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CHAPTER I1I—(Continued.)

One of her companions on the stairway
was an elderly and rather peculiar looking
lady with cameo features, faded light hair,
and aesthetic gown more suitable for a
London' boudoir at tea time than a Scotch
hydro in the morning.

The third figure was that of a very
striking woman of perhaps thirty-two :.or
three, foreign certainly, Jewish perhaps,
with magnificent dark eyes like wells of
light, singularly pale yet clear complexion,
and black hair rippling away from an un-
usually low, broad -forehead.

A glance was enough to photograph
these new personalities on Elspeth’s brain.
She saw also that the trailing dress of the
eldest of the trio was spread out over the
stairs in such a way that, broad as they
were, it would be impossible for her to
pass without pushing, or requesting the
wearer to move. She was close upon the
group now, but was on the point. of tumn-
ing back after all, when something hap-
gened.

“Why, it was Captain Oxford!” ex-
claimed the ‘lady with the trailing dress.

_ “Didn’t you know that, Lady Hilary?”

“No, I—I—" the girl stammered, 'and
tottered slightly, as if recoiling from a
blow across the face. *

Instantly Elspeth saw a way of saving
her from the shame of an involuntary re-
velation. “I beg your pardon,” she said
briskly. . “I’m afraid;I stepped on  your
dress, and pulled.you back. I'm g0 sorry.
I do hope I haven’t broken any stitches!”

With a start, Lady Hilary Vane looked
round, and her eyes met . Elspeth’s: first
with surprise, then recognition,then ‘grati-
tude. - The "understanding of what. the
stranger had done for her, and why, was
g0 clear in that lovely look that the young
stenographer felt herself blushing. She
also felt extraordinarily pleased that she
had been able to do even so small a thing
for this girl, and wished she might have
the chance to do more, much more.

“J—why, I believe you must have touch-
ed my dress, but it is nothing at all,” an-
swered Lady Hilary, quickly recovering
self-control like a brave girl. “You were
trying to pass. How- stupid of me to get
in the way. Good morning,Lady" Ardcliffe;
good - morning, Countess; I was just ‘on
my way to'send off some letters.”

“She felt she couldn’t bear to go on
with the conversation, whatever it was,”
thought Elspeth, who could not help won-
dering what had been said about Lady
Hilary Vane’s friend, Captain Oxford,
which had made her start back as if she
would faint.

Now, the two girls were going down al-
most side by side, but Elspeth did not
speak, or glance at the other. She was the
inferior, and it was not her place to re-
member that there had been a meeting
before. Lady Hilary, however, chose to re-
member, and addressed Elspeth, who was
Hurrying on slightly ahead.

“You were in the railway carriage with
us yesterday,” she said, in a voice as
sweet as her face.

“Yes,” Elspeth answered. And then,lest
the girl of high degree should mistake her
for an equal, and regret condescension
when she knew the truth—“I have come

__here to be secretary and stenographer for

the manager, Mr. McGowan.”

“Oh, have you? I think that must be
very interesting work,” said Lady Hilary,
on the step with Elspeth now. “You must
be very clever to get such a good engage-
ment, and be independent,.while you're so
yvoung. I quite envy you. I should love to
be able to make my own living.” ,

Elspeth laughed a-little. “I don’t .think,
if you had to, you -would like it’much,
really.” s ; o

“Oh, I would. You don’t know. It isn’t
as if we were rich., But—there. is some
thing . I .want_ to say to you, though it
seems rather:.odd, saying it'to a stranger.
You weére very kind .to me just now, and
saved me from—from great mortification.
I understand that you must have noticed
what we were saying in the train yester-
day—quite inadvertently, of course—other-
wise you wouldn’t have been so quick and
sympathetic in coming to my rescue.”:

“I hardly know what did make me do
it,” said Elspeth. “I think it was just—a
kind of instinct.” "

“Well, anyway, I thank you. I wouldn’t
for a great deal have had Lady Ardcliffe
gossiping about me, and saying that I al-
most fell when I heard that it was Capt.
Oxford who was hurt last night. She
isn’t malicious, but she gossips about such
things, because she's rather silly and senti-
mental; and as for Countess Radepoiskoi,
I don’t know her at all. Tady Ardcliffe
had just introduced me as they were com-
ing up from their ‘“beauty baths,” as they
call them. But somehow, I don’t much
mind you having seen me, for I feel that.
if we were to know each other, I should
like you very much.”

“I should love you,” exclaimed Elspeth,
impulsively, “and if there should come a
time when I really could do something for
you—a big thing I mean—you don’t know
how gladly I'd do it.”

