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The Duke was without doubt agitated.
Hnrhrose fronix his chair and paced” the
oom restlessly.
nTYnu are sure of what you saw, Du-
caine?” he demanded, turning, and fac-
ing me suddenly. %

~Absolutely sure, your Grace,” T an-
swered.

He turned away from me.

“In my own house, under my own
roof,” T heard him mutter.l Goqd
God!” . B
of so much feeling, W he resumed
his seat and fornter attitude I could see
that his face was almost gray.

“This is terrible news;” he said. *“1
am not at all sure, though, Mr. Du-
caine, that any blame can attach. itself

you. * g
m':Your Grace,” 1 answered, ‘“there
were three men only who kuew_ the se-
cret of the combination, One js your-
self, another Colonel Ray, the third my-
self. I set the lock last night, I open-
ed it this morning. I ask yom, the
name of common sense, upon whom the
plame is likely to fall? If I remain this
will happen again, I cannot escape sus-
picion. It is not reasonable.” 4

“The word was a common one,” the
Duke said half tovihi’x’nself;,, “Some one
may have guessed 4t.” - .

Your Grace,” T said, “is it likely that
any one would admit the possibility of
such a thing?? s

“It may have been overheard.

“It has never been spoken, “I remind- |

ed him. “It was written down,-glanced
at by all of us, ang destroyed.”

The Duke nodded.

“You are right,” he admitted. “The
inference is positive enough. The safe
has been opened between the hours of
ten at night and seven o’clock this morn-
ing by—"

“By either myself, Colonel Ray, or
your Grace,” T said.

“] am not so sure that I am pre_pared
to' admit that,” the Duke objected
quietly.

“It is inevitable!* 1 declared. 2

“Only the very young use that word,
said the Duke drily.

“I spoke only of what others must
say,” I answered.

“It is a cul de sac, I admit,” ;he Duke
said. “Nevertheless, Mr. Ducaine ;T am
not prepared without consideration to
accept your resignation. I_cannot see
that our position -would be.improved in
any way, and in my own mind I may
add that I hold you abgolved from sus-
picion.” h i 2

I held myself a little more upx::ght.
The Duke spoke without enthusiasm,
but with- conviction.

“Your Grace is very kind,” I answered
gratefully, “bunt there are the~othe1:s.
They know nothing of me. It is _inevxt-
able that I should become an object of
suispicion to them,”

The Duke leoked ‘thoughtfully for
several moments at the table before him.
Bhen he looked up at me:—--5 - -

“Ducaine,” he said, “I will tell you
what I propose. You have done your
duty in reporting this thing to me. Yonr
diity ends there—mine begins. The res-
ponsibility, therefore, for our future
course of action remains with me. You,
I presume, are preparéd to admit this.”

“Certainly, your Grace,” T answered.

I see no useful purpose to be gain-
ed,” the Duke continued, ‘in spreading
this thing about. I believe that we shall
dd better by keeping our own counsgl.
You and I can work secretly in the mat-
ter. I may have some suggestions to
make when I have considered it more
fully; but for the present I propose that
we treat the matter as a hallucination
of yours. We shall hear in due course
if this stolen information goes across
the water, - If it does—well, we shall
know how. to aet.”

“You mean_this?’ I asked breathlessly.
“Forgive me, -your Grace, but ‘it means
so much to me.- You believe that we
are justified 7’

“Why not?’ the Duke asked coldly.
“It is I who am your employer. It is
I who am responsible to the country for
these things. You are responsible only
to me. I choose that you remain. I
choose that you speak of this matter
only when I bid you speak.”

To me it was relief immeasurable.
The Duke’s manner was precise, even
cold. Yet I felt that he believed in me.
I scarcely doubted but that he had sus-
picions of his own. I, at any rate, was
not involved in them. I could have
wrung him by the hand but for the in-
appropriateness of such a proceeding.
So far as he was coneerned I could see
that the matter was already done with.
His attention was beginning to wander
to the mass of letters-before him.
“‘Wou]d you allow me to help your
Grace with your correspondnce?”’ I sug-
gested. “I have no work at present.”

The Duke shook his head impatiently.

“I thank: yow,” he said. “My man
of business will be here this morning,
and he will attend to them. I will hot
detain you, Mr. Duecaine.”

I turned to leave the room, but found
myself face to face with a young man
In the act of entering if.

"Blenavon!”- the Duke exclaimed.

“How are you, sir?” the newcomer
auswered. “Sorry I didn’t arrive in
time to see you last night. We motored
from King’s Lynn, and the whole of this
Tespectable household. was in bed.”

knew at onee who' it was.
Duke looked towards me.

