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a» this? He heard the storm die away, lips. He clutched Machesons arm fran-
thunder and wind and rain melted into tuü!**^y are a[tcr me-”
thé deep stillness of midnight. A dim ..wbcre can | hide? Tell me quick!” 
moon shone behind a veil of- mist. The Macheson looked at him gravely,
dripping of rain from the trees alone -re- “What have you been doing?” be ask-
mained. Then he heard a footstep com- pd. “They do not bring bloodhounds out 
ing down the lane. His first wild thought for nothing.”
was that she had returned. His eyes “j have hurt a man down in the vill- 
burned their wav through the darkness. agP)’’ was the terrified answer. T didn t
Soon he saw that it was a man who came mcan to—no I swear that 1 did not mean
unsteadily, but swiftly, down the road- j to. 1 went to bis house and I asked him

1 had a right to it! And l

Reichstag Criticizes Emperor of Germany. he exclaimed
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BY E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM wav for monc>. . .
Macheson leaned over the gate. He aslicd him to tell me where-but oh. you 

would have preferred not to disclose him- would not understand. Listen. 1 wear 
self, but as the man passed, he was strick- to you that 1 did not mean to hurt hum 
en with a sudden consciousness that for Why should I? lie was old, and I think 
him the events of the night were not he fainted. God! do you hear _tha, 
ret over. This was no villager; he had He clung to Macheson m a fienz>. the 
not even the appearance of an English- deep baying of the dogs was coming near
man. He was short and inclined to be er and nearer.
thick-set his coat collar was turned up, “Listen,” Macheson said, the dogs mil 
and a tweed cap was drawn down to his not be allowed to hurt you, but lf 5°u 
eves He walked with uneven footsteps loose l promise that 1 will protect you 
and muttered to himself words that from them. You had better wait here 
sounded like words of prayer, only they j with me."
were in some foreign language. Macheson The man fell upon his knees.

ted him “Sir,” he begged, 1 am
"“Hullo'” he said. “Have you lost vouv \ everything except a blow struck in anger- 
wav’” |Help me to escape, 1 implore you. There

The man cried out and then stood still, are others who will sutler—if anything 
trembling on the roadside. He turned a happens to me.”
white scared face to where Macheson “The law is just,” Macheson answered, 
was l’eanbg against the- gate. “You will suffer nothing except justice.

“Who is8 that?” he cried. “What do “I want mercy, not justice, the man 
a-t with me*” sobbed. “For the love of God, help me

5°Madieson stepped into the lane. Macheson hesitated. Again the early
“Nothing at all," he answered reassur- morning stillness was broken by that 

“I simply thought that you might hoarse, terrifying sound Ilia,sj£^‘nLÎ£ 
These are lonely stincts were aroused. He had small sym 

pathy with the use of such means against 
He human beings.

“I will give you 
“Remember it is nothing more.
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the glass. He did not feel in the least 
like a servant.

"‘That's rather an old-fashioned view, 
dad,” he declared.

“It may be,” his father answered. “In 
any case, I do not seek to impose it itpon 
you. You are free to come and go ac- 

a present from the lady of the manor, COrding to your judgment. But you are 
perfectly played, and the preacher s y0ung, and I cannot see you expose your- 

voice was clear and as sweet as a boy’s. ge]f to trouble without some warning.
Macheson, however, was nervous and 11 Miss Thorpe-Hatton is not a „lady whom it 
at ease. From the open door he heard jg wjse for you to see too much of.” 
the soft whispering of the west wind— The directness of this speech took the 
for the first time in his life he found . young man aback.
simple but dignified ritual unconvincing. “j—811C seems very pleasant and
He was haunted by the sense of some gracious/8 he faltered.
impending disaster. When the prayers “Not even to you/8 his father continued 
came, he fell on Ins knees and remained graVely, “can I betray the knowledge of 
there ! Even then lie could not collect guc]j things as have come under my notice 
himself! He was praying to an unknown ag the servant of these estates and this 
God for protection against some nameless young lady. Her father jwas a fine, self- 

. evil! He knew quite well that the words respecting gentleman, as all the Thorpe- 
he muttered were vain words. Through Hattons have been ; -vher mother came 
the strained glass windows, the sunlight from a noble, but degenerate, French 
fell in a subdued golden stream upon the family. I, who live here a life without 

