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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

Isobel Stormont, daughter of Sir David Stormont, a wealthy Scotch country gen-
She was

tleman, disappears without leaving the silghtest

a quiet, retiring girl

trace.
with only one distinguishing-feature—beautiful Titian hair, which had been &

mark of the Stormont family for generations. = Her flance,
from London. to aid in the search for her, and final

girl answering to her description has

il Conyers, comes
1y recelv:’? intelligence that &
seen with & band

Guided by a gypsy. he finds Isobel, almost dead., in an abandoned dwelling’

Her clothes have been chauged, and when she recovers she seems

be another

o
girl All memory of her experiences ha$ been wiped out' by the privations she

has undergone, and she begirs -a new life.

Her character is guite changed. and

she completely captivates Basil. whose affection for her heretofore has been more

of the cousinly kind

In one of the pockets of her gown is found an old Testament. which Sir David
appropriates, and he seems unexplainably perturbed over her return.

Various stories of the girl's experiences are circulated, .and attract the atten-
tion of Evelg Ashe, a fortune hunter. who meets her at a_ charity fete given at

her home.

eanwhile Sir David extracts a promise from Basil t

at he will not

renew his engagement until Christmas, which is four months away. Them, to com-
plicate matters further, Ashe saves lsobel from being run over by an autompablile,
and discovers that the old Testament which is in Sir David’'s poue-lqn may con-

tain a clue to the mystery of her seemin

He skilfully arouses the girl'’s curiosi

tally unstrung over the disappearance of

She searches her father's desk and finds the Testament W

zly dual identity. =
v. while she is yet nmervous and men-

er portrait from its place on the wall
gl! she discovers

fiyleaf throws her o a faint and another spell of illness.
e e yofa her health a n(‘yt 8ir David's the 8

'or the benefit

follows, and in Switzerland, overhears the

been in their

tormonts go abroad. Ashe

f an n asylum

h eepers O Engl orphal
remarking . upon the wondertul resemblance of Isobel to & runaway girl who had
care. :

CHAPTER XXII (Continued)

oy HEN the question
arose of what
should be done
with her,”” Mrs.

T histle thwalte

was pounding on,

“a vacancy had

just occurred in
the laundry;

really it seemed

quite a provi-

dence. I took

pafns to point

that -out to her,

and even to ac-
company her to
_the scene of her
" new duties.”

“Ah, it's that personal effort that tells.
I've known Mrs. Thistlethwalte go round
the refectory at breakfast time and
taste every bowl of porridge,’” put in
Mr. Thistlethwalte.

“Herolc!” murmured Ashe,

“] may truly say I have done what I
could,” ! sighed Mrs. Thistlethwaite,
“but—"

“Your protegee did not recognize.it,”
said Ashe,

‘‘Recognize- it! /The ungrateful crea-
ture decamped that very night—took ad-
vantage of a little extra lberty which
had been given her, and though she
had no money, and every inquiry was
made, not a trace could be found of
her. Now, 1 daresdy it seems impossi-
ble to you, but -that young lady is the
very image of that poor, lost creature.”

“Which, 1 am -certain, you will be
considerate enough not to speak of,”
said Ashe, *“It would be painful to
any one to know tkat they had such a
double as your very unsatisfactory pro-
tegee; and while as men'0of the world,
Mr, Thistlethwaite and I, of- course,
know,” he shrugged his shoulders and
“Henry’s” eyeglass became lambent
with satisfaction, *in this case that sup-
position may be wholly put aside.”

“Of course—of , course—friends - of
yours,” murmured Mr, , Thistlethwaite;
“but may I ask—who—"

““They afe one of the best-known and
the oldest of Scottish families,” sald
Ashe, knowlig. that the hotel register
would J\?ply the igformation if he did
not. “The Stormonts of Siormont,
and the young lady is Sir David’'s ohly
child. I must have a word with them
by and by, but really 1 got interested in
your institution—mekes all the differ-
~znce to hear of -such things at tirst
hand. I'm afraid, like mostimen, I sim-
ply chuck reports when 1 get them,
but to hear all about it, as you tel: it,”
with a glance at Mrs. Thistlethwaite.

