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CHAPTER XXVI.—(Concluded.)
‘ EANWHILE?” insinuated the

solicitor.
“Meanwhile you will do
what s necessary to defend the

action.’

“That is very simple, my lord. We
have merely to rely on your lord-
ship’s possession. It is for the young
lady to prove her case.”

“Which she is hardly likely to do,”
gsaid his lordship. “Good-day.”

But his lordship was not by any
means as unconcerned as he led his
golicitor to believe. He had no doubt
indeed of Abdallah’s efficiency. He
had no fear that Sybil would proceed
with her action. But he was vexed
that Abdallah’s action had been an-
ticipated by the writ. It would have
been more satisfactory, far more sat-
isfactory, if the girl had died before
the action had begun. This thought
worried him as he whirled home in
his motor, and it worried him now as
he paced slowly up and down his
gitting-room waiting for lunch.

He was unreasonably angry with
Abdallah that he had not done his
work more promptly. The Indian, he
knew, had to follow the girl and tlie
man to Rome. Once in Rome there
was no excuse for this delay. Every
day his lordship had been expecting
a wire with a single word to tell him
the work was done. Abdallah was
now nearly a week in Rome, and there
was still no news.

“Curse him,” growled Sternholt.
“Curse him for a sloven!”

Life is made up of coincidences.
Even as the words were spoken the
door opened softly and Abdallah
walked into the room. There was no
outward change in the man. He was
as softly moving, and as impassive as
ever. The perfect servant came back
to his duties.

Lord Sternholt stared at his sudden
entry as if he had seen a devil. But
before Abdallah could set the luncheon
tray he carried on the table, his lord-
ship found his voice.

“When did you arrive?”

“Half an hour ago, sahib.”

“Why don’t you wire? Put those
things down anywhere, and lock the
door. Why didn’t you wire?”

“Because I had nothing to tell,
sahib.”

“Nothing to tell! Do you mean to
say you have failed, that you have
dared to come back and tell me you
have failed!”

“I have failed.”

Lord Sternholt glared at him.
have failed, go on, tell me.”

Then the Indian quietly told his
story. How he had found Hugh Lim-
ner in Rome, how he had tracked him
to the hotel, and how, at last, beaten
and baffled, he had fled from the hotel
at his command.

Lord Sternholt, leaning far back in
his chair, his hands tight gripped on
his arms, heard him through with
ominous patience.

“So the fellow kicked you out like
the cur you are,” he said, savagely,
“and you licked his foot.”

“It was fate,” said the Indian; “there
is no escape from fate.”

“You cursed coward!

“You

Why didn’t

you strangle him there and then when °

the fool released you?’ He jumped
from his chair and began pacing the
room again rapidly, as was his custom
when excited.

After two or three efforts he gul
down his wrath and steadied hisg:of::

“Well, well, you should not have left
Rome, Abdallah, until your work was

done. It is now more urgent than ever
you must return at once to-night.”

The Indian shook his head.

“What cursed folly is this?
you, man, you must!”

“It is useless, sahib, the man is not
to be slain by me, nor the girl. It is
fate.”

“Why, you superstitious fool and
coward,” cried Lord Sternholt, leaping
from his seat and facing him, his eyes
blazing and the veins on his forehead
swelling and darkening. “Do you
mean to say you refuse to go?”

The Indian nodded without speaking.

Thereupon the black passion in Lord
Sternholt’s heart broke loose. With-
out a word of warning he struck Ab-
dallah a savage blow on the cheek.
The signet ring on his little finger
gashed the flesh and the blood trickled
from the wound, staining the Indian’s
white robe with streaks and blotches
of red.

But he made no motion to avenge
or save himself. Recovering from the
fierce impetus of the blow he stood
stock still, staring with a strange light
in his eyes at Lord Sternholt, who
heaped curses on him in a very frenzy
of rage. For a moment it seemed as
if he would strike again, but he
iv:restled with his rage and mastered

“Begone,” he whispered, hoarsely,
“you ungrateful, cowardly dog, before
I murder you! There is a better way
to deal with you. You shall hang, you
shall hang.”

Then without a word, Abdallah
turned from him and left the room.