• glowing hair, the gracefully bent head of change, who mark time for the years and 
the woman who sat alone in the deep watch the striplings become old men, see 
square pew. She, too, seemed to be pray- many things, and sec them truthfully, 
ing. Macheson got up and stole softly The evil seed of her mother's family is 
but abruptly from the church. _ jn this young woman’s blood. She lives

Up into the hills, as far away, as high without a chaperon, without companion* 
up as possible ! A day of sabbath calm, ghip^ as she pleases—and to please herself 
this! Macheson, with the fire in his veins oniy/»
and a sharp pain in his side, climbed as Stephen frowned irritably. His father’s 
a man possessed. He, too, was fleeing measured words were like drops of
from the unknown. He was many miles jce
away when down in the valley at Thorpe “But, father/8 he protested, “she is a 
some one spoke of him. leader of Society, she goes to Court and

“By the bye/8 Gilbert Deyes remarked, you BCe jjer name at the very best places.
looking across the luncheon table at his jf there was anything wrong about her, ‘ ~~terr , , Anri T^iceeter9”
hostess, “when does this athletic young gbe wouldn’t be received like that.” naans' But vou
missioner of yours begin his work of re- <.j know nothing about Society or its À T direction ”
generation?” requirements,” 1,U father answered. “She ^ 1 S ™und.

XVilbelmma raised her eyebrows. bas brains and wealth, and she is a W) 'jiMi I.f towards Leicester ” he said. T
“TomoiTnw evening, I bcheve.” she an- woman Therefore, I suppose the world is U u Time wav”

Bwered. “He is going to speak at the on her gidc. I have said all that I wish W 'uLi/i. tinted across the trees.
. cross-roads. 1 fancy that his audience to You can perhaps conjecture the Y) - 4 “Jcan’t^iiss it ” he declared. “Climb

will ootisist chiefly of the ch.ldren and reason of my speaking at all.” ^ W\ WT i the hM ”Ül you get to a road with tele-
Mre. Adniths chickens. “She wouldn't take the trouble to make W Æ M '%JËBÊSWBSSÊI^M, ’ ' Tuf-n to the left and you

“Can’t understand,” Austin remarked, a (ooi of me,” Stephen answered bitterly. Y ^n LJk Into \ eicester '
“why a chap who can play mcket like ..j juBt happen t0 makc up a number, ............ nlljalk nt JLe.ces^ er. ^
that—he did lay on to ’em too—can be that.g aU.'- ______________ -_______ ___________ ______________________________________ lor some reason earnestly into
such a crank!” “I am glad that you understand the “ " KMTP£lE.OI5> ‘WlLUA-lvt ATT’TiVCK.E.D IN THE KÆ.lCHiTA.C- - tWiescm's face

“He is very young, Wilhelmma re- young lady s0 well,” his father answered tjeom the ^rhat are you doing here?” he asked
narked composedly, and I fancy that h- “Before you go, will you be good enough „vf,„nMin-irv scene was witnessed Daily Telegraph, came in for very out- “unanimity, steadfastness, a practical
sauat be a little mad. I hope that Thorpe to pa^ me the Bible and my spectacles * . spoken criticism. The attack was opened ] character, and an absence of noise.” Herr ,.jPaI^' to where X am staying,”
will teach him a lesson. He needs it. and let Mary know that Mr. Stuart will in the Reichstag in Berlin last month , kIerr Bassermann, leader of the Na- Bassermann is seen here addressing the , answered. “Just in the woods 

“You do not anticipate then, Deyes re- be jn to supper with me.” when the Kaiser’s conduct, more particu- tional Liberals, who declared that Ger- House. Prince von Bulow, the chancellor, ", „
marked, ‘that his labors here will be Stephen obeyed in silence. He /e-, invbeing interviewed for the London many’s foreign policy must exhibit is seated on his right with arms folded, 
crowned with success. „ membered the time, not so long ago, when y ®

“He won’t get a soul to hear him, be would have been required to seat him-----------
Stephen Hurd replied confidently. “The ge]f the opposite side of the fireplace. v• x * animals startled by her studying her mistress' face. Was it the face,” he said. “I do not believe that
villagers all know what Miss Thorpe-Hat- ^th a smaller Bible in his hand, and read ,, / English rain which could soften and beau- you are one of the accursed nt .afU <«To-
ton thinks of his coming here. It will be WOr(j for wor(t wjth his father. His mind ; ^K^t footsteps in the sie e y jjke this? Madame was brilliant—and night----- 88 ^ |
quite sufficient.” went back to those days as he walked, had sought, disturbed too by their instinct gQ y0ungj guch a color! Such a fire ifi 8he was standing by his side now, look- j