‘Ducaine,” he said, “this is my son,
Lord Blenayon,”

Lord Blenavon’s smile was evidently
Ieant to be friendly, but his expression
}lli.ehed it. - He was slightly taller than|
is father, and his cast of features was
altogether different, His cheeks were
bale, almost sunken, his eyes were too
close together, and they had the dim-
ness of the roue or the habitual dyspep-
tie, His lips were too full, his chin too
receding, and he was almost bald.

ow are you, Mr, Ducaine?” he

'he

Said. “Awful hour to be out of bed,
150°t it? and all for the slaying of a few
fat and innoeent birds. Let me see,

“’zgsxu‘t T at Magdalen with you?”
'l came up in your last ” -
minded ity i e
oAb, yes, T remember,” he drawled.
Terrible close worker you were, too.
Al'le‘? you breakfasting downstairs, sir?”
T think that I had better,” the Duke
said. “T suppose you brought some men
With youn?”
“Half a dozen,” Lord Blenavon an-
;wergd, “including his Royal High-
eng.’”
].The Duke thrust all his letters into
18 drawer, and locked them up with g
little exclamation of relief. :

1 had scarcely believed him capable]:

“I will come down- with you,” he
said. “Mr. Ducaine, You will join us.”

I would have excused myself, for in- I
deed I was weary and the thought of a
bath and rest at home was more attract-
ive. But the Duke had a way of ex-
pressing his wishes ip a manner which
it was scarcely possible to mistake, and
I gathered that he desired me to accept
his invitation. We¥ all descended the

CHAPTER XI:

Hil‘R;yal Highhcqs. ]
The long dining-room’ was ‘almost fill-

Tived on the previous day. Most of the|w
men were gathered round the huge side-
board, on which-was a formidable array
of . .silver-covered hot-water  dishes.
Places were laid along the flower-deck-
ed table for thirty or forty. I stood"
apart for a few moments whilst™ the
‘Duke was getting some of his guests
Ray, who_ was sit‘tlin‘g “alone, motioned
me-to a“place by him., -~ . %

“Come and “sit l?:‘.@,“ﬁuca‘me." he
said; “that is,” he added, with a sudden |al
sarcastic gleam in his darR eyes, ‘“‘un-
less. you- still ‘have what the novelists
call an unconquerable antipithy to me.
I tdo’l'l’t want to rob you of your appe-
tite. ;
“I did not expect to. see you :dewn
here again so soon, ‘Colonel Ray,” -T
answered gravely. “I congratulate you
upon your nerves.” 1

Ray laughed softly to himself.

“You would have me go shuddering
past the fatal spot, I suppose, with shak-
ing knees and averted head, eh?  On the
contrary, I have been down on the sands
for more than an hour this morning, and
have returned with an excellent appe-
tite.” . : a

I looked at him curiously.

“I saw you returning,” I said. “Your
boots looked as though ‘Feu had been
wading in the wet sand. You were not}
there without a purpose.” Y

“I was not,” he admitted. “I seldom
do_anything without a purpose.” w

For a moment he abandoned the sub- |2l
ject. He proceeded calmly with his|a
breakfast, and addressed a few.remarks'
to & man. across the table, a man with
short cropped hair and beard, and a:
shooting dress of sombre black.

. “You-are quite right,” he said, turn-:
ing towards me suddenly. . “I had a’
purpose in going there. I though that
the gentleman whose untimely fate has:
enlisted your sympathies - might have
dropped something which would have’
been useful to me.” : : i e

_For the mament I forgot this man's;
kindness to me. I looked at him with a'
shudder. ¢

“If you are in earnest,” I said, "I/
trust that you were unsuecessful.”

I fancied that there was in his glance!
which suggested the St. Bernard looking
down on the terrier, and I chafed at it..

“It weuld have been better for you,””*
he said, grimly,  “had my search met#if
with better result)” - < E

“For me” I repeated. ]

“For you! Yes! The man came to’
See you. * If he had been alive you
might have been in his toils .by now.
He was g very cunning person, and
those who sent him ‘were devils.” a

“How do you know these things?’ I
asked, amazed. - i =

“From the letters which I ripped from
his coat,” he answered.

“He came to Braster to see me, then?’
‘T exclaimed.

~‘Precisely.”, i

_“And the letters. which you took from
him—were they ‘addressed to me?’

“They.mre.” ’

I was getting angry, but Ray remain-
ed imperturbable, ‘. "

“I think,” I said, “yow will admit that|is
I:have a right to them.” =~ ... =

“Not a shadow 6f a doubt of ;) ¥
he answered.  “In fact, if was so obvi-
ous:that I destroyed them.” :

“Destroyed my letters!”

“Precisely! I chose that coursé rather
than allow them to fall into your hands.”

“You admit, then,” I said, “that I had
a right to them.” I

“Indubitably. But they do not exist.”

“You read them, without doubt. You
can acquaint me with their contents.”

“Some day,” he said, “I_"probably
. But not yet. Believe e or not,
as you choose, but there are certain
positions in which ignorance is the only
possible safe state. You are in such a
position at the present moment.”

“Are you,” I asked, “my moral guar- I
dian?”’

“I' have at least,” he said, “incurred
certain responsibilities on your behalf.
You could no lenger hold your present
post and be in communication with the
sender of those letters.”

The man’s strength and honesty of pur-
pose were things which I could not bring
myself to doubt. I continued my break-
fast_in silence. ) :

“[Bx-thg_—b‘y:g,’.? he remarked presently,
‘you, too, my oung friend, were out

=

oeuments to put in the safe.’”