“Thank you, I believe you would,” an-
swered the other girl, holding out her
hand. “I would come to you, if I needed
anything you could do—oh, but -already
there’s something. You say you are Mr.
McGowan’s secretary. Then perhaps you
know all about this strange affair of Capt.
Oxford—whether it’s true, as Lady Ard-
cliffe would have had me believe, that he
was hurt seriously last night. At first she
told me the story, and din’t say who was
the hero of it. It was only just as you
came that she said it was Capt. Oxford.”

“l don’t know anything yet, but I'll
find out, and let you know as quickly as
I can,” said Elspeth. “I'm on my way to
Mr, McGowan's room now, to work. I'm
not sure if I can ask him questions, but if
I see Mr. Grant, I'm certain he’ll tell me,
In any case, if you can wait in the big
hall for a few minutes 1'll make some ex-
cuse to come out, even if I've no news.
If I've learned anything I'll write it on a
piece of paper;°if I haven’t I'll write the
one word ‘nothing,” and do better next
time. 1'll pass you and say, ‘Here is the
m>morandum you asked for.””

By this time, the two girls had arrived
in the great hall, which was almost de-
serted at this hour, except for a few men
reading their letters or morning papers.
They separated without another word, but
Elspeth’s mind was busy. What was the
“strange affair of Captain Oxford,” which
had occurred last night, but of which she
knew nothing? He had been hurt, Lady
Hilary said. Could it possibly be that
there was any connection between this
event and those which had given her a
night of wakefulness? The thought seemed
absurd, yet Elspeth could not completely
banish it from her head. “I do hope, for
Lady Hilary’s sake, that whatever has
happened, it's nothing to bring discredit
upon Captain Oxford,” she said to hers:lf.
“It's certain that he's come to Lochrain
to be near her, and there’s no doubt she
cares for him, though her mother is so
anxious to keep them apart.”

Elspeth had feared that, owing to her
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delay’ with Lady Hilary, she might:be late
for her:appointment with Mec.. M¢Gowan,
but. to her reiief neither he nor Mr. Grant
was in the room when she knocked at the
door, which ‘stood slightly ajar. As it was
empty, she went in, and a moment or two
after Mr. Grant appeared. ,

“I-hope Mr.McGowan-hasn't been ,want-
ing me, and gone away?”’ she asked, when
they had exchanged . “good mornings;”
“I'm five minutes behind time”’—

“No, he has.not wanted you..I knaw,”
Grant reassured her. “He’s been detained
by the doctor, who has come down from
the. room of a gentleman—Captain Ox-
ford, who had a queer adventurc last
night, and got hurt. ' Perhaps you’ve heard
about it from one of ‘the servants. It’s all
over the house already. You know how
these things go.” :

Elspeth replied that she had heard noth-
ign," and begged Mr. Grant to tell her
what had happened.

“Why, no ofie knows exactly,” said
Grant, who was evidently more willing to
be drawn out concerning this story than
he had been regarding the haunted room.
“Captain Oxford is a young officer on
leave. I believe ' there's some old wound
of his, got in the Bder war, that’s been
bothering him, and he' was recommended
to come here. Anyway, he arrived yes-
terday morning, I think it was.” I don’t
know: what he was doing out of the
nouse after 12 o’clock last night, for every-
body goes to bed early’ here; but/be that
as"it-may, he was out, and was shot at—
in fact, struck by a bullet in the arm "al-
ready wounded—the left, fortunately for
him. ‘He says he had a struggle with a
man ‘in the dark and that, though the
fellow—a poacher I subpose he' must have
been, and mistook Captain Oxford for a
keeper—got clear away. The dog which
goes everywhere with the captain must
have bitten him,the proof being that when
they came to the house the collie’s mouth
was covered with blood.” |

Elspeth shuddered a little, remember
ing the wet rubies that had come drip,
Jdripping through her ceiling and had
splashed upon her book. It was non-
sense to connect one affair with the other,
she said to herself again, as she had said
before, but the thought was in her mind,
and, she rejoiced .more than before that
ghe had gone through her strange ordeal
in silence. i :

“I really believe there’s.a mystery of
some sort,” Grant was continuing in rath-
er a confidential way, and it was all Els-
peth could do to keep back the words
which flashed into her brain: “If there is,
maybe I shall be the one to find it out.”
But that idea was nomsense, -too, of
course, coming only because her nerves
were overstrained, and she hastened to
ask Mr. Grant a few more questions to
which the answers might be of interést
to Lady Hilary.

- “What kind of mystery do you mean?”
she inquired.

“Oh, about Captain Oxford being out at
that time, for he seems to avoid siying
anything about that part of his adven-
fure, doesn’t want it spoken of at all. He
Just managed to get to the house, and
:Ee ,night porter called our resident doc-

%

“Was the wound serious?” asked Els-
peth.