Wilhelmina lit a cigarette and rose to 6]owiy up the great grass-gi^owm avenue ! 0£ the coming storm. Her footsteps grew the eyes! Madame laughed as she thrust ing out into the velvety darkness. Her!
her feet. to the house, picking his steps carefully, | swifter. She was committed now tô her her from the romp. eyes challenged his.^

“Let ns hope so/8 she remarked drily. ^ be should mar the brilliancy of his enterprise, vague though it had seemed “The wine, Iiortense, and the biscuits “Well! Tonight?”
“Please remember, all of you, that this well-polished patent>leather boots. He to her. She passed through a second gate —no sandwiches! I die of hunger. And “Tonight you have the look of one
is tie Palace of Ease! Do exactly what COmpared that old time curiously with the jnt0 a ragged wood, and along a winding send word to the library,that 1 have been has found what she has sought for for a
you like, all of you, till five o’clock. I evening which was now before him ; the path into a country road. She turned caught in the storm, and must change my long time. This sounds bald,^ but it is
shall be ready for bridge then.” round table drawn into the midst of the gjowly up the hill. Her breath was coming clothes, but shall be down presently, as near to truth as I can get."

Lady Peggy rose briskly. splendid dining-room, an oasis of exquisite- faster than ever now. What folly!— So!” She was silent for a moment, ghe etdod h looked at him gravely.
“No doubt about what I do,” she re- Shaded tight and color; Lady Peggy transcendental!-exquisite! Her footsteps ******* * * * * . by his side listening to the soft - constant ^a^Bon ■ gt gwhere you are

marked. <Tm going to bed.8 with her daring toilette and beautiful grew slower. She kept to the side of the She found them, an hour latpr, just fin- patter of the rain, the far-away rumbiimigs^Ttiil*" morning ” he said. “You are not in
Deyes smiled. white shoulders;^ Deyes with his world- hedge, raising her skirts a little, for the ishing a rubbdr. Their languid post-mor- of the dying storm. ^ . a fit state to travel.88
“I,” he said, “shall spend the afternoon worn faœ and flippant tongue; the mis- gra=s wa3 long. A few yards farther was tem upon a curious(y-plaÿed hand was “One has m.oods, she murmured. j raised himself upon one

in the rose garden. I need—development. tress çf Thorpe herself, more subdued, the gate. The soft swish of . her silken broken off upon her entrance. They made ‘Heaven, forbid that a woman ehomd, He looked wildlv about him.
Wilhelmina looked at' him questioning^. perhaps, in dress and speech, and yet with draperies as she stole along became a remarks about the stbrrti and her ill-luck be without them! lie answered. j be demanded. “What
“Please don’t be inexplicable, she begg- tfae ever-present mystery of eyes and lips i clearly recognizable sound against the —had she been far from shelter? was she “Do you ever feel as.^thmigh sometmng 19»

ed. It is too hot.” ^ wherein was always the fascination of the 1 background of intense silence. Macheson not terrified by the .lightning? Lady were going to happen. she asked sud-j ^ .g a gamekeeper’s shelter,” Mache-
“Roses and sentiment,” he declared,“are unknown. More than ever that night, bad been leaning against a tree just in- Peggy remembered her gown. Deyes alone demy. answered “which I am making use

* supposed to go together. I want to grow Stephen Hurd felt himself to be her help- 8ide. He opened the gate. She stepped was silent. She felt him watching her Often, lie answered; but ■ nothing ^ ^ a feW ’days. You are welcome to 
into accord with my surroundings.” Jess slave. All his former amours seemed ! almost into his arms. Her white face an the time, taking cold note of her bnl- ever docs. ntAV bpre untii the morning.”

Wilhelmina was silent for a moment suddenly empty arid vulgar things. She j was suddenly illuminated by the soft blaze hant color, the softer light in her eyes. Lady Peggy came yawning over to them. t on ■? tbe man m0aned. “I
“If you have found sentiment here, she jate jnt0 the drawing-room, her 0f summer lightning which poured from $he felt that he saw her as she was—a ‘My dear, she said, 1 ieel it in mj 8

said carelessly, “you must have dug deep.” greeting was as carelessly kind as usual, ‘ the sky. He had no time to move, to woman suddenly set free, even though for vep- bones. I firmly believe that some-
“On the contrar>*,” he answered, “I j there was no perceptible difference in her ! realize. He ffelt her hands upon his cheek, a few short hours; She had broken away thing is going to happen to ever>: one ot immediately into an

have scarcely scratched the surface!” | manner of speech. Yet his observation ; hig face drawn downwards, her lips, soft! from them all, and she gloried in it us. I have a most ^mysterious pricking “^“Xse M“h^n^^threw his re-
Stephen Hurd looked uneasily from1 of her waa g0 intense that he found readily ani burning, pressed against his for onej She played bridge later—brilliantly as about my left e bow. maining rug over the prostrate figure, and,