“A man of remarkable breadth and
grasp of mind—pity there aren’t more
like him,” breathed Mr. Thistlethhwaite,
when Ashe had at last disengaged him-
self from his new friends—no easy task.
“I've seldom met any one who showed
such an intelligent apprecifition of our
labors—of your labors, my dear—and I
was inclined to think him merely one
of your empty-headed fashionables—"’

“You are always hasty my dear Hen-

if you had asked my opin-

The echo of the words came rumbling
down the terrace after AsHe. He smil-
ed, bug it was not wholly from amuse-
ment. His usual cool, even balance was
a little upset by the amusSing favor
chance had done him. As by a turn
of the kaleidoscope, his [fragmentary
facts and theories had suddénly taken
definite shape. Doubt and conjecture
were at an end. He seemed to tread on

air, . 4

Dinner was over before at last he got
his .opportunity. The terrace, more
thronged than ever, was & blaze of ‘elec-
tric light, -beyond which night and space
hung like a vast dim pall of purple, the
long line of lights from Chillon ‘and
far away to Vevay lying Hké a goiden
embroidery along its hem. At the ex-
treme end, ih & nook screened off by
palms. he found what he had been seek-
ing.. An empty chair, a Book, a Jlace
shawl, showed that Lady Stormont had
been there, but for the moment Isobel
sat alone by the parapet, her eyes gaz-
ing into the darkness.

She turned with a slight start, but In
the chequer-work of light and shade
made by the broad palm fronds, even
Ashe’'s keen scrutiny could not read her
expression. He had known of the testa-
ment, he- had helped to put into| her
hands that wlofetul'tausman which had
cnanged her life. <

“Itgls rather a mixed multitude,” sald
Ashe, as the clash of the band and
the clatter of many voices came Surg-
ing through the screen of palms. But
tor a short time it is not unamusing,
and there {s some 1

d waifs that are

%gg sc;‘xl’eam'of travel. I had quitea long
talk this afternoon with a pair of typlc-
ally British Philistines—broadcloth and
black beads, good works "and respect-
abllity—yon know the soft. ;

“You forget how limited my_‘exper-
ence 1s,” said Isobel, rising. Mother
has evidently been detained. I think I
must go and Jjoin her,” stretching a
hand towa:;‘d v.el:le':;hook ttx‘)d shawl.

ather em 3

éIﬂhseha point out the worthy couple
to you 1if they are still here, and
then you ean be in no doubt as to the
type afterward. They were most com-
municative,’” he went on as Isobel
moved slowly forward, and a white shaft
of Hght fell om her pnle._pure pronled
~beginning “with the fact’ —he stoope
a little forward to see her face the bet-
ter—“that 'their, name was—Thistle-
thwaite!”

CHAPTER XXIII
THE MOUNTAIN CHAPEL.

ERMATT in October—a change, in-
deed, from the Zermatt which
the August touriss knows! The
gay little shops and stalls, heaped

with all kinds of trinkets and tin-

seled trash, which especially by night
give to the crapped, flaring, swarm-

ing street the air of an eastern bazaar,—

ure all closed up or dlsapp_eared; the
1hrongs forever passing up and down
ihe rough tracks to gorgepor glacier
have vanished, and the big ' hotels
are mostly snugly shuttered up
tfor the winter save those still. kept

open for the last few lingering visitors, °

whom the exceptionally mild and lovely
autumn had tempted up the valley so
late in the season. And these had theit
reward, for not only had silence de-
scended upon the valley, but the first
snows had fallen upon sthe mountains
and lay In dazzling whiteness down to
the verge of'the dark pinewoods cHmb-
ing up their lpwer slopes, while the vir-
gin peaks above seemed to soar all the
higher into a sky of a deeper, profounder
' -

eyes aglow. -"If 1 care for him, fun’t
that the one reason why 1 can't—do
‘what he wants? Would you do harm to
the man you loved, and just because
he loved you?” S\ <

“But, my dear child, be reasonable.
\WWhat harm could you do him? "That
you cannot remember is not after all
such a terrible thing, and no one doubts
but that your memory will return.’”
; “And what If I remembered some
dreadful thing — something that 1
would be afraid to tell him,” her
voice sinking; “something that would
always stand between us, something
that, though he loves me now, he
could never forgive—" .

“But—but—Isobel, child!” Her mother
tried to speak. but Isobel cried iIm-
petuously:

“No, no no; it I cared for him no

: 3
“Tot me go! she panted. ‘Les me gol’”
4 :

blue than summer’s.

“Does this satisfy you, lsobel?”. sald
Lady Stormont, as they stood.on the
rough wooden bridge which spans the
glacier torrent above the village, and
looked up from its headlong, gray
waters and tossed boulders beyond the
living green of the pines to the over-
aw presence of the Matterhorn, its
mig t’ﬁ' precfles softened by a thin
sparkling .veil of white.