Next morning all London was
startled by the news that Lord Stern-
holt had been found strangled in his
bed. A scarf of fine silk, purple, green
and orange, like a brilliant snake, was
tightened round his throat. There was
no sign of a struggle; no motive could
be assigned. The jewels and loose
money undisturbed on his dressing-
table precluded the notion of robbery.
For no one but Abdallah knew that his
lordship kept a large sum in gold iIn
a private drawer,

The faithful Abdallah was much
affected by the death of his master,
whom he had served so long, but he
gave his evidence impassively at the
inquest, and when the jury found a
verdict of suicide during a fit of tem-
porary insanity, the news of the eject-
ment action, which had already been
noised about London, suggested an all-
sugilclent motive.

ere was much sympathy for

dallah at the inquest, tmdp he gad m:tg
offers of service elsewhere., He pre-
ferred, however, to return to his own
country, and when about a year later
the news came from a remote Indian
station of a thug shot dead by an Irish
major, whom he attempted to strangle,
Nno one, of course, dreamt of connect-
ing the incident with Lord Sternholt’s
sedate serving man, Abdallah.

CHAPTER XXVII
A Wedding Gift.

¢¢D UT why are you going?”
B repeated. o s
She had asked the same
guestion a few moments before, and
s:e hadh answered her, but it would
fac&r;. € answer was not quite satis-
Six months after Lord S
ternholt”
guic!de, Hugh had come to say goods-
ve to Sybil, who had been peaceably
%stablished as the owner of Sternholt
bowers. Now, though the two had
€en more than an hour alone together

I tell

in the picture gallery the good-bye was
not yet over.

Never, he thought, had she looked
s0 beautiful, dressed in a soft grey
dress with a belt of scarlet ribbon, and
a little ruffle of grey and scarlet at
her neck. On her breast gleamed the
diamond star of the Sternholts and
two great opals—her favourite stone—
trembled at her ears and changed and
glimmered like dewdrops in the sun-
light. The bright gold of her hair,
the warm loveliness of her face, were
set off by the frail, neutral tint of her
dress and the lustre of the jewels.

The dark crimson couch on which
she sat faced the famous Velasquez,
which now hung conspicuous, chal-
lenging sunshine. Leaning against the
wall, uncovered, but not yet hung, was
the wonderful Turner, a vision of rural
loveliness, stolen from nature, pre-
served and perpetuated by the genius
of the painter.

YBIL was calm and smiling. Hugh
painfully disturbed. Her twice
repeated question seemed to trou-

ble him. He fidgetted with his watch,
chain and seal, before he answered,
slowly choosing his words carefully
as a public speaker answers an in-
convenient heckler.

“Why must I go? Well, Sybil, be-
cause I must. I have already stag-
nated too long in London. There are
scores of great picture galleries I have
never seen. I have had news from
an agent of two wonderful finds. One
of them, 1 fancy, {8 a genuine Fra
Angelica, which I must try and
smuggle out of Italy. In a year or 80
I hope to be back again in London. It
is pleagant to leave you happy behind
me. You like your new life?”

“Wonderfully well, wealth gives me
power and freedom. This place is
lovely. I seem to have known it from
a child: to have seen it in my dreams.
There is a stream down there at the
back of the trees with a sudden bend
and a nook carpeted with wild flowers
that I knew when I first saw it as well
as I knew the little river in Conne-
mara, where we used to fish together
in the dear old days. It is very
pleasant, Hugh, to be rich and power-
ful; to enjoy oneself and help others
to enjoyment. And for this I have
you to thank. Oh, I am very, very
happy here, but——" ghe added in a
lower voice, “I am sometimes a little
lonely.”

“You have your mother.”

“Mother is not happy here. My
father was right. I suppose some in-
stinet of love taught him. She does
not like the role of a great lady. She
wants to get back to Connemara.”

“I can understand that. I would like
myself to visit the old place again.”

“Could we not visit it together?”
She asked the question quite inno-
cently. But her eyelids drooped be-
fore the light that kindled in his eyes,
and she asked hastily, “Why did you
bring me that picture?”

“Because I always meant it for you.
Boecause you alone can appreciate it
as it deserves. Because I hope it will
sometimes remind you pleasantly of
me.”

“You said once, I remember, that
you would only give it to me as a wed-
ding present. I'm not married, nor
engaged to be married.”

“Well, I am only anticipating a little.
The beautiful heiress of Sternholt
Towers will have many suitors. I
shall not be here to give the picture
when you have made your choice.”
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