“No. He lost a good deal of blood, but
be will be about again in a day or two,
the doctor says, with his arm in a sling.
The ‘bullet was extracted without diffi-
culty; it was only a flesh wound, but be-
ing on the' left side it might easily, if the
bullet had entered the body, have proved
fatal.” . X

“Strange that a poacher should fire at
8 supposed keeper with a bullet, wasn’t
it?” remarked Elspeth, thoughtfully.

“Yes. That’s one ‘of the queer bits of
the business, though it will probably turn
out to be simple enough ' at last. The
police are already looking into it, but
Captain Oxford hasn’t helped them much
8o far. Mr. McGowan is exceedingly an-
noyed that such a thing should have hap-
pened here, but, of course, it has nothing
to do with the hotel, and Captain Oxford
does admit that he was on or mear that
part of the estate which still belongs to
Lord Lochrain.” .

At this moment the manager himself
came in, but announced that he wanted a
little conversation with Mr. Grant before

beginning work with Miss Dean. This|
gave Elspeth the chance she wanted, andi
seribbling on'a. bit of paper the words, |
“Not hurt seriously.. Will be well in ‘a!
few. days,” she slipped out into the hall |
to find Lady Hilary. '

As she had-expected \the girl was there,!
but two or three people were talking with |
her, and if she saw Elspeth she gave no |
signs of doing so. It was not good form !
for an employe of the house to linger in |
the great hall among the guests of thc]
hotel, with no apparent object, and Els- !
peth would have been at a loss how to |
keep hér promise to Lady Hilary, had not‘
Mr. Trowbridge come up and spoken to!
her with an air of marked cordiality.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten your{
hour with me?” he said, looking at the |
pretty young typewriter, with the same |
rather bold air of undisturbed admiration |
she had been half inclined to resent yes-!
terday. But, as she answered politely, a;
little coolly, the man’s face changed 80 |
suddenly that Elspeth could not he]p{
glancing about in surprise, seeking for the |
cause of such a transformation. His eyes|
had lightel up with some genuine andl
powerful emotion, very different from the |
easy gallantry of his look when directed |
at the stenographer. {

A second served to enlighten Elspeth.;
Lady Hilary Vane had turned away from |
her friends, and was coming toward them. :
It was the sight of her unusual and high- |
bred beauty which had lit the new light
in Mr. Trowbridge's eyes. i

The Scotch girl did not wait for her tor
come nearer, but advancing a step or two, |
held out the folded bit of paper, saying in |
quite a professional voice: “Here is the
memorandum you wished to have.”

lady Hilary blushed deliciously, looking
lovelier than ever. “Thank you so much,” |
she murmured, and moved away, burning |
with anxiety, Elspeth was sure, to learn|

is Lady Hilaryt Vane.”
“By Jove! s¢' that is Lady Hilary!” ex

'| claimed Tro#Wbridge, and Elspeth knew
one that this was not the first |

from t
time™#e had heard the name.
great beauty.”

“Yes,” assented the typewriter. “I think
I must go to Mr. McGowan now, Mr.
Trowbridge. I won't forget”——

“Wait a ‘minute, please,”
other. “Do you know Lady Hilary?”

“Not at all,” Elspeth replied promptly,
“except that I was able to do her a very
small favor in the way of my work.”

“All the same, she likes you. Her eyes
showed that,” said Trowbridge, reflective-
ly. “You can make a friend of the girl
if you like, I would bet.” His accent was
strongly American once more.

Klspeth laughed. “I am afraid that
won't come in the way of my work. She
is the daughter of a countess, and I—am
Mr. McGowan’s secretary.” With this,
and a civil nod, which excused herself
from Mr. Trowbridge's society, she moved
away.

“She is a

CHAPTER 1V.
I The First Day.

Elspeth hoped that during her hour and
a half with Mr. McGowan she might glean
further news of Captain Oxford and his
_mysterious midnight adventure, but noth-
ing was said on the subject, and she was
kept steadily at work taking down letters
from the manager’s dictation. He spoke
rapidly, as if to test her skill, but though
she_was nervous at first, through over-
anxiety to give satisfaction, she made no
mistakes, and at 10.25 exactly Mr. Mec-
Gowan stopped, declaring’ himself very
pleased with his new assistant.

urged the |

. . {
| in the fraction of a second, and she ans-| I could; but T never really
‘| wered, withou} seeming hesitation: “That

|
|
|
|
|

understood
much about it—until now” .

“Thank you,” said Kenrith, smiling his
pleasant-smile. “That.is a pleasing compli-
ment for an aspiring author, at work on
his first book.” And he would not go on
until KElspeth had told him something
about her life in London. He asked her
questions, .and she was led on to answer
as if he had been an old friend, for she
felt, even if she could not have defined,
the difference bétween this man’s interest
in her and that shown by Trowbridge.