“You have been to the safe this morn-

ing, then?? =" =t L 0o

I answered -him -vith a. composure at

which I inwardly marveled. -

“Certiinly:! It was_the pbject of my
| Hepe’ ok it

“Yon entered the room with the. Duke.
Was he in the study at that hour?”

“No, I went upstairs to him. I had|work'to do. I am safely away from all

“And you have met Lord Blenavon?
What do you think of him?’ -

“We were at Magdalen -together for
a term,” I answered.
enc to remember me.”

Ray smiled, but he did not speak an-
other word to me all the breakfast time.
Once I made a remark to him, and his
reply was curt, almost rude. I left the
room’ a few minutes afterwards, and
came face to face in the hall with Lady
Angela. 5 I

“I am glad, Mr. Ducaine,” she re-|I
marked, “that your early mqrning la-
bors have given you an appetite.
have been in to breakfast, have you
not?” ;

“Your father was good enough to in-
sist upon it,”” 1 answered. &

“You have seen him already this
morning, then?’

+{ cuss.”

jam-too few,” she said lightly.
shqotmg is one of the few sports with
1 which I have no sympathy at all. I shall
try and get somewhere
sound of your guns.”

call a devotee of. the sport.

Lant,
on an unentertained guest?”’

she said, coolly.
be allowed.  You will find
father has once marshaled

turned away.

“May I ask is he an old

by marriage,”
Blenayon saw a great deal of
other in Paris,
vantage of my

clared.
creet friendship for him, and. Paris w.

his first appointmént.m’ aind i
and speak to some of ‘these people.”

and hurried back to

My anger died away despite myself. | fortable easy
ful condesce:
alréady seat
the afternoon,
the room behind,. preparing my tea.

“S¢ far as T am concerned, I think

80,” T said. “Forgive me, Lady Angela,”

added, “but I think that you must

have walked too far this morning. You
are very pale.” .

“I am tired,” she admitted.
There was a lounge close at hand. She

moved slowly towards it, and sat down.

e€re was no spoken invitation, but I

. llud_erstood that I was permitted to re-
stairs together. main with her.

“Do you know,” she said, looking

looking round to make sure that we were
alone, “I
Council.

Something terrible will happen. 1 knew
ed with a troop of guests who had ar-| Lord Ronald very well, ‘and hi8 mother

dread these meetings of the
I have always the feeling that

as one of my dearest friends. 1 am

sure that he was perfectly innocent. And
today he is -in a madhouse.
that he will never recover.”

They say
I did not wish to speak about . these

things, even with Lady Angela. I tried
to lead
channels, but she absolutely ignored any
attempt. '

the conversation into

“There is something about it all so

grimly fiysterious,”’ she said. “It seems

most as though there must be a trai-

tor; if not in the Council itself, in some
special and privileged position.”

She looked up at me as though asking

for confirmation of her views. I shook
‘my head.

“Lady Angela,” I said, ‘“would you

mind if I abstained from expressing my
opinion at all? It is a subject which

feel it is scarcely right for me to dis-

She looked at me with = wide-open

eyes, a dash of insolence mingled with
her surprise.
was about to say, for at that moment
the young man with the sombre shooting
suit and closely cropped hair paused for

I do not know what she

moment on his way out of the break-

fa§t room. He glanced at me, and Xorer
ceieved a brief impression of an unwhole-
some-looking person with protuberant
eyeballs, thin eyelashes, and and -super-
cilious mouth. z

'“I.trust'that the day’s entertainment
!ll include something more than a
impse of Lady Angela,” he said, with
low bow.

She raised her eyes. It seemed to me,

who was watching her closely; that she
shrank a little back in her, seat.
sure that she
like of the man.

I was
shared my instinctive dis-

“I think not,” she said. “Perhaps

You are expecting me to come down with
the lunch and compliment you all upon
your - prowess.” .

d“It .would be delightfnl!” he murmur-

She shook her -head. .
“There. are too- many of you; and I
“Besides,

~away from the

“I myself,” he said, “am not what you
I wonder
'part of the. day one might play tru-
Would .Lady Angels take pity up=

“I should find it a shocking nuisance,”
“Besides, it would not
that when my
; you, escape is
thing not to be dreamed of. Every

ox;le says that he is a perfeét martinet
A\

ere a flay’s shooting is concerned.”
E[e'smzled enigmatically.
We. shall see,” he remarked, as he

Lady Angela watched him disappear.
“Do you know, who that ls?"pshe

asked me,

I shook my head. B
“Some one French, very . French,” I

remarked. :
- “He ‘should be,” she reméarked. “That
Prince Henri de Malors. He epre-

sents the hopes of the Royalists in

rance.” :

“It is very interesting,” I murmaured.
family friend ?”
been connected
she answered. “He and
{ one an-
ver§ much to the disad-
8 brother, I should think,
believe that there was some trouble at

“Our families have

the Foreign Office about it.””

:It is very interesting,” I repeated.
Blena‘von ‘was very foolish,” she de-
“It was obviously a most indis-

But I must go
She rose and left‘me a little abruptly.

escaped by one of theside entrances,
my cottage.

