wonder world. in whici:

in earth or heaven, there
but two colors, blue and w >
but such blue and such wl te!
Nothing could change the couniou s
of the eternal peaks. but dow:
the valley every shape and

was -smoothed or- wholly

by the mufiifg mantle. of

white. A keen  frost had

the surface which, while it made waik-
ing possibls, rendered the task of cle-r-
ing the railway all the harder, while (he
road was even more unfavorable [ur
carriage.

In any case, Isobel was, however,
hardly fit to travel. Her adventure in
the snowstorm—at least Lady Stormont
supposed that to be the cause—had-left
her feverish and excited. She started
at every footfall, every sound, as if she
were on the strain of expectation.

“Is my father out?” she asked at las
abruptly; “I have not secn him u
morning."”

“He went out early, but he may have
come in again,” said Lady Stormont,
both surprised and pleased that lsobei
should ask for her father. “If you will
promise me to rest for a little, 1 sha.l
go and 'see.”

The great deserted place seemed more
silent than usual as she went to Sir
David’s room in search of him® Whut
had become of every one? she wondered
Conyers had sent up & message of in-
quiry for 1Isobel, but she had seen
nothing of him nor of Ashe that morn-
ing; though the latter was no cause for
regret. The room was still empty, but
conspicuous on the writing table was a
bulky envelope, which, to her surprise,
was addressed to herself. She looked
at it wonderingly for a moment before
ft occurred to her to open it.

After one glance at the first few, sen-
tences she swiftly crassed the room and
locked the door. She would need si-
lence- and solitude for what lay before
her.

“Marian, my dear wife, dearer than
ever to me, though of late I have given
you little reason to think so0,"” the letter
began, ‘‘will you read now what I once
thought 1 would keep from you with
my last breath, but now, whether 1 am
doing right or wrong, 1 can’keep. it from
you no longer. 1 cannot decéive you,
cannot let you believe a lie any longer—
you, who have ever been the soul - of
truth and loyalty, and 1 can tell you
now, as at last 1 know that, however
1 have sinned against you, 1 have not,
as 1 dreaded, done you the last deep
and deadly wrong, though God Knows it
would have been in ignorancé., That
Lurden, at least, has been lifted from
me; had it been laid upon me, too, my
punishment would have been, indeed,

= greater than 1 could bear.

¥ ‘‘Marian, will you try to belleve,
though, as you read this, it may well
seem impossible to you, that all my life
from the very first 1 have loved you?
A woman 1iké you, who has but the one
love to give, deep and true and lasting,
can hardly comprehend the wanderings
of a young man's fancy—how his eyes

and his feelings are ensnared for a
time, till he wakes up from the fleeting
dream to reality again, to find, perhaps,
that that brief madness had laid waste
his whole ‘life—if it were only his own!
Try, in mercy to me, though, to think
of this as you read.

“At first 1 did not understand my own
heart. 1 was foolishly impatient, as a
young man sometimes is, that my life
was so thoroughly mapped out for me.
Everything was so well arranged, 8o
well organized, that though when the
time came, and Sir David stepped- into
the place of Sir Malcolm, there could
hardly be any change, the old traditions
must be continued, everything would go
on as usual. 1 seemed to see the life
that lay before me to its miinutest de-
tail; even my wooing was planned for
me. 1 was to wed my cousin Marian,
and, dear to me though she was, and,
though 1 had the grace to know that [
did not deserve my good fortune, 1 had
the young man’s passion for the new,
tho -unknown, the untried. 1 wanted
something more than the future of jog-
trot ease and comfort which seemed to
lle before me. That autumn, perhaps
you Temember, 1 went to Sutherland-
shire. 1 wanted some deer-stalking,
some wilder sport than the Stormont
moors could flve, and there, in"an evil
day for her, I met Elsie Macleod.

““You have never heard of her exist-
ence; once my chief hope, my life effort,
was that you never might; but you
have seen her name—it is - written
on that Testament—the sole possession
which Isobel brought home with her.