In spite of the interludes of talk, how-
ever, they managed to do.a good deal of
work. Elspeth typing from Kenrith’s diec-
tation so quickly that her finger's flew
over the keys of the small and almost
noiseless machine. When it was nearly
half-past twelve Kenrith stopped her, say-
ing that they had donz enough composi-
tion, and he would like to hear what he
had written, if she did not mind, from her
lips. He believed that he could judge of
his own work better in that way.

Elspeth was only too pleased to do as he
asked, for not only did she like to read
aloud, but she herself was dnxious to
know how the sentences she had taken
down would sound. They had not gone
far, however, when the reading was in-
terrupted by a knock at the door, and
again Kenrith called “Come in,” but not
so readily, Elspeth thought, as he had
done when waiting for her to begin work.

Quickly the door opened,and Lady Lam-
bart, looking very handsome, and almost
girlish, in a youthfully made white dress,
stood on the threshold. She had a charm-
ing smile on her lips for Mr. Kenrith, but
it froze at sight of Elspeth sitting cosily
at his table with sheets of manuscript in
her hand. i

“Oh, I am so sorry to interrupt you. I
didn’t dream you were working,’”

“Mp. Kenrith will be ready for you,”' “You know you told me last evening that

ﬁ\\\\ 1 .f

ed within a week, she would not settle to
work.. Instead she talked about herself,
and what she had written, and how much
all she Lad done had been admired. “I
{0 think,” she said, dreamily, “that I
have a little of the divine afflatus. Peo-
ple sometimes ask me to teach them how
to write; but how can one teach what is
as elusive as flame? Countess Radepol-
skoi, for instance, is quite foolish over my
work. She’s Polish, and has attempted
verses in her own language.
how successfully.
in English with my help. Perhaps she
will want you to type for her, but if she
does, "nind, I can’t_give you up a moment
of my hour. You must find other time
for- her. Have you seen her? Has she
asked Mr., McGowan to let her have you
yet?”’

“T saw her for a moment this morning,”
returned Elspeth, “but nothing has been
said about my working for her.” The girl
clicked her machine as if to quietly re-
mind the poetess that time was being
wasted, but Lady Ardcliffe rushed off
upon a new tack.

“Tell me,did you admire the Countess?”’
she inquired, with an eagerness which
Elspeth was at a loss to understand. “I
should like the opinion of a newcomer on
that subject.”

“Oh, yes, I thought her exceedingly
striking,”” the girl was replying frankly,
when Lady Ardcliffie’'s face fell almost
pitiably. “But very foreign looking.” Els-
peth went on.

“Very, isn’t she?” the elder woman
caught up the words. “I should hardly
think, should you, that she would he the
sort of woman to attract an American or
an Englishman?”’

“Perhaps not,” admitted the girl. won-

she said.! dering what this was leading up to.

“Of course; went on Lady Ardeliffe, “a

r
|

-

r

*Oh, £ am so sorry to interrupt ybu. Ididn’t dream you were working,”

he said, “and I trust
as 1 should not like him to be kept wait-

ing.”

Elspeth answered that she was not tired
in the least; and five minutes later she
was knocking at the door of Mr. Kenrith's
private Bitting room, carrying her own
small typewriter in its leather case.

“Come m!” said a voice on the other
side—a volce whose tones had lingered in
her memory; and suddenly, though the
girl had been calm and composed a mo-
ment ago, her heart began to beat very

fast, as it bad beaten in the strange
dark watches of the past night.
“How silly 1 am,” she thought. “I sup-

pose it must be that I’'m wondering how
he will feel about yesterday. He may
be vexed that I'm the ~same girl who
traveled in the carriage with him yester-
day, and I heard all the talk about his
jewels and about Captain Oxford.”

She opened the door rather slowly, and
instantly met the ¢yes of John Kenrith,
who sat facing it at a writing table. But
judging from his expression, he was rather
pleasea than annoyed to find that he had
already met his new secretary. le re-

ferred to the journey, asked if she was

not tired, and was =o syvmpathetic and
pleasant that before they began work to-
gether the girl felt as if they had known
each other for a long time.