CHAPTER XIL

An Accident.
The Prince accepted my most com-
c{mir with an air of grace-
ion. Lady Angela had
herself. ' It was late in
and Grooton was busy in

“The Prince did not care to shoot to-

h o % glay,” ga:dy :ngiela __;x.plained, “and 1
"Wt di] night,” T snswored. h:«:«; en showing him the neighbor-

Incidentally, I am dying for some

¥ ety Nk s tea, and the Pri h i
He shot & -quick searching-glance at| cigarettes,” nce has smoked all his

The Prince raised his hand in polite

expostulation; but he accepted a cigar-
ette with a little sigh of relief.

“You have found a very lonely spoot

for your dwelling house, Mr. Ducai e,”
he said.” “You English are so fofid of
solitude.”

“It suits me very well,” I answered,.
“for just now, I have a great deal of

a question to ask.” distraction here.”

Lady Angela smiled at me. .
“Not quite so safe, perhaps, Mr. Du-

caine, as you fondly imagined,” she re-
“He was good | marked.
ed you. You look awfully busy.”

“I am afraid that we disturb-
She glanced towards my writing table.

It was covered with papers, and a map
of the southern counties
against the wall. The Prince also was
glancing curiously in the same direction.

Jeaned up

“I have finished my work for the day,”
said, rising.. “If you will permit me,
will put it away.”

Grooton brought in tea. The Prince

You | was politely curious as to the subject
matter of those written sheets of paper.

“You are perhaps interested in litera-

ture, Mr. Ducaine,” he remarked.

“Immensely,” I answered, waving my

doubt

hapd towards my bookshelves.

“But you yourself—you no

“For a few minutes only,” I explain-| write?”

ed. “I went up to his room.”

“I trust so far that everything is go-
ing on satisfactorily?” she ‘-inquired,
raising her eyes to mine.

I did not answer her at once. I was
engaged in marveling at the wonderful

“Oh, one tries,” I answered, pouring

out the tea.

“I may be permitten then to-wish you

success,” he remarked dryly.

“You are very good,” I answered.
Lady Angela calmly interposed. The

pallor of her. cheeks. A ‘Prince ate buttered toast and drank tea

other |

‘with a bland affection of enjoyment.
They rose, almost immediately after-
wards, . S

“You are coming up to the house this
evening, Mr. Ducaine?’ Lady Angela
asked.

“I am gdue there now,” I answered.
“If you will allow me, T will walk back
with you.”

The Prince touched my arm as Lady
Angela passed. out before us. !

“I am anxious, Mr. Ducaine,” he said,
looking me in the face, “for a few min-
utes’ private conversation with you. I
shall perhaps be fortunate enough to find
Fou at home tomorrow.” .

He did not wait for my answer, for
Lady Angela looked back, and he hast-
ened to her side. He seemed in no hur-
ry, however, to leave the place. The
evening was cloudy and unusually dark.
A north wind was tearing through the
grove of stunted firs, and the roar of the
incoming sea filled the air with muffled
thunder. The Prince looked abonut him
with a little grimmace.

“It ‘is indeed a lomely . spot,” he. re-
marked. “One ean imagine anything
happening here. - Did .I not hear of &
tragedy ‘only the other day—a  man
found dead?’ . -

“If you have a taste for horrors,
Prince,” I remarked, ‘‘you can see the
spot from the edge of the eliff here.”

The Prince moved eagerly forward.

“I 'disclaim .all such weakness,” he
said, -“but the little account which I
read, or did some one tell me of it?—ah,
I forget; but it interested me.”

I pointed downwards to where the
creek-riven marshes  ‘merged into . the
sands.

“It was theére—a little to the left of:

the white palings,” I said. ‘*The man
was supposed to have been cast up from
the sea.” ¢

He measured the. distance with his
eye.. I anticipated his remark.

“The tide is only halfway up now, 1
said, “and on that particular night there
was a terrible gale.”

“Nevertheless,” he murmured, half to
himself, “it is a long way. Was the
man Wwhat you call identified, Mr. Lu-
caine?

SN i

“There were no. letters
found upon him?”

“None.” :

The Prince looked &t me. sharply.

“That,” he said softly, “was strange.
Dpoes it not suggest. to you that he may
ha%e been robbed?”

“I had not thought of it,” I answered.
“The verdict, I believe, was _simply
Found Drowned.” .. ;

“Found drowned,” the Prince répeat;
ed. “Ah! Found d‘ggwned. By-the-Bye,”
he-added suddenly; “who did find him?’

“I -did,” I said caolly.

“You?’ The Prince peered at me
closely through the dim light. “that,”
he said reflectively, ,"is. interesting.”