Deyes to his hostess. Never altogether the gigns of some subtle, indefinable ; long, exquisite second. And then-the usual, and with success. Then she leaned ’To every one of us? Stephen Hurd j^tinl hh pipe 6^5^ out into thé
comfortable, although eager to accept the change> a change which began with her darkness once more and his arms were back in her chair and faced them all? asked, idly enough. , spinney. The nian's coming filled him
most casually-offered invitation to Thorpe, toilette, and ended—ah! as yet there was empty. “Dear guests,” she murmured, you re- 10 cver> one ™ 11 . answena. ‘ Ben<e 0e trouble He seemed
he had always the idea that the most no endl’ng. Her gown of white soft silk -------------- member the condition, the only condition "lo yon, even, who live in ttorpe.^ He- of klepi^r wiih the /l?oe,
commonplace remark contained an mnuen- was daring as a French modiste could CHAPTER X. upon which we bestowed °.urtif c°mPany inlght^o/whe/yo/wlke^în Lhe morning he represented an ahen and undesirables- %!r^v5s,*5‘5a.~ »• - srssstvtiffss ss az
jnystenous.” earrings, no rings, and her hair was With upraised skirts, and feet that you were bored, you left without excuse sure >JU „ - L ing to himself. Once or twice he cried

Deyes glanced at him through his eye- arranged low down, almost like a school- flashed like silver across the turf and or any foolish apologies. The same to ap- y0"‘ ! out in terror, once especially—Macheson
glass. . girl’s. She had more color than usual, a amongst the bracken, Wilhelmina flew p]y to your hostess.” “Lst iiT remember this” he declared, turned round to find him sitting up on

“It is a subtle neighborhood, he said, temporary restlessness seemed to have homewards. Once more her heart was like, “My dear M llhelmjna, Lady leggy ex- k- time ' will coin are the rug, his brown eyes full of wild fear,
“By the bye, Mr. Hurd, have you ever taken the place of her customary easy the heart of a girl. Her breath came m claimed, “I know what you re going t° i ™ a., ■ and the perspiration running down his
Been the rose gardens at Carrow?’ languor. What did it mean? he asked little sobs mingled with laughter, the say, and I won’t go! I’m not due any- ^ Vlke his face. A stream of broken words flowed

“Never,” Hurd rephed enviously. I himseif breathlessly. Was it Deyes? Im- ground beneath her feet was buoyant as where till the 13th. I wont be strand ) ! p from bis lips. Macheson thrust him back
have heard that they are very beautiful, possible, for Deyes himself was a watcher, the clouds. She had no fear of beamed.” * j ,, mine-soon’” h- asked on the rug.

Wilhelmina passed out a thin smile parting sometimes the close- pursued-least of anything m the world j Wilhelmina laughed. ^ Ls he bent overlie? careiessiy -offered “Go to sleep,” he said.
“The gardens are beautiful, slie said, Bet lips of his white, mask-like face. After did she desire it. The passion of a woman | “You foolish woman!” she exclaimed. “c D ’ ing to be afraid of ”

looking back, “but the roses are like all all> how hopelessly at sea he was! He is controlled always by her sentiment. It, “Who wants you to go? You shall be a." g sQon ag } can decidfe where to g0 After that the man slept more soundly, 
other roses, they fade quickly. Till five knew nothing of her life, of which these seemed to her that that breathless episode chatelaine—play hostess and fill the place - answered Macheson himself dozed for an hour until
o’clock, all of you!” few days at Thorpe were merely an in- was in itself an epic, she would not for if you like. Only you mustn't have Leslie i ; : • ’ {atber any mpsB1g(.?’’ he was awakened by the calling of the

terlude. She might have lovers by the worlds have added to it, have altered it over more than twice a week. _ I Would vou care to see him tomorrow birds. Directly he opened his eyes
score of whom he knew nothing. He was I in any shape or form. A moments You are going to desert us? Deyes i ning\». he as!ied he knew that something had hap-
vain, but he was not wholly a fool. I lingering might so easily have spoilt asked coolly. She shook her head. | pened to him. It was not only