“When on one of these long, magical
northern evenings i first saw Elsie start
out from among the bracken by the side
of a lonely moorland loch, she: seemed
like some shy creature of the wilds,
akin to the cloudy hills and the silent
glens like -the fleet: hinds. Next day I
saw her sitting, prim and demure, in

@ the empty, barnlike kirk, where her

grandfather, good old man, half blind

and half deaf, droned out his weekly

sermon to some half dozen people. " 1n

that bare, dusty place, amid these one

or two weather-worn old peo le,  lttle
int ' frock an

WeTE

it

Highland fighting spirit in him, and in
the Mutiny h distinguished himself
azetted captain, and,

- further, so won the favor of his_late
colonel’s daughter. that they made a
runaway matcl Her family never for-
gave her marriage with a ranker,
though he had some of the best High-
Jand blood in his veins. Had he lived,
he would doubtless have made a name
and a place for himself, but he was
killed in an obscure skirmish, and the
ung wife went home to the old,

father and to the lonlelly

S.

life for a few years,

Eisie: was left alone with the old man
and -his old houaekeeger_ ., -about as in-
firm as he. She had never been at
school. What she knew her grand-
father had taught her. She had never
had a friend of her own age, and she
had the natural 1

b youth for
youth, and
white road unrollin

glen. wondering if she wou

forth upon it to the won rful world
beyond, or if somie change—some one
vuxmid ever come down it to her.

—I came.”

~
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- Qver Fifty  Million
_Some Abuse$
‘Over Qat lnb S

At the convention of grai
held at Saskatoon recentl
Horn, chief grain inspecfo
paper, which the Saskitoo
reports as follows : |

In appearing amongst ¥4
naturally expected to say
about inspection; as so | mu
eriticism of inspection- is
of - misapprehension and
standing. A grain inspect
jn a peculiar: position,| ing
he can never expect 1o igiv
tion. He is- in the posi
arbiter, and in any arbits
often as not, one or wther
ties is dissatisfied. He mus
he believes to be the right
matter how assailed or be
one is impressed with the
tures and worth of his ow
and is- more or less bii
drawbacks and defects, so
that I always tell grain
their own opinion about
grain is worthless. ¥

The procedure and work
ing on the inspection iy as
ried out and safeguarded
possible under conditions:a
ist at present. The mod
dum of meeting the train
ing the samples has so jofte]
plained that it is now fami
of you, and I hardly khaw
ter to accomplish it. The ¢
samples are wrong someéti
a mistake has been made: il

ple, has never been substan
men never go out singly
they go in gangs or setls,
of a foreman, and the wor
ed systematically. 1 jalw
plenty of efficient and;réli
My deputies are all men
come forward under myse
have been.familiar with md
years. Al are tried and. tn

There has been inspectd
cfop nearly forty milljon
wheat, over eight million
oats, two million bushels
and about a quarter of
bushels of flaxseed.

The frost damage was
peculiar’ to the crop of t
causing a- third of  the
inspect below three i hor
sixty per cent. of th'e 3
white. - On barley th#: da
equally bad, whilst flaxses
much affected, the crop of
the largest we ever jhad
all of high quality. ~This
age made the work of
more than usually difficu
essitated the convenipg o
dard board to make sta
the wheat offered. T | pr
jected for smut and #Or b
> with other grain has bee
for some years, buq the:
quite a percentage of} mo
not being kept quite; dry
partly accounted for} by
the low grade being)so
into good condition. |

The frostéd oats in| this
a ‘serious complicatibn. *
the position that these
should ‘come under tfhe
fication, by interests in
megdiately served me! by
that T would be perscnall
for damages, as .alsg the
if oats carrying a " No.
proved to be frost ﬂam

- taking legal counsel: on
I was advised that|this
and that I could bg held

Some years ago g simi
arose in regard to:Alber
although their oatJ had
desirable appearaiice
very much more fthan
cats, they could not be

- to the same grades on

their being dam: %Fd b
standards Qoard 7 that
special commercial 'gra
the case of their oats
these grades ‘‘one Alben
iberta’” rather then h
classed rejected. Strang
action displeased |Alber
Their fine appearing ©
pared with Manitbba o
counted so much in cof
Manitoba oats that in
ation they moved to ha
of standards Tor | oats
the control of the s
.and next time the ac
amendment by parlian
accomplished, aad d
specially exempted fro
trolled or interfered wi
by any action of {the st
This is the explanatiol
the standards board
crop, they did mot ta
this question of jour 1§
this erop. They did ng
thority, and there was
but reject them as no
in the requirements of
grades as defined by th
exclusion of oats from
the standards board, I
jous mistake, and the
which 1 deem one of
. able efforts of your g
- - well direct your, energ
The inspector’s offio
ling and desir :f of
formation shippers re
But it is surptising
and how inexact mai
in writing. The nuny
the key to evervthin

~ $hat car, and we an