“You find it so interesting,” I remark-
ed, “that perhaps you . could help to
solve the question of. the man’s identity.”
He seemed. starctled.s. . .- - . .,

“#But no. Why

“127 he exclaimed;
should you think that?’ - ;
I turned to join Lady Angela. He did
not immediately follow.
“Why did you bring him?”’ I asked
her softly. “You had some .reason.”
“He was making inguiries about you,”

or

-

papers

she answered, “secretly and openly. I

thought you ought-to know, and I could
think of no other way of putting you on
your guard.” %

“The Prince of Malors!” 1 murmured.
“He surely would not'stoop to play the
spy.” s

She was silent, and moved a step or
two farther away from the spot whex:e
he still stood as though absorbed. His
angular figure was -<clearly  defined
through the twilight against the empty
background of space. He was on the
very edge of the cliff, almost looking
over. y

“I know very' little about him my-
self,” she said hurriedly, “but 1 have
heard the others talk, Lord Chelsfqrd
especially. He is a man, they say, with
a ‘twofold reputation. He has played
a great part in the world of pleasure,
almost a theatrical part; but, you know,
the French people like that.”

“It is true,” T murmmred. “They love
their heroes decked in. tinsel.”

She nodded.

“They say that it is part of a pose,
and that he has serious political ambi-
tions. He contemplates always some
great scheme which shall make him the
idol, if only for a 'day, of the French
mob. A day would be sufficient, for he
would strike while—Prince, be careful,”.
she called out. *“AhD”

‘We heard a shrill cry, and we saw
the Prince sway on the yverge of the
cliff. He threw up his arms and clutch-
ed wildly-at the air, but he was too late
to save himself. We saw the ground
crumble beneath his feet, and with a
second cry of despair he disappeared.

Grooton, Lady Angela, and I reached
the edge of the cliff at about the same
moment.. We peered over in breathless
anxiety. Lady Angela clutched my-arm
and far a moment I did not in the least
care what had happened‘to the Prinece.

“Don’t be frightened,” I whispered
“The descent is not by any means sheer.
He c¢an’t possibly have got to the bot-
tom. I will elamber down and look for
him.” .

She shuddered. :

“Oh, you mustn’f,” she exclaimed. “It
is not safe. How terrible it looks down
there!”

I raised my voice and shouted. al-
most immediately there came an an-
swer. ¢
“I am here, my friends, in the middle
of a bush. I dare not move, " is so
datk I cannot see where to-put my foot.
Can you lower me a lantern, and I will
see if I can climb up?” ;

Grooton hastened back to the cottage.

“I think you will be all right,” I eried
out. “It is ‘mot half as steep as it
looks.”

“I believe,” he answered, “that I can
see a path up: But I will wait until the
lantern comes.”

The lantern arrived almost immedi-

ately. We lowered it to him by a rope,|

and he examined the face of the cliff.

“I think that I'can get up,” he eried
out, “but I should like to help myself
with the rope. Can you both hold it
tightly ?”’ ;

“All right,” I answered. “We've got
g ;

He clambered up with surprising agil-
ity. But as he reached the edge of the
cliff he groaned heavily. ¥

“Are you hurt?” Lady Angela asked.

“It is my foot,” he muttered, “my left
foot. I twisted it in falling.”

Grooton and I helped him to the cot-

5

tage. ‘He hobbled painfully along with
tightly clenched lips.

“I shall have to ask you for a pony
cart to get up to the house, I am
afraid,” he said. “I am very sorry to
give you 80 much trouble, Mr. Duecaine. ’

“The trouble is nothing,” I answered,
“but' I am wondering how on earth you
managed to fall over the cliff.”

“I myself, I scarcely know,” he an-
swered, as he sipped the brandy which
Grooton had produced. “I am subject
to fits of giddiness, and one came over
me as I stood there looking down. I felt
the ground sway, and remember no
more. I am very sorry to give you all
this trouble, ‘but indeed I fear that I
cannot walk.”

“We will send you down a cart,” I de-
clared. “You will have rather a rough
drive across the grass, but there is no
other ‘way.” 3

“You are’very kind,” he declared. I
am in despair at my clumsiness.”

I gave him my box of cigarettes. Lady
ngela hesitated. !
“I think,” she said, “that I ought to

stay with you, Prince, while Mr. Du-
caine goes up for the cart.”

“Indeed, Lady Angela, you are very
kind,” he answered, “but’ I could not
permit it. I regret to say that I ém in
some pain, and I have a weakness for
being alone when I suffer. If I desire
anything Mr. Ducaine’s servant will be
at hand.”

time the prospect of that walk with
Lady Angela would hdve filled me with
joy. But from the first moment of leav-
ing the cottige I was uneasy.

“What do you think of that man?’ I
asked her ‘abruptly. “I mean person-
ally?’ @

“I hate him,” she answered coolly.
“He is -one of those creatures whose
eyes and mouth, and something under-
neath his most respectful words, seem
always to suggest -offensive things. I
g}ld it very hard indeed to be civil tq
im,

“Do you happen to know what Col-
onel Ray thinks of him?’ I asked her.

“I have no special knowledge of Col-
onel Ray’s likes or dislikes,” she an-
swered. - -

“Forgive me,” I said. “I thought
that you and he were very intimate, and

he takes the Prince seriously.”