She talked more than usual at dinner-1 everything. Had he attempted to play “It was in the bond wasnt it. she „u jg n()t necee6ary - ehe anaWereil. the music of the birds-there was a
Stephen Hurd walked into the room time, but afterwards she spoke of a head- either the prude er the Lothario, the answered. Peggy will look after you all, Jle nlade his adieux reluctantly. Some- strange new music stirring in his heart,

which he and bis father shared as a sane- ache, and sat on the window-seat of the ; delicate flavor would have passed away I am sure. how he felt that the night had not been The pearly light in the eastern sky had
turn half-office, half-study. Mr. Hurd, library, a cigarette between her lips, her j from the adventure, which had set her You mean that y on are going away, g succes9, she was going away. Very never seemed so beautiful; never, surely,
senior was attired in his conventional eyes half-closed. When the bridge table, heart beating once more, and sent the to leave Thorpe. Hurd asked abruptly. ]jk , jie wou]d not see her again. The had the sunlight streamed down upon so
Sabbath garb, the same black coat, of was laid out, she turned her head ( blood singing so sweetly through her veins. She turned her head to look at him. grcaj. bouge and all its glories would be perfect a comer of the earth. And then, 
hard dull material, and dark grey trousers languidly. So she sped through the darkness leaving He w-as sitting a little outside the circle clofled to him To do him justice, he with a quick rush of blood to his cheeks,
in which he had attended church for “I will come iu in the next rubber, she fragments of ace upon the thorns, like jj. attitude ty pical, perhaps, of lus posi- th ht oi t|iat less than the casual man- he remembered what it was that had so
more vears than many of the villagers said. “You four can start.” some beautiful bird, escaped from long tion there. The change m her tone w;as ner o{ her farewell. His vanity was changed the world. He lived again through
could remember Stephen on the other They obeyed her, of course, but Lady captivity, rushing through a strange slight indeed, but it was sufficient. deeply wounded. She had begun by being that bewildering moment, again he felt
hand was attired in evening clothes of Peggy shrugged her shoulders slightly.. world. , ,, ! "r ani thmkm8 o£ ll> she answered. sn gracjous_no wonder that he had lost the delicious warmth of her presence, the
the latest cut His white waistcoat had She had no fancy for Stephen’s bridge,! Before she reached the grounds the You, Gilbert, and Captain Austin can hig head a little. He thought over the touch of her hair as it had brushed his
come from a London tailor, and his white and they cut together. Wilhelmina waited storm came. There was a crash of find some men to shoot, no doubt. Ask cvents o£ the ]ast few days. Something cheek, the soft passionate pressure of hey
tie had cost him considerable pains. His until the soft fall of the cards had ceased, ■ thunder, which seemed to tear apart the any one you like. Peggy will see about 1]a(1 occurred to alter her. Could he have lips against his.' It was like an episode
father looked him over with expression- and every one was examining their hands. Heavens above, and then the big rain- some women for you. 1 draw the line at offended m any way? from a fairy story, there was something
1 face Then, with a graceful movement, she drops began to fall upon her bare snoul- that red-haired Egremont woman. Any* | wap;e(i dejectedly home, heedless of so delicate, so altogether fanciful in that

“You "are eoing to the House again, slippéd out of the window and away into ders and her clothes as light and airy as body else!” , J the sodden path and wet grass. A light Hying visit. Something, too, so unbeliev-
Rtenhenhe asked calmly the shadows. No signs of her headache butterfly's wings. She abandoned herself This is a blow, Deyes remarked, but wgg sijll burning jn the study. He hosi- able when he thought of her as the mis

er ' agked Vo dine there father” he were left. She passed swiftly along a to the ruin of a Paqum gown without a it was in the bond. Nothing will move tate(j (ol. a moment, and then, turning the tress of Thorpe, the languid, insolent wo-
answered “Sorry to leave yon alone’.” narrow path, bordered by gigantic shrubs, thought of regret; she even laughed softly me from here till the 17th-unless your handle- entered. man of the world who had treated lnm