She could see that in beginning to dic-
tate for his new book, he was almost as

the contents of the “memorandum.” At shy as a boy, and his embarrassment made
the same instant, however, Lady Lamburtf him seem younger than he had yesterday.
came into the hall, her eyes darting a| Tactfully, she put him at his ease by try-
keen glance at her daughter, and Elspeth | ing to make him think of her as a ma-
could anly hope that she had not been in | chine, and soon he forgot self-conscious-
time to sec the paper slipped from hand | ness and warmed to his subject. Elspeth,
to hand. | too, grew interested in his clear way of
‘“Who is that?” asked Trowbridge in a%explz\ining the great scheme the Northern
low but eager tone, and in this moment of | millionaire had thought out for the benefit
sincere feeling it. seemed to Elspeth that!of mankind, and he must have seen what
his accent was different. “Why, T don’t|she felt in the glowing eyes which dwelt
believe he’s an American!” she said to| often on his face.
herself in bewilderment. . “That’s his real| ‘I was afraid this would be dull busi-
way of speaking, the other is put on. But | ness for a young girl,” said Kenrith at
why? Why should he pretend to be an|last, “but I believe you must care some-
American if he is not? And Mr. McGowan | thing for Socialisya.”
says he is a millionaire, so he can’t have| “It’s one of the most absorbing subjects
any reason to pretend things, like people | in the world,” answered the girl, “and I
who are hard up and unknown.” have thought a lot about it, since I came
All this flashed through the girl’s head to live in London alone and get on as best

: worth reading, so I took you

you are not tired,! if I wanted a book to come to your sitting- | poor 4nan might wish to marry her for

room and chdose it when vours have been i her money, for she is said to be rich, and

and I have nothing
at your

unpacked. Hilary
word, but”’—

“There is no ‘but.”’”’ Kenrith assured
her, pleasantly. “Miss Dean and I had
really finished, and our time for work is
over. My man has filled the bookecase with
the contents of my boxvs, you sece, and
you have only to choose.”

Lady Lambart came in, ignoring Els-
peth, though Kenrith had spoken her
name in a way to make a bow a gracious
act. The girl rose, and, having replaced
her typewriter in its case, would have
gone quiztly out of the room without a
word, had not Kenrith sprang to open the
door for her. “Thank you very much,
Miss Dean,” he said. “You have been
splendid, and with such kind help as

| vours I shall look forward to my hours of
! work here, even more than I had cxpect-

ed.

His words, so evidently spoken to show
Lady Lambart, as well as tha girl herself,
his appreciation, touched Iilspeth, and
warmed her heart. but she was not to
leave the room with such a happy impres-
sion for her last one. :

“Isn’t it that common little eréature who
got in first-class with us yesterday, and I
took for some one’s maid?”’ she heard

 Lady Lambart ask in clear tones as-the

door closed.

Perhaps, if she had caught Kenrith's an-
swer, she would not have felt so ecrush-
ed; but she did not catch it, and so she
went away with tingling cheeks, wonder-
ing if she rcally did look common, and if
she were the sort of girl to be "mistaken
for a lady’s maid.

Her next hour of work, directly after
lunchaon, was with Lady Ardeliffe, whom
Mr. McGowan had described as a “peer-
ess who wished to be a poetess.” Els-
peth had seen her in the morning talking
with Hilary Lambart, but Lady Ardcliffe,
who was near-sightad and would not wear
glasses, did not recognize the girl. She
was fussy and flighty, with an air which
would have suited a spoiled young beauty
of twenty-one, and though she announced
that she was engaged upon a dramatie
poem for a Review, which must be finish-

T

I suppose she must be, as she dresses ex-
travagantly, and has some very fine
jewels, but millionaires don’t.heed to
think of such sordid things in connection
with a woman.”

“Poor creature,” thought Elspeth, “she
must be over fifty, yet I do believe she’s
in love, and inclined to be jealous, either
of Mr. Kenrith or Mr. Trowbridge, the
ouly twe millionarics I've heard of as
stopping in this hotel. I wonder which it
18Y”

But she did not have to wonder long.
Lady Ardeliffc’s next sentence helped her
to make a shrewd guess. “Mr. Trowbridge
said last night he was going to have Mr.
MecGowan’s new  sceretary 1o help him
with his multitudes of letters,” the poet-
ess went on, ‘I supposc he meant you?”

Elspeth replied that she was to assist
Mr. Trowbridge from 6 o'clock until 7
every evening, unless—she added rather
mischievously—he wanted to lend her ser-
vices to one of his friends.

“Lend you to one of his friends,”echoed
Lady Ardcliffe. suddenly in a flutter of
excitement. ‘‘That means Countess Rade-
polskor.” She paused a moment, evidently
thinking very earnestly. Then, with flush-
ed cheeks and dilated eyes, she went on:
“Look here, my dear, 1 have something
to ask you. Are you fond of jewelry? But
of course you are. All normal young girls
are. Now, vou are going to help me nicely
with my work, and 1 want to give you
something pretty vc encourage you. Per-
haps you have heard that I have rather a
fad for jewels, and own a great many.
Now, I'm going to get a box where T keep
my rings, and 1 will point out some from
among which you may take your choice.”