“Colonel Ray is one of my best
friends,” she said, “but I am not in his
confidence,”

A slight reserve had crept into \her
tone. I stole a glance at her face, paler
and more delicate than ever it seemed
in the gathering darkness. Her lips
were firmly set, but her eyes were kind.
A sudden desire for her sympathy weak-
ened me. 3

“Lady Angela,” I said, “I must talk
to some one. I do not know whom to
trust. I do not know who is honest.
You are the only person whom I'dare
.speak to at all.” = -

She looked round cautiously. We were
out._of the plantation riow, in the open
p_ﬁk,‘ where eavesdropping was impos-
sible. Hae
_“You have a dificult’ post, Mr. Du-
caine,” ,g_he said, “and you will remem-

er—

“Oh, 1. remember,” I interrupted.
“You warned me not to, take it. . But
think in what a position I was. I had
no career, I ‘was penniless. How could
I throw away such a chance?”’

“Something has happened—this morn-
ing, has it not?” she asked.

I nodded.

‘(YES'79 .

She waited for me to go-on. She was
deeply interested. I could hear her

walking at a snail’s pace. I longed to
confide in her absolutely, but I dared
Aot.

- “Do not ask me to ‘tell you what it
was,” I said. “The knowledge would
only perplex and be a burden to you.
})t is- :’111 the time like poison in my
rain,’ y

We were walking very elose together.
I felt her fingers suddenly upon my arm
and her soft breath upon.my cheek.

“But if you do not tell me everything
—how can you expect my sympathy,
perhaps my help?”’

“I may not ask you for either,” I an-
swered sadly. ‘“The knowledge of some
things must remain between your father
and myself.” %

“Between my father—and yourself!”
she repeated.

I was silent, and then we both start-
ed apart. Behind us we could hear the
sound of footsteps rapidly approaching, '
soft quick footsteps, muffled and almost
noiseless upon the.spongy turf. We
stood still. g

CHAPTER XIII.

—

A Bribe.

I wheeled round and peered into the
darkness, Lady Angela’s fingers clutch-
ed my arm. I could feel that she was
trembling ~violently. It was Grooton
whose figure loomed up almost immedi-
ately begfore us—Grooton, bareheaded”
and breathless. |

“What is it?” I exclaimed quickly.

‘I think, sir, that you had better
return,” he panted.

He pointed over his shoulder towards
the “Brand,” and I understood. In a
moment I was on my way thither, run-
ning as I had not done since my col-
lege days. I stumbled over antheaps,
and more than once set my foot in a
rabbit hole, but somehow I kept my bal-
ance. As I neared thé cottage I slack-
ened my speed and proceeded wmore
steadily, I dréw close to the window
and peered in.. Grooton had been right
indeed to fetch me. The Prince was
standing before my desk, with a bundle
of papers in his hand. 1 threw open
the door and entered the room. Swift
though my mavement ‘had been, ‘a sec-
ond’s difficulty with the catch had given
the Prince his opportunity. He was
back in his easy chair when I entered,
reclining there with half-closed eyes. nie
looked up at me with well simulated sur-
prise.

“You are soon back, Mr. Ducaine,”
he remarked calmly. “Did you forget
something ?”

“I forgot,” I answered, struggling to
recover my breath, “to lock up my
desk.”

“An. adnifirable precaution,” he admit-
ted, watching as I gathered my papers
together, “especially if one has valu-
ables, It is.an exposed spot this, and
very lonely.”

“I am curious,” I said, leaning against
the table and facing him, “I am curious
to know which of my poor possessions

can possibly be of interest or value to the

So we left him there. At .any other | -

that you might know. I wonder whether’

breath coming fast, though we were T

Prince of Malors,” G

The calm hauteur of his answering
stare was excellently dome. I had a
glimpse now of the aristocrat. =
“You speak in enigmas, young man,
he said. “Kindly be more explicit.”
“My language can searcely be more
®nigmatic than your actions,” I answer-
ed. “I was fool enough to trust you
and I left yon here alone. But you were
uot unobserved, Prince. My servant, 1
am thankful to say, is faithful. It was
he who summoned me back.”

“Indeed!” he murmured.

“I might add,” I continued, “that 1
took the liberty of looking in thr_oug}'l
the side window there before entering.

“If it amused you to do 80, or to set
your servant to spy upon me,” he said,
“I see no reason to ebject. But your
meaning is still unexplained.”

“The onus of expldnation,” I declar-
ed, “appears to me to rest with you,
Prince. I offered the hospitality of my
room, presumably to a gentleman—not
to a person who would sieze_ that op-
portunity to examine my private pa-
pers.” g

“You speak with assaurance, Mr. Du-
caine.”

“The assnrance of knowledge,” I an-
swered. “I saw you at my desk from
outside.” ;

“You shouild consult an oculist,” he de-
clared. “I have not left this chair. My
foot is still too painful.” W

“You lie, Prince,” I answered, bu};
not well enough.”

He looked at me thoughtfully.

“I am endeavoring,” he said, to ac-
commodate myself to the customs of
this ‘wonderful country of yours, In
France one sends one’s seconds. What
;io you do here to a man who calls you a
iar? :

“We treat him,” I answered hotly, as
the man deserves to be treated who
abuses the hospitality of a stranger,
and places himself in the position of a
common thief.” &

The Prince shrugged his shoulders
lightly; and helped himself to one of my
cigarettes,

“You are very young, Mr. Dueai‘ne,"
he said, looking at me thoughtfully. Ypu
have no doubt your career to make in
the world. 8o, in a greater sense of the
word, have I. I propose, if you '?:ﬂl
allow me, to be quite frank with you.