“I have no objection to being alone ” until she reached a small iron gate. Here ; with pleasure as she lifted her burning chef should leave. Do we meet in Manen-, ..you re late, father,” fie remarked, go- so coldly.
Mr Hurd answered “I think that you for the first time ehe paused. I face to the cool sweet deluge and lessened bad? , !iug towards the cupboard to select a pipe. Then a movement behind reminded him

me that You lunched there didn’t For several moments she listened. There her pace in the avenue, walking with her I am not sure, Wilhelmina answered, Thcrfi was no answer. The Still figure of his strange visitor. He turned round.
Know, in . ' was no sound from the great house, whose hands behind her and her head still up- playing idly with the cards. "I feci that jn t|l(, chair neVcr moved. Something in The man was already on his feet. He

■ y°st" h nodded outline she could barely see but whose raised. It was a wonderful night, this, my system requires something more sooth- t]le sl]ence struck Stephen as ominous. IJc looked better for his sleep, but the wild
“M?==nThnme Hatton asked me as we long row of lights stretched out behind She had found something of her lost girl- ing.” turned abruptly round, and for the first look was still in his eyes.

Miss Ihorpe H t on , her She turned her head and looked hood. “I bate them all—those German baths, tjme noticed the condition of the room. A “1 must go,” he said. T ought to have
came out oi enurtu, e . , ^ th(, „raas.grown lane bevond the i She reached the house at last, and stole Lady Peggy declared. , “Ridiculous places chajr wag overturned, a vase of flower') started before. Thank you for your shcl-

of the onestinn allowed cate There was no one in "sight-no through the hall like a t niant schoolgirl, every one of them.” spilt upon the table, the flow window, ter.”
The directness “f,,,? Æ.ed „ he f0und She lifted the latch and passed Her shoes were nothing but pulp; her “After all, you see,” Wilhelmina de- which one stepped almost into the Macheson reached out for his spirit

of no evasion. Stephen flushed as he souna one un , dung t() her ]imbg Jiko a grey, sea- dared, “illness of any sort is a species, vil|age street. was wide open. The desk lamp.
en^ïvred' , V -J T t For a’ summer night it was unusually ' soaked bathing-costume; everywhere on of uncleanliness. I think I should like to in front „f tbe motionless figure was lit- “VVait a few minutes," he said, “and I

they play Dnage. i may re a a the heat bad been almost1 the oak floor and splendid rugs she left I go somewhere where people arc healthy, tcrcd a|| over with papers in wild confus- will have some coffee ready.”
I01”- TISja fj» IV tiLstyou KD . • - th sky was clouded a trail of wet. On tiptoe she stole up or at least not so disgustingly frank about ion Stephen, with a low cry of horror, The man hesitated. He looked sorely in

“So Ï understand, the older man re- "oP-cab ^ntl now ^ unn he #tairs_ looking guiltily around, yet; their livers.” I crossed the room and laid his hand upon need of something of the sort. As he
marked. I hate no remark concer g > wag movirig against the tall elms. I with demure laughter in her glowing eyes. | “Why not stay here?” Stephen ven- bis father’s shoulder. He tried to speak came to the opening of the shelter, the 
tjmt. Manners change, I suppose, w t ?’ seconds the heavens were ablaze She met only one amazed servant, whom tured to suggest. "I doubt whether any to him. but the words stuck in his throat, trembling seized him again. He looked
the generations. You are young and liehtning- once the breath- she dispatched at once for her own maid, one in Thorpe knows what a liver is.” He knew very well that there could be furtively out as though he feared the day-

old. I have never sought to impose v.th summer iifehtn.ng o c the bath-room she began to strip off “ ’Inutile!’ ” Lady Peggy exclaimed. n0 reply. His father was sitting dead in hght. The sunshine and the bright day
my prejudices upon you You have seen fes sflenc ,yas Proiccn ny ^ do cven betore Ho.tcnse, who “Wilhelmina has the ‘wander fever.’ 1 llis chair. seemed to terrify him.

of the world than I ever did 1 er- reacbed the end of the lane. Be- loved her, could effect a breathless en- can see it in her face. Is it the thunder, -------------- I "l ought to have gone on last night,” he
tfCÏ.S Si-. . ; . XSéSti “S M—. M-dame!” =». « ‘ -mdm, ,-d th„, <*"»» =“ M.eb—,

s~-*‘v~.w"s„dà,:i,t:t w “.ïzss—twu» trs.STiSSTle 7* ,i"?wïïsiari'iïi'sri,.