The girl turned round, her lips parted
in a long sigh of wonder, on her face
and in_the beautfful eyes, lustered with
starting fears, the look of one eager to
acknowledge some wonderful, unde-
served gift. Her motheér noticed the
look, and it touched her strangely, as
did the overflowing gratitude with
which, since her {llness, -Isobel had re-
ceived every little word or token of
kindness,

Alone with her daughter, though
Isobel was almeost pathetically ne-
sive toa? word or a look, she kept
silence to all that had happened be-
fore they left home. It was very sweet
of Isobel, but her own child ought not
to be so grateful to her, the mother feit
—she would fain have had more of her
confidence—and now out of the fulness
of her heart some sudden impulse made
herI l%eeak.

“Isobel. I won't speak of it, If It r
vou. but I cannot helg suspecting l:vakxlg:
nappened before we left home. I am
very sorry for it, dear, for I think it
ave%léldrl;:\;% bel;zn ttlar yt)urf happiness—in-

. e happiness of us
o %“,‘h"f dBk‘l““"-" 5 all, not to

: a he tell you?”’ ask
w!_t;x‘ sugden ih.lrpneu. et

‘My dear, he told me no mors
you have done,” with a hint of repré:‘:{:.
But there are some things that don’t
need to be told, and I guessed that he
had taken his chance, and for the
at least had lost it. Of course, I wan.
nothing but your happiness, and if you
really feel that he cannot makKe you
happy now, then I have no more to say,;
yet you seemed happy enough once with
him, dear, and’ he is the same dear,
®ood fellow that he always was.”

Then 1_suppose we -must conclude
that it is I who have changed; indeed
that seems generally agreed upon,”
Isobel, with rather a sorry laugh, and
crumbling the rotten wood of the hand-
ra..gl with her nervous fingers.

1 ho{)e you did not let any feeling of
pigque influence you,’* ady Stormont
sald after a moment, “though, perhaps,
it would mot have been unnatural if
you had, but you know .that Basil ‘was
not to blame.”

“I know—I know,” broke in Isobel
hastily. “I .was hurt and angry at
first. It seemed as if he th t
fit for him, but that has nothin
with it now. Since I have 3
to think—now that I understand—I see
that my father is right. I cannot marry
—as 1 am at present.”

“But, my dear, after all that is surely
a question for Basil, and he }s more
than willing—eager—""

“No, it is not,” said Isobel, hotly. “I
must be allowed to judge for myself
between right and wrong, and the more
eager he IS, the more I feel it would be
wrong.”

‘““Then, if you care—oh, my dear, |
know what marriage is, and even with a
true love the way is often rough enough,
but a marriage without lov , Isobel,
think well what you are ing before
you put a love lJjke Basil's from you."

“1 have thought-thought till 1 can
think no more,” facing round, face and

—

more than that” flinging a handful
of crumbled fragments inty the rac-

ing water below, “I might marry him_

and take the risks, and let him take
then#® too, but not now—not now.”
And she suddenly turned away,
crossed the bridge and walked rapld-
ly up thé narrow climbi path be-
yond. Lady Stormont mal at-
tempt to follow her. She was tasting
the deep bitterness of - the mother
heart when it realizes that the chlld,
bone of her bone, flesh of her Ilelh1 an
indissoluble par{ of her very being,
can be watched over and protected no
longer, but must be allowed to shape
lt? own course amid the buffetings of
life. 2
ls?:l'sd. hagty hstep; bga\ de; r:::
slackened, and when she T
of the ride. solitary chapel dotted

here and there over the valley she '

aused, pushed open the door, and,
penterin(pthe ti hi ashed in-
terior, sank down on on

rough worm-eaten benches. S
bhlankly at the tawdr{ altar,
amid the dusty, batiered ar
flowers, stood the smirking doll W
the child in its arms—symbol e
simple hearts which bowed befare it
of the deepest mysteries of the God-

head :nd of humanity. But the mes- -c

of eternal motherhood had no
palm for her today, and she got up
restlessly ahd went out to the quaint
pillared p¢ “tico with its stone benches,
one on eacl side of the narrow door.
w much longer could she stand the
st¥ain? sitting down suddenly o the
stone bench, while her face fell into
haggard lines which robbed it
youthful curves. y wor oh
‘Already she had broken down. She
had wounded that dear woman Whom
she Yregarded with something of the
feelings with which a humbile wor~
shiper of the yalley might bow before
“his Madohna in the Lare chapel behind.
Why could she not have ke t up the
fiction of her indifference to Basil, pre-
tended plqge.’ ”a'n !}‘\ihrzghnl;?tge;. 1( an
the adm on 0] 3
make drooped lower. Between

ead 't
-her,‘?sl;m}1 the ineffable cold splendors of

& snows she saw Basil's face again,
211: o:tmotchd arms; ‘his confi-

. triumphant nce of her
2;“ enge. "pWoul& ms' yq‘v s
she had loved him sven a little less she
. !nud?ii fell across 'the cracked
flags of .the pavement; she looked up,

a met the smile in velyn
Ashe's eyes! e

CHAPTER XXIV
A WAY OF ESCAPE.
VELYN ASHE here! At Caux his

presence migk{ have beén an ac-
cident, but not here. Now, what
was she to prepare for? was Iso-
bel’s swift thought as she replied
calmly<to his “I am‘afraid I startled
you, Miss Stormont.” .
h"l certainly did not expect to see you

ere,”’ .

