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M.as nothing of any special importance
in the bureau, or in my uncie's rooms,
but I put ail the keys into my jewel-
case."

*Then we can only regret that Mr.
Skeue did flot exercise the samne care,"
said the lawyem drily.

For a moment Adrian made no me-
ply. Ilis pride would have taken fire
at Mr. Ferrier's tone, but the matter
was too serious for such personal
considerations, and lie was absorbed
in the effort to recali what he bad
done with the keys after Lesley had
given them to him. Hie had been
culpahly careless, cetainly, but who
couid have dreamed that such a reck-
oning wouid be demanded for a little
harmless beedlessness. Hie had found
them in bis pocket, and had put them
into a drawer of bis dressing-table,
but who was likely to be in bis dress-
ing-room save the servants or-good
God! no--not that!

"Come, Mr. Skene," broke in Mr.
Ferrier with a subtle change of tone,
"have you no suggestion to make? 1
am sure that no one can be more
anxious than yourself that this dis-
tressing business should lie rieared
up. It seems impossible to doubt that
the contents of the bureau were
examined, this hitherto unknown
document found, and the forgery exe-
cuted, which, pardon me saying it, s0
entirely alters the relative positions
of yourself and Miss Home, and ail
this white the keys were-well, nomi-
nally in your possession. I surely
need not say another word."

J-e wouid neyer had space to utter
so much, but, as Adrian Skene wouid
bave sprung to bis feet and flung back
the barely veiled accusation and the
hideous doubt witb it, Atys drew hem-
self out of the deptbs of ber chair and
turned to lier husband. Every eye
was turned on Adrian, expecting that
bot and instant répudiation, but a dead
and dreadfui silence feli and lengthen-
ed, for in that decisive moment, big
witli the fate of bis namne and lionour,
lie saw nothing but bis wife's face.

And that face! The mediaeval fres-
coes of the tortures of the damned
now strike the note of the grotesque
mather than the awful, and yet amid
the rout of writhing formns and busy
demons there stands out some face,
stamped not*only with helpless, shrink-
ing borror, witli frantic, despairing
appeal, but witli sucb a realising of
utter liopeless loss that the careless
smile of the onlooker dies away and
the blood cliulls.

And as bis wife ieaned towards liim
witli that despair, that vain aepeal in
lier hittle waxen face, ber gmey eyes
wells of anguisli, Adrian Skene's heart
turned to stone witliin him. Thie bot
words whicli lad sprung to bis lips
froze there, as the blood seemed slow-
ly fmeezing in bis veins.

It was Atys, lis own wife, who
had done this tbing, the woman wliom
lie bad taken to himself for better,
for worse, wbo now cried to him out
of lier own voiceiess tormient. Wbat
was lie to do?

What but the one thing could a
mian do! And yet if it bad been bis
life she liad claimed instead of this-
tliis--

It was bis life she asked-tie life
of an honourable man amid bis fel-
lows--what did the trnîshed remaîn.
der matter? There and tlien lie took
bis farewell of it. looked bis last upon
familiar faces, faces on whici lie no
more than the dead could liope to look
upon again-the ýwomnan lie loved-
thc upriglit, honest man' wlio loved
lier-who was now lis; judge-

The wvonder in Lcsiey'S eyes grew
to distress, in Sir Neih's to doubt as
biank despair duhled the dark, edo

quent face. The silencé, so porten-
tous to Adrian, grew intolerabie.

"Adrian-you are a Skene-re-
mnember that !" came thin and strained
from Lady Marchmiont as the wind
mnight shrili through a dry reed.

Sir Neil sprang to his feet. With
ail bis heart he loved the fair woman
beside him. Instinct told him that
more than aught else, early memnories
and, it might: be, something softer
and tenderer stood between him and
bis desire. Yet because he truly
loved, he forgot himseif for that mo-
ment, and divined what Lesiey was
feeling. Things look black enough,
but since .she cared for the man he
couidn't have done this thing.

"Skene, for God's sake, speak !" lie
exclaimed. "We can't but see what
Ferrier is driving at, but none of us
believe it-it can't be-it isn't possi-
hie, but speak--deny it !"

The vibrant echoes of the appeal
had time to throb out and die into
the silence before from stiff lips there
came the answer iii two words:

I-can't>"
Xot another word was uttered.

Even to Lord Palmont the shock was
too great. A faint gasp from Alys
passed unheeded. For the moment
she was forgotten.