to strictly as it used to be. I like a qu ' . tint her heart was heating fast • “It's all right, Hortense,” she exclaimed pour. The cooler air which swept into Out amongst the broken fragments of. “The baying of dogs, ’ Macheson an-
day myself but it. pretty dull here sense^ of advUture w h which gaily. “I was out in the grounds, and ‘the room was almost faint with the do- the storm on the hrll-top and down the lwered.
usually, and I don’t think h t t^^ lte had given o ace to a rarer got caught in the storm. Turn on the hot lirions perfume of flowers and shrubs rain-drenched lane, Macheson sought in. ..uogs! What dogs?” he demanded,
wise to re use _ an mrntat.on from Miss ^..e^citing tumoil of the senses, water and cut these laces-so!” bathed in the refreshing downpour. yam by physical exertion to aUllthe , “Colonel Harvey’s bloodhounds!”
Thorpe-Hatton. , . g , . 11, - ilortcnse the affair was a tragedy. “I think,” he said, “that there is some fever winch burned in his veins. Noth The mans face was ashen now to the

“Perhaps not,” Mr. Hurd answered. Her breath was coming short, as though lo co„,danot&Jn magic abroad tonight. Did you meet Luci- ing he could do was able to disturb that
“On the other hand, I might remind you she had been running. . . fer walking in the rose garden?” he asked, wonderful memory, to lessen for an in-,
that during the forty, years during which The silence seemed more complete than «• , d , ^ “the gown ;3 turning slightly towards his hostess. “The stant the significance of those few amaz- j
I have been agent to this estate I have ever. She lifted her foot and felt the Madal?,c has storm may have brought h.m-even here!” ing seconds. The world of women, all the!
never accepted—beyond a glass bf wine- white salin slipper. It was peifectly dry, rawed dl jn anyl|llng e)sc ” “Neither Lucifer nor any other of his lighter and quieter joys of life, lie had,
the hospitality offered to me by Miss there was no dew and as yet no rain had ne 1 k d ^ WOI?e p tonight,” princely fellows,” she answered. “The with the fierce asceticism of the young re-
Thorpe-Hatton s father and grandfather, fallen. She lifted the latch of the gate lhe . , Quick quick, only demon is here.”—she touched her former, thrust so resolutely behind him.
and by the young lady herself. It is not and passed through. wa8,thî, Let me into the bath', bosom lightly—“the demon of unrest. It But he had never imagined anything like rMei^with^sioéi“moVsc
according to my idea of the fitness of The footpath skirted the side of a plan- quic , “ some wine and biscuits. 1 is not 1 alone who am born with tne this! Its unexpectedness hAd swept him piflcpe, m.ure immédiate «ettlej
things. I am a servant of the owner of tatiq-i, and she followed it closely, keep- and bring m wanderer’s curse! There are many of us, off, his feet. The memory Ajf it was most the valleya of the Penobscot, Ithesf estates.. _.I prefer to discharge my ing Under the shelter of the hedge. Every am hungry. I dont think i could nave wanoer^^, delicious torture! f \ Plenty of J
duties hofiestly and capably—as a ser- now'and then a rabbit started up almost eaten any dinn . • pr,. si.ook bi, head. I Sleep?—he dared not thinj; of it. Who, — » CTDfMIT Æ'rt v.A), UUI MnSnnvan/’ , from under her feet, and rushed into the H°rteMewori»y0u have not the writing in your ' could deep with such a h>* in his blood1 E. A. STROUT^CO., Keft S Hill, Maifle.

Stephglf frowned at hie reflection in hedg^ The spinney itself seemed alive but her eyes at e.erj opportunity were xou ua

CHAPTER VIII—(Continued.) ..6IHe followed with the others presently, 
and found a single seat close to the door. 
The service began almost at once, a very 
beautiful service in its way, for the organ,
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‘ ;F;was
innocent of

ingly.
have’ lost your way. 
parts.”

The newcomer drew a step nearer, 
displaced a small ragged beard, a terror- 
stricken face, and narrow, very bright 
eyes. His black clothes were soaked and 
splashed with mud. -, .,

“I want a railway station, he said rap
idly. “Where is the nearest?”

Macheson pointed into the val.e>.
“Just where you see that light burning, 

he answered, “but there will be no trains 
till the morning.”

“Then I must walk,” the man declared 
“Bow far is it to Notting-

a:' mm
>4

a chance,” he said.
Follow

me!”
He led the way to the slate pit.
‘‘Can you swim?” he asked.
■‘Yes’.” the man answered.
“This is where I take my morning 

bath,” Macheson said. “You will see that 
though you can scramble down and dive 
in, it is too precipitous to get out. There
fore, I have fixed up a rope on the other 
side—it goes through those bushes, and 
attached to the trunk of a tree beneath 
the bracken. If you swim across, you 
pull yourself out of the water and hide 
just above the water in the bushes. There 
is just a chance that you may escape ob
servation.”