“No? But this wonderful autumn has
tempted . ne &k to the monpuﬂp‘:
Some other Joshna seems fo have com-
ded X are. cassiasely, ‘thongh

. sal 2, re t
With keen apprecistion of the girl's
coun'.ﬁer

prised th the of canscious
effort laid aside, but now she was once

-

abe S We are

For one moment he had sur-.
wi mask e

o

e Greaftest of ThHe.r
HerirHearts Devire,

conventional young lady, as
point de wvise in'manner and expression
as was her very correct and dainty
traveling dress. she was a foe well
worth conquer{ig; ot a mere weakling,
to be made use; ot

At Caux she had played her part
well. When he hgd uttered the name
which e w&§inGw certain must un-
locls for her a grim past, after a mo-
ment of white silence, she had stepped
back into the shadow of the palms,
where the bars of light and shadow
were a mone bafing screen than even
the dusk. gsl -3 2 o8

“Thistlethwaite * | ngly. . “What
a funny, cult mame tq say,” lisp-
ing a little-over the final “th.” “Have
1 ever heard it before? Ought I to
remember 2. "'if #0, please en-
lighten meé, " ‘thotgh 1 tell people

¥a TR T

more the o

#

tilt I am tired that I can remember
nothing—nothing, they somehow ex-
pect that I will remember them. 1
Bk oY s Honct, had e Jelt rather
offende: on't,” and h ;
‘han  saw. that® sghe as looking
straight and dauntlessly at him. It
was admirably . done, but before he
could take theé glove she lm&'tcnra
lessly cast down Stormont P2
and Ashe d noted the
of her arm as she
: . her side. The two
‘had tootn wltlgrltmwn.o ugt next
mo;Pnt e Stormon oT
“M. s!%-h ormo%t he nnﬁ?it too
gal, - and ‘after; scqthnd—pernalps. I
have been Qxes'e‘-—ah. it is triste!” sald
the manager th & shrug; as e had
delivered Sir David and y Stor-
mont’s eu. : o
But he - was - not * light to be
turned from his purpose, as if he were
Tl A8, LR SR & Sarty, travel
and a -
g With' : and courier is easily
followed up. : . s
“Then your Jorhua has not done his
work ‘very ,thoreughly,’ replied Iso-
bel, lightly, “for every day i8 shorter
than another, and when once the sun
oés behind the Matterhorn it seems
e %ot "suitavie for
here are certain not su
the dyar " She rose as -
g i

0, <
“No, -nor for talk, since two
weuowclkr together.” The faint
vanished as he decided upon immedi-
ate action: *You know that I
followed you to Zermatt, to
Uaat e e 'i"o’u’ caiinot 1
think a forgotten t‘.h;';t afternoon
n : 33
Ry
n 4 -
re 'at
s
& S
! h; no -

an !
ﬁ'mm%

S ehia- T o consclousness, glad

The 8, &
tl'n'.x ‘ ‘ un’ b T .hg
: ?u“qudzc her. w:y“ln a novi':zhno

onger, . :

“That afternoon, at Stormont,"
Isobel. “Yes, I remember. 1 have not
lost my memory a second tlmothouﬁ
I have -been ill. You were 1’ enough,
I remember very well, to offer me your
help in some possible trouble. If that
is what you ﬁ-%to speak of now, I can
only make you the same answer, that I
know ' of “no 'trouble,” $

ory e
ros, Taye Vlread, & e
. Vi a
ly. - “éuﬂm 1 4
: . must.
?‘lﬁvo’to ‘say. 1t is still
and it is better he

: dls-
Y a 0 "Pt ..?m 10’
5 &zcénﬁégmgﬁn';"’"nkuc shoulders th
‘mock resignal N

venlence e
ML'YW

e e

“Well. Mr. Ashe, what have you to
say to me which cannot be sald in or-
dinary circumstances. ‘Needs mus:
when—' 1 won't finish the proverb, how-
ever—my latest acquirement In my
mother-tongue.”

