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gentler eye. Tlie limpid eyes were wistfui, but the
pale face under that preposterous, poising butterfly
was liard and strained. tJnder lier pert manner and
lier alisurd dress bis keen perceptions divined a
spirit in straits, but the situation was developing too
fast, and from the side from wliich danger was
Most to lie dreaded. If Lesley, in lier own impulsive
generosity, had forged a dart for lier own bosom,
she would carry lier wound with a higli head and a
stili face, anci s0 would Adrian. Tliey were Skenes,
liotli of them, but who knew wliat tlis undiscipiined
young creature might do?

.,My dear young lady," lie said, -what we've got
to concern ourselves with in this world is-wliat is;
I don't lielieve mucb in miglit have beens. That ai.
the time so and so ýdîdn't liappen is usually pretty
plain proof that it couidn't have happened, wliatever
we may fancy afterwards, and I wonder"-smiling
-"who lias lieter reason tlian yourself to know wliy
Adrian's courage dlid hld out. As for my poor old

friend, lie had a sad life of it, and tlie idea liad
become to him like a sick man's fancy. At the last
there was neither rliyme nor reasQn ini it."

l'But' you said that at the last lie seemed to lie
thinking more kindly of Adrian, and not for the
first ýtime-so at least I have been told," said Alys,
Passing from the personai note, whicli relieved
thougli it did not altogether reassure lier hearer.

III did say so, and I lielieve it's true, if it's any
pleasure to Adrian to know that the grudge wasn't
carried to thie grave, but it's iii for a man like
Richard Skene to go liack on bis word. If lie liad
liad more time, wlio knows-but"-siaking bis liead
-"here again it's a case of 'wlat is."'

"But you don't suppose that lie miglit have per-
liaps Put down lis wislies-written somethig-but,
since lie was sucli a proud man, flot have cared to
teill anyone ?" suggested Alys.

Mr. Dalmahoy lauglied induigyently.
"NO, no; these are the things that liappen in

story-books, thougli there was notlring to hinder liim
doing it, for in Scots law if a man writes bis wiil
in bis own hand and signs it, lie doesn't need wit-
nesses, but 'every man bis own']awyer' is as dan-
gerous as 'every man bis own doctor,' and more so,
maybe, for the mischief spreads furtlier. If there
liad been anything of the kind, we sliould liave found
it long bèfore now, and no one would be more
Pleased than I, unless Miss. Lesley," looking down
the long, shining table to bis young hostess.

Alys's eyes followed bis, and lier mnoutli set liard
again, but at that moment Lesley rose. As Alys
rose to foilow lier, she liurriedly whispered to Mr.
Dalmalioy:

"I know you think I shouidri't have been asking
ail these questions, but, do believe, me, isAra
I arn thinking of. He is wasted here--I see it'
now." She was the pleading ingenue again, but
there was the unmistakable ring of truth and passion
in the last stifled words about Adrian..

In the drawing-rooin Alys deliberately withldrewv
to a distant chair, but MUrs. Campbell, to whose
mnotherly eye the girl looked somnewhat forlorn and
lOnely, followed lier, and, thinking it the best enter-
taiient she could offer a youing wife, began regal-
lig ber witli tales of Adrian and bis early days.

"lie was left s<> mucli alone as a cbild, poor dear,
that we were quite glad when poo Mrs. Home died,
and little Lesley was brouglit here," rambled on the
good soul, and then cauglit herseif up in sudden
distress. "0f course, I don't xnean that we were
glad that dear Mrs. Hlome died, for it was 50 very
sad and she s0 young, pool' thing. The waYs Of
Providence are very mysterions, but sînce it had to
bc, it was very nice for Adrian, poor boy, to bave
t<esley here."

"Oh, yes, I quite understand. I don't know mucli
about Providence, except that it always. secils to)

arrangement. Adrian is a good few years older
than dear Lesley, and I daresay she seemed too
young at tlie time, but we always lioped it would
corne about sooner or later. Lesley needn't bave
been Miss Home for tliese five years unless she had
cliosen, and tliere's Sir Neil, it's plain enougli what
lie wants, so one couldn't help drawing one's own
conclusions; but of course, mny dear," in sudden
confused recollection, "that was before we knew
anything about yuu. 0f course, we couldn't lie ex-
pected to know"-smiling-"but wlien we did
hear-"

"You thouglit that the ways of Providence were
very mysterious," Alys cut sliarply tlirougb the
would-lie expianation, and sprang out of lier chair
witb a sudden swiftness whicli set the long antennoe
and the spreading wings of lier butterfly a-quivering.

CHAPTER IX.

"Adrian," said Lesley one morning at breakfast
a week 'o r two later, "Mrs. Burnett was arranging
some things in Uncle Ricbard's room, and I was
witi lier, and made rather an odd find. There are
a lot of letters in one or two drawers in that big old
bureau in the turret room. They were under some
clothes, which I thouglit should lie given away. I
neyer knew that Uncle Richard kept any papers
there. I suppose Mr. Dalmalioy must bave looked
over tliem and decided tliat tliey were of no im-
portance, but 1 wisli you would go over them with
me, for if tliey are only letters, as they seem to lie,
tliey ouglit perhaps to lie destroyed."

"0f course I shahl," said Adrian. "Wbeîî sbould
you like to do it-to-day?"

"No, tbere is no special hurry, and I suppose
you bave your plans made for to-day. But there
are the keys, if you will keep tliem meantime," lay-
ing a littie buncli on the table. "'It would lie a
shame to waste a morning like this. If you are
going to Craigs, wliy not drive, and Alys couid go
wîtb you."

She turned witb a smîie to Alys, wbo was read-
ing a letter witli an air of extreme detacliment and
aloofness.