Already he was on his way down, but 
Macheson stopped him.

“I shall leave a suit of dry clothes :n 
the shelter,” he said. “If they should 
give up the chase you are welcome to 
them. Now you had better dive. They 
are in the spinney.”

The man went in, after the fashion vt 
a practised diver. Macheson turned roun 1 
and retraced his steps towards his tem
porary dwelling house.

y
J

y

feverishly.

- “Twenty-five miles,” Macheson answer-St
ed.

aie walk-

CHAPTER XII.

Retreat.

-----  . , , , , Out m the lane a motley little group ot
I The man took a quick step forwards and men were standing, Stephen Hurd was in 
1 then reeled. His hand flew to his side. the act of sprjnging 0ff his brown cob. 
He was attacked by sudden faintness and d were already in the shelter,
would have fallen, but for Macheson s “\yhat the devil are you doing here?” 

| outstretched ami. Hurd asked, as Macheson strode through
1 "God!” he muttered, “it is finished. the unde^rowtb.

He was obviously on the verge ot a Macheson pointed to the shelter.
. , ! coHApse. Macheson dragged him into the .,J c(yu]d find n0 other lodging,” he

! shelter and poured brandy between his answered “thanks to circumstances of 
who teeth. He revived a little and tried to whjch you are aware.”

rise. Stephen Hurd kicked the gate open. He
pale and there were deep lines under 

He was still in his evening

’

“I must go on,” he cried. “I dare not 
stay here.”

1 The terror in his face was unmistakable.
was
his eyes.
clothes, except for a rough tweed coat, 
but bis white tie was hanging loose, and 
his patent-leather shoes were splashed 
with mud.

“We are chasing a man,” he said. “Have 
you seen him.” j 

“I have,” Macheson answered. “What 
has he done?”

There was a momentary silence. Hurd 
spoke with a sob.

“Murdered—my father!”
Macheson was shocked.
“You mean—that Mr. Hurd is dead?” 

he asked, in an awe-stricken tone.
“Dead!” the young man answered with 

a sob. “lulled in his chair!”
The dogs came out of the shelter. They 

turned towards the interior of the spinney. 
The little crowd came streaming through

I
=

'•

’
V am afraid.”

Almost as he uttered the words he fell:
1

the gate.
“I gave shelter to a man who admitted 

that he was in trouble,” he said gravely. 
“He heard the dogs and he was terrified. 
He has jumped into the slate quarry.”

The dogs were on his trail now. They 
followed them to the edge of the quarry, 
Here the bushes were trodden down, a 
man’s cap was hanging On one close to 
the bottom. They aU peered over into 
the still water, unnaturally black. Amies, 
the head keeper, raised his head.

“It’s twenty-five feet drop,” he declared 
“We’ll have to drag it for

!■

S'
i

jr

impressively, 
the body.”

“Best take the dogs round the other 
side, and make sure he ain’t got out 
again,” one of the crowd suggested.

Amies pointed scornfully to the pre
cipitous side. Such a feat was clearly im
possible. Nevertheless the dogs were taken 
round. For a few minutes they were 
uneasy, but eventually they returned to 
the spot from which their intended victim 
had dived. Every one was peering down 
into the dark water as though fascinated.

“I thought as they come up once or 
twice before they were drowned,” some
body remarked.

“Not unless they want to,” another 
answered. “This chap wasn’t too anxious. 
He knew his goose was cooked.”

The dogs were muzzled and led away. 
One by one the laborers and servants dis
persed. Two of them started off to tele
graph for a drag. Stephen Hurd 
of the last to depart.

“I hope you will allow me to say how 
sorry I am for you,” Macheson declared 
earnestly. “Such a tragedy in a village 

almost incredible. 1

"There is notli-;

CHAPTER IX.

Summer Lightning.

I

was one

like Thorpe seems 
suppose it was a case of attempted rob
bery?”

“I don’t know, I’m sure.” Hurd 
answered. “There was plenty of money 
left untouched, and I can’t find that there 
is any short. The man arrived after the 
maids had gone to bed, but they beard 
him knock at the door, and heard my 
father let him in.”

(To be continued.)
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