*“Your mother-tongue,” sald Ashe,
with slow significance; and though tho
eyes looking into his did not flinch, the

color wavered up and sank again i

the delicate face.

“Yes, my mother-tongue,”” in/the same
hard, light, half-bantering tone. “If you
jmnagine that I am not proud of being
Scottish on both sides of the house—~"

“] think that is where the difficulty
comes in. About Miss Stormont’s
mother-tongue there might be no doubt,
kut yours—"

Isobel stared. Then, like one resolved
to treat an inexplicable aberration light-

ly‘ she laughed. 3

‘I am not Miss Stormont, then?”’
“No,*” steadily. *‘1.do not think that

you are, and, more, you know that you

are not,” risking his great throw.
Now the blood flamed red over fac

end neck. ? "¢ f

“Mr, Ashe, you must let me go—you
be ill—or—or something is wronge.

must
1 can’t concelve that I_J'_ou d wiil-
y to

ingly detain me here o 0§
nd she : nce arou
¢ K S iang ‘wome. boil
her chances. of flight.
g with. & madman?
ber_look and seemed to say. =
", 1 am not in the least mad,” sa -
Ashe, with the flicker of a smile, " 3‘3
the truth is bydno éxman.‘ 80 it:npossithz
b s ?&o e‘ucoumtuw lated Sir
\e. restoration  of his only
aughter who, though with
‘ lance 0. sioal ke
o sical.
¢l S .g:idm‘ tion
-¢hs \nd dispos
;gractert:___’ 3

l.n'd-_le.“
% in Isobel impatiently.
Sh ihis mystery founded upon that
1e old -story of the change in

found in your et -
brought home, and which Sir
:\&m"allowgd you or any one to see

“It did not occur to me to ask to see
it, and I am not aware that it was any
other one's concern,” coldly.

. An& you have. seen it since?”’

if T have?” 'sShe was acting 2

lie—she was all a lie—but she could not

utter £he direct one needed now.

o it if I am wrong, you will be able
mor,rlgh

u‘:‘o“ & tom st

was a -t envelope inclosing a

ock of reddish hair in it,"p:vlth a glance

r.t the bright waves under her hat.

‘That is the case, is it not?” The

o 3 eyes were - fixed pitilessly on

‘“Yes,” She threw the slx;;le word at
him.

“You know, too, of course, that I was

““told of this, and & great deal . b
S Mr. Mrs,  Thist 8 At Chus,

gwdto' at Caux,
by your extra-
n  luckless
, I had a good
in convincing them

: not be she.” *
3 they in
have convinced® you m
a

Who we

ome peo-

¢ ness
le wﬂ one anywhere, and then, of
»gouru.‘ t?:y talk.” ! #
N likeness, remarkable thoufh 1t is,
‘be-a small matter. One might let
‘4t pass if you can explain the mystery
i e ent to me. e * ’ to

; W t!
o~ to.be called Isobel.

in a home for -
ewhat excessive in-
“Which ehe ran away

ag X believes, ‘fouedé her

| half-dead .in that ruined cottage on the -
_hilisige?”

kpow what may have hap-
ell know, but

a M?no!drnd and shame, He to
e might have had some mercy,
- from this man!

i ] the feeble retort.

(1 am i ‘it would be rather diffi-

 cult to unt for it in that fashion.
There se ‘o me only one explana-
“Dﬂk and if the facts were known,

» think most

ust be—
,it'1s rather funny. But, after all,
there in a like 1

€ ng at : s
“Ashe's lips had flung ‘her into .

1
people would agree with me,

and that is that the young lady who is
now known as Isobel Stormont Is more
likely Isobei—Brown!™

“Do “you threaten me, Mr. Ashe?’
eried 1Isobel. She stood at her full
height, her slender neck lifted, her
gray eyes steel-bright like the sparks
struck out- by the jar of crossing
swords.

«*Need we keep this up? You have
made a brave fight of it,”’ sald Ashe,

with a sudden change of tone. *“Do.

you think that I don“t.understand—that
1 don’t honor you for it? I know that
it is not for yourself. I can see what
it is costing you. Isobel, listen to me.
~When I first saw you do you think that
the knowledge Lhat youwere agreat heir-
ess, the last of an old line, could blind
me to your beauty,your sweetness, to all
that makes you what you are? No; but

1d shut my mouth, it could make
:::e?%:el Bow med 1 was even to lift my

) the sounding planks.

to moarn a dead child, to cherish a
pure memory, than to face a livine
lie In her lost child’s very shape an.
form. If, to save her mother fron
that, there was no other way thap,
to strike that momstrous bargain wiw
Evelyn  Ashe, then—then better the
mercy of the wild waters than his

+ Nearer ond nearer she stooped, hea-
fer and heavier she leaned on the frail
yielding rail, when a step rang out on

Evelyn Ashe!
Was he to come between her and de-
liverance? It was ihe last touch to the
trembling balance.