“Oh, no; Lady Ardcliffe, please not!”
cried Elspeth. “You are very good, but I
wotldn’t take such a present. I am paid
by the management, of the hotel for all I
do for you, and”

“Ah, but there is something else 1 want

you to do, as a great favor to me, some- | was interesting and even mysterious. It
thing the management has nothing to do | secmed, therefore, that whenever she went For
with, aI?d will hear nothing about, if you | to Mr. Kenrith’s sitting room, she was Tll. Kln‘
are the /nice, sensible girl I take you for,” | destined to look forward with more than

broke ih Lady Ardclifie. “You needn’t
hesitate/to have the ring, and perhaps an-
other littlz token later on, if you use me

I don’t know |
Now she is keen to try

good, for you will have earned them.
Don’t look so anxious. It’s only quite an
casy thing T want you to do, and it wont
interferc with any duty. All'Y ask is that
you will tell me if Mr. Trowbridge writes
any love letters, or, indeed, letters of any
kind, to women. or if when with him you
hear or see anything which makes you sup-
pose he cares anything about Countess
Radepolskoi.”

“I couldn’t possibly,” Elspeth replied in
haste. “I’'m sure you are speaking thought-
lessly, but if I did what you ask I should
be a spy, a very mean spy, and I should
deserve to be discharged.”

“Oh, dear!” exclaimed Lady Ardcliffe,
distressfully, “such an idea never occurred
to me. Of course, I would not.have asked
vou if it had. Please forget that I did.
But you shall see my jewels some day, in
any case; now, if yvou like”’—

“Hadn’t we better get on with your
work ?” suggested Elspeth. “We have been
talking for half an hour.”

But Lady Ardclifie protested that she
was: in no mood for writing. She had
worked herself into quite a nervous state
. she said, and would feel better if she chat-
ted quietly. And eo she did chat, though
scarcely- quietly, about not only her own
affairs, but. the affairs of everybody else of
any importanc2 in the Hydro. She told
Elspeth that Lady Lambert was horribly
in debt, that wherever she went duns
rained upon her, and that “poor pretty
Hilary” led a-terrible life with such a
mother. Somebow or cther, however, Lady
Ardclifie went on, confidentially, 1da Lam-
bert had coutrived to fascinate John Ken-
rith, the TLancashirc millionaire, whom
everybody liked so much. Ile was an ex-
ceedingly clever man, as well as a char-
itable and a gond man, but he had not
been clever enough, apparently, to see
through Ida Lambert. People were saying
that she would sooner or later succeed in
becoming his wife, and of course it would
be a glorious thing for her, as well as for
Hilary, if she skould bring off such a great
coup as that. Still, tradesmen were not
confident enough of her ultimate success
to trust her, in the hope of future bene-
fits when she should have secured the rich
man, and that loocked rather ominous, as
tradesmen had such an extraordinary
sharp scent.

Elspeth felt very guilty to sit hearing
these intimate details concerning Lady
Lambert and poor Lady Hilary, and would
have been glad to stop Lady Ardcliffe if
she could, although she could not help be-
ing interested. It would have been im-
possible, however, for a person in her posi-
tion to dictate"precepts of propriety to
one in Lady Ardcliffe’s, and she. had no
alternative save to listen, till her hour
was at an end.

She had been told, when she had fin-
ished work with Lady Ardcliffe, to return
to Mr. MeGowan’s room to learn whether
or no the time left open for extras was to
be filled. As she was about to enter, the
door was opened abruptly, and Mr. Trow-
bridge came out so suddenly that Elspeth
had to start back out of his way. He beg-
ged her pardon, and hurried on, but she
had time to notice a look of extreme satis-
faction on his handsome face.

“He has perhaps got some favor out of
Mr. McGowan,” thought the. girl; but Mr.
McGowan was not there. Mr.James Grant
was.alone in the room, sitting at his own
desk with a bundle of papers in his hand.
He had not the air, however, of having
been at work with them. Evidently he
was laboring -under some stromg excite-
ment, which, at sight of Elspeth, he used
all his self-control to hide. But he could
not conceal the shaking of his fingers that
fumbled nervously with the papers, nor
the spots of red which burned on his rath-
er high cheek-bones.

Elspeth could only faney that Mr. Trow-
bridge must have said something to annoy
or offend Mr. Grant, possibly criticising
some defect in the management, with in-
solence, which Mr. Grant, as subordinate,
had not been able to resent. She felt
sorry for the pale young man, and smiled
at him in a sweet and friendly way, as
she asked if there was any work for to
do between three and four-thirty.

He did not answer at first, or even seem
to have heard her question, though his
eyes were fixed intently upon her, as if
he would have spoken. Jumping up he
began walking about the small room in a
restless, uneasy way, like an animal in a
cage.