Prince,” I answered. “They cannot pos-
sibly concern or interest me.” 3

“Do not be too sure of that,” he said.
“Like all young men of your age, you
jump too readily at conclusions. It s
very possible that you and I may be of
service to ome another, and 1 may add
that those who have been of service to
the Prince of Malors have seldom had
cause to regret it.”

‘“This conversation,” 1 interposed,
‘““seems “to me to be beside-the point. 3
have no desire to be of service to you.
My inclinations- are rather the othen
Whyttis ety p ! %

“The matter may become more clear
to you if you will only curb your impati-
ence, my young friend,” the Prince said.
“It is only my ambition to serve my
country,-to command the gratitude of &
nation which today regards both ‘me and
mine with mingled doubt and suspicion.
I have ambitions, and I should be an
easy and generous master to serve.”

“I am honored with your confidence,
Prince, but I still fail to see how these
matters concern me,” I said, setting my
teeth hard. ;

“With your permission I will make it
quite clear,” he continued. “For years
your War Office has suffered from con-
stant dread of an invasion by France.
he rumor of our great projected man-
oeuvres in the autumn have inspired |
Your statesmen with an almost paralyz-
ing fear. 'They see in these merely an
excuse for marshaling and equipping an’
irresistibl army within striking dis<
tance of your Empire. Personally I be-
lieve that they are entirely staken
in their estimate of my country’s inten-.
tions, 'That, however, is beside the
mark. You follow me?” o
\ “Perfectly,” I assured him. “This is
most. interesting, although as yet it
seems to me equally irrelevant.” s

“Your War Office,” the Prince contin-
ued, “has established a Secret Counecil
of Defence, whose only task it is to plan
the successful resistance to that invasion
if ever it should take place. You, Mr,
Ducainé, are, I believe, practically the
secretary of that Council.
elaborate the digests of the meetings,
to file schemes for the establishment’ of
fortifications and camps; in a word, the
result of these meetings passes through
your hands. I will not beat about the
bush, Mr. Ducaine. You can see that.
you have something in your keeping
which, if passed on to me, would accom-
plish my whole aim.
be forced to acknowledge my claim upon
thn‘a‘x{:‘; flh"; nIatlo:; wog!d hear of it.”

ell, asked, “supposing all you
say is true? What then?” . ¥

“You are a little obtuse, Mr. Du-
caine,” the Prince said softly.  “If
twenty thousand pounds would quicken
your understanding——""

I picked up a small inkpot from the
side of the table and hurled it at him.
He sprang aside, but it caught the cor-
ner of his forehead, and he gave a shrill
cry of pain. He struck a fierce blow at
me, which. I parried, and a moment later
we were locked in one another's arms, I
think that we must have been of equal
strength, for we swayed up and down the
room, neither gaining the advantatge,
till T felt my: th come short and my
head dizzy. Nevertheless, I was slowly
gaining the mastery. My grasp upon his
throat was tightening. I had hold of his
collar and tie, and I could have stramg-
led him with a turn of my wrist. Just
then the door opened. There was a
quick exclamation of horrified surprise
in a familiar tone. I threw him from
me to the ground and turned my head.
It was Lady Angela who stood upon the
threshold. :

5 CHAPTER XIV.
A Reluctant Apology.

Lady Angela looked at us both in eold
surprise.

“Mr. Ducaine! Prince!” she exclaim-
ed, What is the meaning of this ex-
traordinary exhibition ?”

Theé Prince, whose sang-froid was
marvelous, rose to his feet, and began
to wipe his forehead with a spotless
cambric handkerchief.

“My dear Lady Angela,” he said, “1
am most distressed that you should have
been -a witness of this extraordinary
inecident. . I have been trying to adapt
myself to the methods of your country,
but, alas! I can-not say that I am en-

“I have no wish for your confidences, |}

You have to|

The army would |

amored of them. Here, it seems, that
gentlemen who differ must behave like
dustmen. - Will you pardon me if I turn
my back to you for a moment? I see
& small mirror, and I am convinced that
y tie and collar need readjustment.”
“But why guarrel at all?’ she ex-
claimed. “Mr, Ducaine,” she added,
turning coolly to me, “I trust you hava
remembered that the Prince is my fath-
er's guest.”

i “The blame, if any,”

Wwas mine. Mr, Ducaine appeared to
isunderstand me from the. first. 1
believe that his little ebullition arose al-
together from too great zeal on behalf
of 'h1§ employers. 1 congratulate him
upon it, while I am bound to deprecate
hxg extreme measures.”

‘And you, Mr. Ducaine,” she asked,
turning’ towards me, “what have you to
say?’

“Nothing,” I declared, stung by her
tone, and manner as much as by his
coolness, “except that I found the
Prince of Malors meddling with my pri-
vate bapers, and subsequently I inter-
rupted him in the offer of a bribe.”