Half-delirious, she flung herseif back-
ward for the one last effort neceded.
when a hand caught her arm.

“Let me go!” che panted. *“Let me
go!”

CHAPTER XXV
.A RESPITE.

PY's SOBEL, my dear little. cousin,
what is it?” said Conyers, as,
after one wild ery of *“Basl!”
Isobel clung speechiessly to

him, shaken by tearless sebs. He

was' shaken himself by the  reliet,
the‘ unmistakable gladness ‘In her
voite. He was not altogether unwel-
come then! “You've been out too long;
alone. You've got scared by the coll,
and darkness, and this is what the
Stormont folk would call an ‘un¢e

place,’” with a glance round ihs
80rge, now a black pit of thundering
nolse. “Your mother was gelting anx-
ious about you, s0 1 thought I'd Let-
ter take a look round tor you. l'ia
afraid I startled you conung so sua-
denly on you, but 1  thougin: youd
hear me on the bridge, tnvugh tue
water does make a row,” he went o,
to give Isobel time to recover—an un-
conscivus Orpheus, had he knuwn it,
» who had brought his Eurydice back
from the very brink of the shades. Tv
the girl's: disordered fa.. .y she seem-
‘ed ‘already to have overstepped the
Boundary, and the familiar tones
Altﬂkln§ across “the voice of many
wazters,” the sudden transition frowm
ghmml:guch of Death to this waram
i ‘clasp was for the mowment
pewildering. =
“Has anything happened? Did any
one venture to—'" began Conyers, a
‘shRrper notc in his voice. His cou-
.#in’s acitation was somewhat exces-
sive even for the - natural ‘“eerieness”
likely to beset a girl alone in I,
ing dusk In such a cree,y place,
as he mentally styled it; yet there
seemed nothing else to account for it
“No, no,” said Isobel, mast:ring her
sudden hysteria, as a new fear struck
her, Unless Ashe had returned to the
village h{l the, lower bridge, which
was not likely, it being the longer
WAy, e must be close bebind - them
-now. In the first enormous relief of
finding that it was not he, but Basil
who stood beside her, she had been
incapable of any other theught or
sensation; but now she began to won-
der what had brought Conyers so:sud-
denly upon the scene, and to realize
how infinitely more difficult his pres-

eyes to you, & poor man, with nothing .. ence %.ould render her position. True,

n old name, though an honorable
Bg‘e,ato bring you. But I was only a
man. after all; I couldn’t be near you
.and not love you, not long for you, not
gtrive for you., Isobel, we are on a

level today, there is neither mame nor -

riches between us. You know that what
d‘iavebuld is’ true. -Isobel, I can-

t you now, I can be of service (
yau now, I can ask you to be my wife

now. -

“When the Hon. Evelyn Ashe can gain
Stormont and its heiress by giving his
_old .and_ honarable name. to Isobel—
Brown,” cried Isobel, wrought up to
the last pitch, and with a laugh which
might have flayed the least sensitive.

Ashe had his traditions, if nothing
mote. The blood rose dark to his face,
his breath caught in his throat. He

atched at her hand between rage and
rol\l' sed passion. %

“By God, you're worth winning! Say
_awhat vou like, despise me as you please,
you must listen to me—there's no other
way out. But that's the least of-it, Iso-
bel, 1 love you—I love you—I love you!"

For once the young man was wholly
mastered. He had no art, no ‘words to
plead his cause. “I love you'—it was
more than enough, the words left ro
doubt, they burned with devouring de-
sire. In the veilad eyes a. spark kindled
and grew — “tne strange fire’”* which
burns on unhallowed altars.

With a sharp shudder Isobel snatched
her hands away.

“You love me—you!” the long!emo-
tion rushing into speech at last. “Love!
‘What do you know of it—what can you
know of -it? . Leove! :
isn't there some other word which a
man like you could take into his mouth!”