“I am glad you hove coma—glad you
have come, Miss Dean,” he said at last.

“Were you wanting me?” she inquired.

‘“Yes—mno. I mean I am glad you have
come to Lochrain. I am not happy here.
I am a man with boundless ambition. This
has been no place to satisfy it. I have
been eating my heart out, with no one
to speak to as a friend—no one I would
have cared to speak with in such:a way.
| But the first moment you looked up into
i my face yesterday I felt the presence of a
i kindred spirit. I want to have you for a
| friend. May I think of you so?”

“Please do,” said Elspeth, rather puz-
i 7zled and not quite at ease, but still with
kindness in her heart for her fellow em-
ploye. She was very far from sure that
she was a kindred spirit of Mr. Grant’s,
but she was quite willing to be his friend.

“Thank you. Shake hands upon that,”
he said, seizing her hand and crushing it
so hard that she could scarcely refrain
from crying out. “Before long I may test
your friendship, by asking help such as
only a woman can give. But I shall not
make selfish demands upon it. Don’t fear
that. I want the friendship which you
have promised to promote your advantage
and advancament. I can’t explain how at
this moment, though you will know
what I mean before long.”

“You are very good,” replied the girl.
“But you haven't told me yet whether T
am wanted for the spare hour and a half
before 4.30."—

Grant seemed to wake from a feverish

| who loved TLady Hilary Lambart, and waz
ioved by her in return; who had .begun
life as a foundling, and made a career for
himself in the army; who had won Joha
Kenrith's friendship and loyal admiration|
who was labelled “daugerous” bty Lady
Lambart, and bitterly disliked by James
Grant?

This was the thought in her mind as

sitting room, for the second time that day.

John Kenrith himself opened it, and
somehow she had the conviction—conceits
ed though it might have been in a mere
typewriter—that he was present for her
sake, to introduce her to Captain Oxford
and put her at her ease.

His first words confirmed the impres-
sion. “I ran in before keeping a golf en-
gagement, to see if you were here, as 1
heard you ware coming.,” he explained.
“My friend, Capiain Oxford, met with an
ugly adventure last nighf, with a rascally
poacher, or some one of that ik, it's sup-
posed, and was shot in the zrm—of courbe,
the arm that had been hurt before! That's
usually so, isn’t it? He won’t be able to
help himseif much for- a Jay or two,
though it's tbe left arm, for he Las lost’
a-good deal of blood and s rather vweak.
I think you had better not let him dic-
tate many lciters this afivrncon; say
thres or four at most; end I'm sure he'ii
listen to your advice, and reot afterward,
though be doesn’t like playing invalid.,
Now come and be introduced. Sce, there
he is on the sofa over thare.”

Kenrith led Elspeth across fhe large
room toward a comfortabie sofa,piled wit
cushions among which could be seen +h
back of a man’s liead--a  well shapec
head. thickly covered with close aopped,
rippling bronze hair. lu anuvther moment
she saw the face, whick turned towmard
her as she aproeched, at Kenrith’s side,
end as the handevwe eyes aud lins smnilsd
faintly ic greeting, the girl guve a slighs
start of surprise.

“Why,” she asked herselt wagerly,
1“*:./'here have I seen him, or someone ex-

actly lite him, oaly a sbort time ago?”
{"l'o be Continued.)

N, Oh TORRE
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Montreal Man Gets $200 as Balm for
Some Remarks Addressed to Him
by Evangelist,

$

celebrated evangelist, will likely have
cause to remember his visit to Montreal.
In attacking sin he unwittingly attacked a
local celebrity, Norman Murray, by mug
ing an unfavorable comparison betwe
that gentleman, who is known as a Fre
Thinker, and King David. Though Dr}
Torrey apologized later, Norman Murray,‘g,l
through his atterneys, determined to sue!
for slander, and as a preliminary move he
seized, on Saturday, the personal effects of
Dr. Torrey, together with the funds held
by J. C. Holden, as treasurer.