The Prince smoothed his mnecktie,
which he had really tied very well, com-
placently,

.“Tl,x'e personal belongings of Mr. Du-
caine,” he said calmly, “are without in-
terest to me. I fancy that the Prince
of Malors can ignore any suggestions
to the contrary. = As for the bribe, Mr,
Ducaine talks folly. I am not aware
that he has anything to sell, and I de-
cline to believe him a blackmailer. [
prefer to look upen him as a singu-
larly hot-headed and not over-intelligent
berson, who takes very long jumps at
;\mclusxons. .Lady Angela, I find my
0ot much better. May I have the
pleasure of escorting you to the house?”’

I held my . torgue,.knowing very well
that the Prince Dlayed his part solely that
I ‘might be entrapped into speech. Bur
Lady Angela seemed puzzled at my si-
!ence.. She looked at me for a moment
inquiringly otit of ‘her soft dark eyes.

I made no sign, §
the Prince. gn he turned away to

“If you are sure that you can walk
Without. pain,” she said. “We will not
trouble you, Mr, Duecaine,” she added,
as I moved to open the ‘door.

they left me alone, and I was not
sure whgtyer the honors remained with
Im or with me. He had never for a

he declared,

4moment lost .his. dignity, nor had he

even looked ridiculous when calmly re-
arranging: his tie and collar, I lagghed
bitterly "as I prepared to follow them.
I was determined to_ lay the whole mat-
ter before the Duke at-once.

As I :each:g lél;etemce Lsawa man
up a 'wn, smoking a pipe.
He. stood at the top of the sgtepspall)ld
waited for .me. It was Colonel Ray.
«H(‘e‘ took me by the arm. Hles

s | .i’mve been waiting for you, Du-
caine,” he said. “I wag afraid that I.
dmwhownt"mus you, or-I.should have come

.. I am on my way.to the Duke” I
said, “and my business is nrgent."’
“So is mine,” he said grimly. i want
to know exactly what has passed be-
tw;gen You and the Prince of Malors.”
am not at.all sure, Colonel Ray,”
;o?svrtx-ed; “thatt Ilaa at liberty to tell
any rate, ink that I
to see the Duke first.” o
His face darkened, his eyes seemed to
flash threatening fires upon me. He was
smoking _ so furiously that little hot
hr ‘o’g tobacco fell from his pipe.
“‘Boy,” he exclaimed, “there are limits
éven to my forb_u;anep. You are where
you are at my suggestion, and I could
as send you adrift, I do not say
this as a threat, but 1 desire to be treat-
€d with common  consideration. I ap-
Dedl to your reason. Is it well to treat
me like #n enemy?” :
““Wh you are indeed my friend of
my enémy I am not even now sure,” 1
pi

= *“I am

ic every person and thing which
breathes: But as for this matter be-
tween the Prince and myself, it can
make little difference who knows the
truth. He shammed a fall over the clifl
and a sprained ankle, Lady Anpgela and
I started for the house to send a cart
for him, but, before we were hdfway
across the Park, Grooton fetched me
back: I found the Prince examining the
paj on which I had been ‘working, .
and when I charged him with it he offer.
ed me a bribe.”

“And you?”’

- “I struck him?”

“You struck him! And you had him
in your power—to play with as. you.
would. And yon struck him! Oh, Du-
caine, you are very, very young. I am

our, friend, boy, or rather I wonld be
f you would let me.. But I am afraid
that you are-a blunderer.”

1 faced him with white face.

“I seenr to have found my way into
a strange place,” I answered. I have
neither wit. nor cunning enough to know
true men from false. I would trust you,
but you' are a murderer. I would have
trusted the Prince of Malors, but he has
proved -himself a common adventurer,
So I have made up my mind that all
shall be alike. I will be neither friend
nor foe to any mortal, but true to my
country. I go my way and do my duty,
Colonel Ray.”

He blew out dense volumes of smoke,
puffing furiously at his pipe for several
minutes. There seemed to be many
things which he had it in his mind to
say to me. But as though suddenly al-
tering his purpose, he stood on one side.

“You shall go your own way;” he said
grimly. “The Lord only knows where
it will take you.” -

It took me in the first place to the
‘Duké, to whom I recounted briefly what
had happened. I could see that my
story at once made a deep impression
upon him. When I had finished he sat
for several minutes deep in thought.
For the first time since I had known him
he seemed nervous and ill at ease. He
was unusually pale, and there were deep
lines engraven about his mouth. One
hand was resting upon the table, and I
fancied that his fingers were shaking,

“The Prince of Malors,” he said at
last, and his voice lacked altogether
its nusual ring of cool assurance, “is of
Royal blood. He is not even in touch
with the political powers of France to-
day, He may.have been guilty of a
mofhent’s idle curiosity- o

“Your Grace must forgive me,” I in-
terrupted, “but you are overlooking
facts. e fall over the cliff was pre-
meditated, the sprained foot was a -
sham, the whole affair was clearly plan- '
ned in order that he might be left alone -
“in my room. Besides, there is the
bribe,” i

fTo Be Continued.)

learning to be sus-
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