Adrian did flot lift his eyes. Like
enough lie saw nothing of it at the
moment, but that fleur-de-lys on the
faded carpet at bis feet was branded
on his memory for ever. If lie had
wronged ber in thouglit thougli neyer
in intent, verily it was a full cup
whîch Alys, his wife, liad wrung out
and put to his lips. But that cup was
not yet drunk to the dregs, no, nor
ever wouid be tili life had mun out.
Before even Mr. Fermier had recov-
ered himself enough to ask what was
to foliow, Adrian rose and said
heavily:

"There is nothing more to say. I
am in your hands--you can do with
me as you think, but you wiil find
me in my room when-whien you have
decided."

Putting ont a groping hand, as if
the full, coid dayiight were darkness,
lie moved towards the door without
looking round. The high dark head
was sunk, the shoulders seemed to
ýstoop already under their ioad of
shame.

Was this ber Cousin Adrian who
had flung that lying paper into the
fire, and would have watched it burn
witli a smile? It couldn't be--no one
man. was capable of the two actions.
He-or they-must be under somte
monstrous delusion. Before he could
reach the door Lesley had sprung for-
wamd to his side, and seized bis arm
with the ciutch as of one drowning.

"Adrian !" she cried in a voice
whicli none tliere ever forgot, anid
whicb told its own stomy.

Atys, who liad fallen back as if ini
a stupor, sat suddenly erect, the pinch-
ed terror of lier face crossed by some'
other emotion, hard to read, but none
hadt eyes for lier.

"Adrian, you must not, you shall
flot go! You have flot done this tbing
-von couid flot do it-I will neyer
believe it. You said you could flot
deny it-God knows what yon mean,
but I challenge you"ý-the brown eyes
were ablaze with passionate, des-
perate appeal-"i2'ook me in the face,
and say that you did-tlien-I shall
let you go."

Like the sbudder that runs through
a tree before its final crashing faîl,
wben the trunk lias been ail but sev-
ered by the axe, a quiver ran tlirough
Adrian's taîl figure. For one instant
lie lifted the dark angnisli of bis gaze
in a hast look, then the words came,
one by one-

Tt was time flesh and blood couid
endure no more. Lesiey fell back as
if lie bad struck ber on the face:* Atys,
who sat breathing liard, a mcd spot
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like the impress of a bruising finger
upon ecd cheek-bone ' dropped with
a faint cmy back into hem chair.

"4Poor chid-poom chld-none of
us have been thinking how terrible
this is for lier !" exclaimed Lord Pal-
mont.

Admian mechanically stooped ovem
her, as if hie wonld have lifted lier
f rom the chair, but Lesley suddenly
stepped between.

"Don't toucli lier, she shaîl be my
came. Go-since you must," sic said
hioarsely.

And Adrian Skene went, leaving
behind him love and honour and ail
for wbich a man gives bis life-blood
and counts it a liglit thing.

CHAPTER XIII.

Through the lowemcd sunblinds the
June sunlight was filtering into a
rooni wbich, in its elegant bareness,
the hast word of the modemn revoit
frorn over-ornamnentation and over-
furnishing, miglit have served as a
background for one of Orcliamdson's
pictumes. The resemilance would have
heen complete liad its two occupants,
instcad of the man's conventionai
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frock-coat and the girl's gauzy white
draperies, worn eighteenth, century
dress. Under sucli a title as "Solitude
a deux," it wouhd bave made a very
cliarming genre pictume, a graceful
embodiment of that ohd stomy wbicli
neyer fails to toncli and to please, to
awaken tlie sigli and the smile of
memory or of hope. But the strained
anxiety, the bardlv-snppressed passion
on Sir Neil Wedderburne's face weme
eniotions too keen and visible for sncb
pleasant dmawinz-room art.

Hie had succeeded in persuading
Leslcy to accept bis sistem's eagerly-
urged invitation to spend some wecks
of the season witli ber, and bad meant
to lie content for the moment witli
seeing Miss Home and Lady Mardi..
mont installed in Mms. Kenyon's pretty
London bouse-a victory indeed to
bis persistence. But with more syn-
pathy than prudence, Agatha Kenyon
had chosen to efface herself tliis after-
noon, and froni thc friendly talk whicb
long habit had made so easy and
familiar between Lesley and himself,
Sir Neil fonnd btniseif hurried, lie
bamdly kncw lihow, into hot avowal of
the love wvhicli had grown strong ini
silence.

('To be-continued)
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