The application made before Justice
Mathieu set forth that an action of $1,-
000 had been taken against the defendant
for uttering a slander against the plaintift
in St. James’ Methodist church, and that
as the plaintiff had reason to believe the
defendant was about to leave the city,
being a resident of the United States, in
which event the plaintif would be de-
prived of having recourse against him, he
therefore asked for a seizure before judg-
ment of all goods, chattels and money com-
ing to the defendant. The application was
then granted, and the papers were later
in the day served on Dr. Torrey dt the
Windsor hotel. Dr. Torrey expressed sur-
prise, as he thought that Mr. Murray was
satisfied with’ the explanation given of
what he had said. The course of the suit
is seen in the following explanation by
Dr. Torrey of what he said on the occasion
complained of:

“l want to say first of all,” said Dr.
Torrey, “that I did not say that David
was a better man than Mr. Murray. J4&
said precisely what I was reported as say-
ing in one evening paper. Mr. Murray
said: ‘What about David?” I said David
was a sinner, a great sinner, and did vob
make any comparison of any kind what-
ever with Mr. Murray, and I added that
David repented and was pardoned. I did
not say that Mr. Murray was arrested for
selling obscure literature in the streets. I
said there is also pardon for you, even if
vou were arrested for distributing obscure
literature. I made no statement whatever
that he was arrested, but said there was
pardon for him; even if he were.”

It appears that Norman Murray wrote
a letter to the evangelist, declaring he
would be on his side if he confined his at-
tack to gambling, drinking, lying, stealing
and the like, but to keep clear of the Free
Thinkers.

It was announced tonight, however, that
Dr. Torrey had settled the case by paying
damages of $200. )

THE BISLEY TEAM 1S
~ PARTALLY MADE P

Three Men Entitled to Be on It Not
Heard From, Including Major O,
W. Wetmore of Clifton.

Montreal, May 5—Rev. Dr. Torrey, the}'

e .
Ottawa, May 3—The Bisley team is as
follows: Commandant, Col. Hon. J. M.
Gibson 13th Hamilton; adjutant, J. D.
Puff Stuart 6th D. C. O. R., Vancouver

dream. “Yes—vyes!” he said. “I had for-
gotten Captain Oxford—the man I told you
about this -morning—has sent to know
whether there is any one who can write
from his dictation a few letters which he

is very anxious to get off as soon as pos-| (B. C.); shooting members—Sergt. A.
sible. I suppose you will have to go to|Graham, 48th Toronto; Sergt. W. H.
him, though I don’t quite like the idea.! Youhill, 90th Winnipeg; Sergt. F: H.

Tndeed, 1 suggested to Mr. McGowan that | Morris, 46th Dist.; Capt. C. M. Mitchell,
T might do what was wanted, but he| Winnipeg; Major Rennie, 2nd Q. O. R.,
thinks he has some work which I, and|Toronto; Capt. W. H. Hart McHaig, Gt
nobody else, must do for him this after-| P- 0 B, Vancouver (G. (.); Col. Sergt.

noon. Rather inconsiderate, 1 ecall it.
However, patiecnce is the word for the
present. - Fverything may be very differ-
ent soon. Captain Oxford has a  little
room opposite Mr. Kenrith’s, and Mr.
Kenrith—who is a friend of his—has lent
him that handsome sitiing room which
vou saw this morning. Captain Oxford
has becn moving over there for the after-
noon, and it is to be at his disposal each
day after lunch, as often as he likes, while

Miserop, 6th Vaucouver (B. C.); Seryt.
{ H. Kerr, 48th. Toronto; Sergt. W. Cree-
gan. Royal Garrison Artillery, @uebece;
Q. S. Bergt. J. McVittie, 48th Highland
jers, oronto; Sergi. D  liecKay, 5th
{ Royal Highlanders, Montreal; Pte. J. E.
Moore, 42nd Regt.; Sergt. Major J
Caven, 5th Regt., C. A., Victoria (B. C.);
Sergt. 8. S. Carr, 5th Regt., Victoria;
Lt. B. . Cenverse, 7th Hussars, Quebec;
Replies are being waited for to make up

he’s on the sick Iat. Vey'Biad of Me | 0 0 W6 Dot S B, Drayehew, fth
Kenrith. 1 call it, quite unnecessarily mf\w‘ar (I; "“‘A'.M‘a'or ff, W iVCltm(\ro
lfind. Ap_\'how‘, ﬁhayt 1:, \\:!l(‘l‘c you will!“th, (_‘lifh:r‘n J(Ni B.)g Smr'g.t,. W Smiﬂ;
h1}4} the mtere:ﬁmg mval!d. : A the G. G., Ottawa; Lt. G. Milligan, 91st
1hf‘m was blttcl‘ne‘ss. in Graqts voice, | pramilton. - Waiting © men—Pte. A, B.
and it was ck"nr to Elspeth, as it had be- Mitchell,” 48th, Toronto, and Capt. W. L.
gun to be earlier in the day, that the man-| gocs 13th Hamilton.
ager’s assistant did not like Captain Ox- 2
ford. This, for some perverse reason,made
her the more ‘curious to sea the young
man of whom she had heard &0 much thax

ordinary interest to the events that await-
ed her on the other side of the door.
Wihiat would hie be like, this yourg man

Bears
Rignatar

L

she tapped at the door of Mr. Kenrith's &