She had darted out from under the
cold shadow of the portico. The sun,
a mighty round of pulsing, intolerable
splendor, was touch™ng the southern
ridge, and &s she turned and fung
back her passionate words at him, the
last long rays seemed to enwrap the
tall figure, the falr face in a sudden
glory of light. s :

Another moment and she had disap-

peared behind the dip of the hill, taking, -

as it.seem all the light with her, for
the sun san! the glow vanished, the
darkness of the pines deepened to black,
the snow glimmered ashen; night had
already claimied the valley.
Ashe the glowing vision remained, and
he lingered for a while, indulging it to
the full. He tingled from the smart of
her last words as from a stinging blow.
They would never be forgotten—no, nor
forgiven—not one.tone or glance of dis-
dain; and some day he would know how
to exact payment for them, but mean-
time it was Isohel in her radiant fair-
ness, Isobel with her rich inheritance,
he wanted, whether he gailned her
love now or not. She would learn
ere long to render him his dues. And,
ﬁls in his turn, he dé!cende{l the slope,
s ‘grasp seem closing upon
both. It was no Alnaschar dre&gmo
as it had been on that sunny n
when he had heard Isobel's story from
Vi Rudgeley, and when from the heath-
ery slope he had seen the great
gray pile of Stormont loullii’n it over th:
‘chance had played into ﬁi"

most marvelous fashion.
- could mnot

s VE
oh

. th ‘
'3 have been strewn wit es,
K;:fﬁ t was h“”{"‘ﬂ‘.,@lﬂ!ﬁn
: mid the shades, Isobel h
:‘le dp;‘v,wan and down till a distant
per grew to a hoarse roar, which
ed - to flood all the stillness. of

She was_ at the bridge
. e

‘Sl D here in % ."ﬂh
i own he %
“the black plue“mhnu- t.!_ - out
the sky, night ready have
“come. She could i wa-
- ter raving below, do and
‘its tossing mane gl
“fast fading :
“moment to_recover breath,
“tally and physically, before she
mount the opposite -!:gg_ a.n},hl “as
best she might the lighted hotel, the
‘.jong dinner, the longer evening, the
_rail against which s 8. ]
‘ér‘dck"{ :g‘ g :%‘t?el;.emmbm ng. th :
sto er nbering the
erumbled

n

i es of wood ‘which had

_under her fingers.
e vision of a £t fall
e IR 7 Suehs ER B
“her
ok 5 new definite

no& ‘and not from herself, She had ol

accident—and in t welter of
water it surely couldn’t e to
drown. Tt would bﬂ& her mother’s.

sart—so in o t she was

Vislons. eeding ‘far before m ‘0

light. As she -tm‘%}:

heart her hear
tm"' fain §o call hemut better surely

he would stand between her and Ashe,
but what would Ashe do—how long
would e hold his hand? Till there
was -no- smallest chance of ‘gaining
his desires er making s¢me profit of

~ nis knowledge. co lomg—but.only so
long, she was quite keen eneugh to
divine; but meantime the one thing
to.do was to prevent the two young
men from meeting immediately.

“Liet vs get back to the hotel,” she
said hurriedly. “‘For once 1 won't ob-o
ject to the electric light glaring® among
-the queer old chalets; I want }ight and
plenty of it,” turning away. with &
shiver from the loud water and the dim
world beyond it, to which she séemed to
have drawn so near,

And Basil’ was quite jnclined to follow
her lead as long as he could. He was
no more inclined to wear his heart upon.

. his sleeve, or to court another rebuff,
than the average man; but while there
was nothing of the coxcomb about him,
there lurked deep down in his heart, the
result perhaps of old . association, the
belief that ¥sobel was not absdlutely dn-
different, that somehow she ‘still be-
jonged to him. Nor could he rid his
mind of the thought, that if it were not
for her father's ‘‘morbid meddling,” as
he disrespectfully styled it, he might
even yet win love for love. But whether
such a consummation of earthly desire
were possible or no, Isobel would never
lack help if he could give it. Something
in the tone of Lady Stormont's letters
struck him as unsalisfactory, and when
he heard of Ashe’s appeatance at Caux,
the natural man could stand no more.

“Well,. I hope they won't be in too
great & hurry shutting up shop, now
that Fve come, There wasn't v much
going on at hommé. One can't always be
shooting, and when I you were
coming up here } thought I'd rénew my
acquaintance with some of thése jolly
old chaps,” -vith-a comprehenBive nod
toward ‘the majestic peaks far up among
the stars. “It's too late in the season,
I know, but if this weather holds, one
might do Ssome good work yet.” -

“I'm afraid you‘won't be able to coax
or bribe a guid: to go with you. My fa-
ther has been trying iti He feels, like
me, I think, too much shut in here, and
always wanting to climb up and out of
the valley. 1ut the guides say ‘there is
too much fresh snow; they are caution
itself, and I suppose it's better so,” Iso-
bel was saying, catching at a safe sub-
ject, when the click of a falling stone
lcllxltlxght Basil's ear and he glanced be-
. o A

They had passed the first of the -

tric lamps, considerately placed onElf}?e
outskirts of the village, and in the cir-
cle of a_strong, blue-white light,- which
deepened all the shadows beyond, Ashe's
tall, slight figure, the easy carriage of
his handsome head, were at opce rec-
oq%son%le. Basil paused. iy

& Ou mean to say that that fellow
has had tae cheek t : 1 "
he.ﬁxcli:lgx o o follow .you here? .