'I don't know Adrian's plans, but I don't care
to go out to-day, it is too cold," said Alys indiffer-
ently.

If ber busband liad to be prompted to remember
lier pleasure, then she would go witbout.

"Cold ?" ecboed Lesley. "Oh, surely not, if you
liad pienty of wraps-it is so briglit," glancing out.

Tlie long range of windows showed -a trans-
formed world. 'The first snow liad falien, and
against a pale blue sky, infiniteiy pure and rare, the
bigli moors spread their sheen of vîrgin white, every
fold and slope and cornie wliere a sliadow lay traced
in violet or deepest indigo.' In the valley there was
but a thin sprinkling of snow, enougli to strike the
sombre pine trees to a brighter green, and to enliance
the countless tender tinits of a winter woodiand in
the glancing morning Sun.

. II wisb you wouild co0me, Alys,"ý urged Adrian.
"The air is like wine. It would doyou ail the good
in the world."

-i wish you good people would remember that
tastes differ," said Alys pettisbly. "I don't like my
wine iced. Besides, if I don't go, you needn't bother
with the cart. Since it is sucli a fine day, wby not
ride?" with a quick flashing look from Lesley to
Adrian, ber eyes keen to catch any fleeting change

15

shSuddenly she rose, dropped the knife with which
sehad been absently tracing patterns on the clotli,

and, to the relief of the footman in the background,
silentiy waiting her pleasure, she hurried from the
room. She darted up to the state bedroom whicli
liad once seemed so oppressively vast and splendid
to lier, and passed*on to Adrian's dressing-room.
Shie paused, almost startled by finding that one part
of her expectations was fulfilled; Adrian ha(l
changed bis coat before going out, and the one lie
had been wearing at breakfast was thrown dlown
upon a chair. She slid lier hand into the pocket-
yes, drawing a quick breath, the keys were there!

As her hand closed upon them a flush dyed lier
face. The keys were there simpiy because Adrian
thought tliem quite safe, liecause lie would neyer
dream that anyone, that she ieast of ail, wouid do
what he wouid deern so mean a, thing. For a
moment Alys paused, lier hand still in the depth of
the pocket; then she withdrew it with a jerk. After
ail, witli a stubborn setting of the moutli, it was
for Adrian's sake, and she was doing no wrong.
Wliere couid lie tlie liarm of turning over a few
old papers? Wlio would lie tlie worse, and-most
powerfui plea of ali-wlio wouid know? Lady
Marclimont neyer appeared tiTi lunch. Miss Home
was out. Adrian would not likely return for hours.
She must risk encountering any of the servants
on her way to Mr. Skene's rooms, which she knew
were in the old part of the house.

Presently, witli a beating heart, Alys founid lier-
self in the narrow passage outside the heavy door.
Cautiously she tried the door, with a sudden fear
of finding it locked, but tlie handle turned,,tlie door
opened, and she stepped swiftly in, ciosing it silentiy
behind her. For a lireath's length she dare flot lift
lier eyes, while the coid air of the unsunned, unused
room struck through lier like tlie very chili of death.
Too self-alisorlied to lie very imaginative, she yet
feit, as the door closed liehind lier, as if she were
violating a sanctuary. By instinct she knew that
nothing- had been changed, tliat ail was still as thie
dead mýan had left it. Left it? To lier it seemed
that bis presence stili pervaded the gloomy room,
and that at any moment lier quick, scared giances
miglit meet the gaze of those steely eyes which
looked out so coldly from the portrait downstairs.

At last she took liold of her vanishing courage.
She must flot be caught prying here, and she slipped
the key from tlie outside to the inside of the door,
turned it liastily, and looked round her for the "big
oid bureau." The liglit was dim, for the blinds
were closely drawn over the narrow windows, set
deep in tlie thick wails. At first she could only
discern the outlines of the big, canopied, heaviiy-
draped lied, and of the soiid, old-fashîoned, rose-
wood furniture, so dark as to seem black in the grey
liglit. There were no ornaments and hardiy a super-
fluous article, and the oniy picture was a slight,
faded, crayon sketch of a fair, girlish face.

But Alys had no eyes for such dýetails. Keys in
hand, she passed from the bedroom to the dressing-
room, and thence into a quaint littie circular room
formed. by a flanking tourette. It contained only a
single chair and a tall bureau. With a sigli of relief
she tbrust in a key at random. Here she seemed
more free from that indefinable oppression which
had haunted lier since she had locked the door be-
tween lierseif and the living world.

Luck favoured lier, the key turned, the drawer
openJed, and showed a quantity of dusty, yeliowing
papers, and yet before she plunged lier bands among
them she cast a terrified glance over lier shoulder
at the haif-open door behind ber, Then, with a
woul-be laugli at lier folly, she turned the papers
over with swift, deft hands. Somne were neatiy tied
uip in bundies and duly docketedwith the precise
neatness characteristic of Richard Skene, others
were liuddled in as if the dead man bad wearied of
the task and left it for another day.

In a more ordinary mood Alys miglit have been
temlpted to investigate more closely, or to read some
of the fading uines, but in lier pantie haste she had
no time for that, and little thouglit for the tragedy of
life and death which lies folded up in oid letters.
If wliat she souglit was here at ail it wouid lie
something fresher, more rvcent than these miusty
mnemorials, but in this drawer there was nothing of
the kind, and witli a sigli she ciosed it and tried
another. Empty save for a few trifles, and in lier
disappointmnent slie shuit it with a snap, whicli, to
lier ears, reverberated througli the dead stiiiness like
a thunder-clap. It must rouse the bouse, she
thouglit, starting to lier feet for instant fliglit, but,
though the heavy air scemned to vibrate with the
Iying echoes, no sound from without broke the
silence, and, setting her teeth, she sat dlown again