“He 1 ere, at least,’ sald Isobel, in-
voluntarily quickening her step a Utt'll:).

A sudden thought struck Conyers.
Could the fellow have had anything
t0 @0 with Isobel's extreme agitation on
the bridge? There had .been more than
mere alarm In her sudden cry: “Let me

®&0!” Could Ashe have met her—have
t\l;edk—;h!s hand c‘l:s _very tightly

e

I have a preju-
~-Ashe,” he said, alth uglz‘ R

% m:g,exjpg}lex‘xce warned him to leave

5 L) “‘but then 1 know—
me'!h!n-‘ of him at least. 1 hope—he
hasn’t—worried you today.” For the -
mozent he could hit on no other word
to his gudden fear, and its gro-
6 wnie The naal portis Sarney

e chapel portico forced an
odd, desperate laugh from Isobel. They
were passing another lamp, and Cou-
;;&looked at her In uncomfortable sur-

“Wo! me—why should Mr,

w&yﬁeg’ she said with her head a
trifie” ‘highér. By the by, we meedn't
give him the impression

: tha
uEH pemas ey fom M

not lm;ﬁm that .she was
man whose

: 'y rated
. by the xla’ ng lqnp, :&}mglt touched

ade no effort to overtake
x: L 8‘%-
r

e
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' Saskatoon, Feb. 13.—T
convention of the | Sask
Grain  Growers Associatig
here yesterday under Ithe @
of Mr. E. N. rlopkins, @
Jaw. There was a large af
Addresses of welcome wer
- od.by Mayor Wilson, and M]
president of the Board of

; President’s Address

The president then read hi
which was as follows :

The members of the Sask
Grain Growers association.
men, I have much pieasurg
mitting to you my sedond
port since the organi‘;sat'io
mssociation.

The season of 1907 difie
its predecessor in many resy
spring was exceedingly back
laying the seeding until
the usual seeding time. At
‘of  the season, germinat
greatly retarded by cold | ar
orable weather, and, later
continuous rain made grov
rank. Had there beenjthe
warm weather in the latter
August and the first day
tember, we should have aga
a bountiful harvest of fthe
ty. : 3

It seemed marvellous to
settler what our soil cou
under favorable weather ¢
the records showing [that
in spite of the unfavorable
very large quantity of the
‘ling wheat produced /in t
jast year. Several se
stormis visited portions of
vince during the ycar‘{é which
ably reduced the total yie
to ‘;e hoped that' these will
a warning to the grain g

. that they will take \»}dva!n /
protection our governmen
vided in this repard. Afte
was cut the weather | was
threshing and other | fall
consequently a larger| area
al was prepared {oq seedi
coming year. Owing fo
harvest than usual condit
favorable for moving the
with the improved transpo
cilities the traffic congestid
short duration.

Profitable] Year

The prices received for
oats were the highest in
to many of the farmers th
swith all its discouragemen
one of the most /profit
year Was its-own particuls
last, year's being the car
and the inadequate fuel ¥
the short crop and/the m
%the country has to a gre
extent;escaped these. Duy

" apd winter there. has €o
problem—to which all the
which the country |1abors

.- attributed; but theclouds
ing and we dre ia“ hop

-~ mists will-Soon clear .aw

* simply what was prophe
ago. The increase of cap
country did not keep pad
expansion. The banks re

“limit.  For several yeal
“merce of the world has i
Jeaps and bounds. | The
securities and the extensi
“led to wild speculation,
living and unparalleled 1
prices- of all commodities
up and the cost of living

1y increased. We, who idd

called this an era of mar

perity, but the few .

knew that there must in€

a day of réckoning and:

adjustment, and it is

simply history répeatin
 think that it will prove
a blessing in disguise. ¥
for a little ‘this strenuo
*in this mad rush and &
our surroundings, and be

‘anxious to add acre to 2

to farm, but waiti a lit
“the world’s finances tim
themselves. ;‘ :
- Shortly, aiter the las
“two of your executive,
_ridge and F. W. Green,

tawa, giving evidence
] dbine, and took tha

ot laying before the D
~ernment the diffierent re
- sed at the last convent

befo




