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THE LADY 0F THE TOWER
A Continued Story of Romantic Adventure

CHÂPTER XIX-(Continued.)

L ANCE squared is broad shoul-dors, thon with a queer laugli
sat down ruther beavly. "ÀA
good mauy things ha]>peued,"

lie said ln a voice whlch bis hoarers,
liurdly recognlzed. "First 1 got the
sudk, in a letter frorn the firm hunded
me directly I dropped unchor.
The chap frorn the office whe came
aboard wlth lt-a uew muan I didu't
know-lookod at me as If I'd got the
plague. No reusous given, or any-
thing. I get inysoif put asbore aud
made for the office te demaud explun-
ations, thougb, of course, I guossed
thut the arms shipmeut was ut the
bottom o! it. I ludn't gone three
steps when 1 met.Joues, the skipper
o! the 'Orluoce,' who told me that old
Jacob was deud-murdered ou the day
we salod."

"You hud net heard of It ut Sauta
Barbara, by cuble?" askod Mns. Pen-
gurvan.

"I hud heard nothing. The agents
lad net been notifled. Weli, I
went aleng te the office, lntendlng
te have ýit out with that bniglit
beuuty, Wllsou-new, God save us,
head of the ftrm. I liardly knew the
-place. The oid loft is fitted Up with
mahoguuy degkhs, and there -were
three doerks ut work., But Wilson
Poîgleaze wasn't there. the. derks
told me that lie had started off ln lis
car. an hour before, and wasn't ex-
~pectod buck dunlng business houri.
lu tfhe shop below, eu my way out, I
hàdý a f ew -words wlth Iqsaacs, thre
ealesman. We have always been
frleudôly, and lie showed me the quar-
ter wbere the wlnd sits. I arn sus-
pected o! haviug murdere&- the old
mnan."

"Net generaliy, I hope, dear," Mns.
Pengurvan interposed. "'Not by tbose
who kuow Yeu. But Wilson Polgleuze
for bis own onds lnsin'uate-".P

"Whut ends?7" Lance cut ber short.
,'Ho bas liad the presumption te

rulse bts eyes te H-Ilda, und lias been
seeklug te frlgbten us Into a burguin
-ber baud us the prîce o! your
safety. Neediese te say we scorued
bis suggestions."

"I iBouid think se lndeed," Lance
gritted liii teeth.

"lWe, were sure that when Yen re-
turnIed you would be able te refute
bts vile calumnies."1

But for ail ber brave werds the
mâther glauced at ber son wlth a
covert auxtety *hlcli his answer
fallod te dispel.

"I arn net sure mysel!,1 lie laughed
scornfully. "I arn a plain sior-zuan
and no match fer laud-sharks. Ever
since that blackguard turned up bore
at 'The Tower the niglit we shlpped
the arms I've -been feeling that lie
had ,lt Up for me semebhow. Aud
whýen that rldîculous, gunboat over-
bauled us 1 wus sure o! it. Poor old
Tony Diaz! Ho to bis gruel I11e a
gentleman, and vent te bis detb-
a certaxrty, mind yeu, without the
guns vs liud te throw overboard-
wlth a smile. But ufter ail it's bet-
ton te be shot than te ho hauged."

"Sener Diaz dead 7" cried. Mns. Pen-
garvun and Hilda lu unison, ferget-
tmng for the moment their ovu
troubles ln this nova of one 'W¶Ith
vbom they had been se pleasantly
associated.

"Killed iu battle. The Intelligence
only reached Sauta Barbara atter the
mail bad left. What Is lU? What'a
vrong?" Lance broke off.

For vlth a lev moan Marigold liad
suddenly fallen in a swoon across the
carved oak centre table, Hilda spnlng-
lng- forvard lu lime te break her fait
aud support her in ber arms.

"Senor Diaz was very kind te the.
child," she explalned. "Your newe
mnuet bave been a sbock te lier, W.
must have Martha lu a.nd carry lier
up te bed. She lias been sorely tried
lfttely.w
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culmly, almost coldly, that Lance and
liii mother exchanged eue inquirng
glauce bfoere they bestirred them-
selves. Thoy dld net know that this
sudden distraction ladt corne as 'a
safety-vulve te their loved eue, and
lad probabiy kept 1er from a break-
dowu. She bad been on the rack dur-
Ing Lauce's narrative, tortured with
the question: Where vas Wilson
Polgleaze 9 Ho lad started lu bis car
!rom Falmeutl leurs ugo. What mis-
chie! h-ad lie wrouglt before le
started? Wiy, had ho net arrived?
Hen odd composure was roally the
reflex o! the contrai she lad -put upon
hersel! durlng the agony e! doubt sle
lad been enduring.

When tbey reassembied, ufter Mari-
goil lad bean tended and takenunp-
stuirs. Hilda had hereel! iii baud
again, and wus able te conceal ber
fours that Wilson PoIgloazo miglit
arrive ut uuy moment te dlaim her
surrender. And us time passed ber
apprehonsion dlminished,' for that
nlght ut least. If ber enemy bad
started with the Intentiern e! cornlng
te The Tower lie muet have chunged
hle mmnd, or ho veuld bave reuclied
It long ugo. Whut seemed more prob-
able wus thut lie liad gene lu eorne
other direction 1before the delivery or
ber telegram.

S H E vus therefore able te, bear lier
part quite nuturully lu the con-
sultation vlich lasted long after

mIduigît. Lance liad te be iu!ormed
o! all that hadt occurred ln his ab-
sence, o! the transfer o! the mort-
gage te Simon Treluwke, and e! the
notice o! foreclesure. But the Item
w<hich had for him the most ubsorb.
Ing iuterest was Billy Craze'. tuklng
refuge at The Tewer, and bis necent
unuccountable disappearance. Ho
spolre o! lis argument with Antonde
Diaz on board "The Lodeetan"' us te
the cabin-boy's desertien belng a bad
omen fer the success o! their scheme,
und of bis suggestion thut Billy mlght
bave "given the show uway"l te Wil-
son Polgieuze on the afternoon or
their depurturo.

"Tony demonstruted clearly by
facts and figures, thut J vas wreng
lu that supposltion," Lance concludsd.
"The Young monkey's subsequent an-
tics tend to slow thut I was riglt.
Ho must have bolted frorn bore, vhen
lie beard I vus on my way borne, be-
cause lie !unked .seeiug me."

"I don't ugreo; ho rnuintained ail
ulong thut ho would expln the
mystery o! bis belng left bhbnd as
soon as you returned," Mns. Pengur-
van dlssented.

They could mule nothlng of it, and
se turned te dlscus6dng wliut course
Lance should punrsue on the morrow.
Hoe had blred a motor-cycle te corne
eut te them, and le wus for us-lng It
te returu te Fairneuth aften break-
fast se as te "bave It eut" 'wtth Wil-
son Poîgleaze at tbe ourllest opper-
tunlty. The two vornen pleaded vith
hIm te romain anùl -watt developments,
at The Tover. If nothing bappened
qulokly, Mrs. Penganvan Inslsted, ho
would bo in a. much strongor position
te take the offensive.

In the eud he yilded, and they al
vont up te l>ed determined te make
the boit of the respito while It vas
-accorded te tliem, though Hîlda, wltli
ber unshared secret about the dead
maun's letton o! dismîssal, could net
hiope that It would last very long.
Wliutever had caused Wilson Pol-
gleaze te dlsregard ber summons It
wus rnost certain that the quallty of
mercy lied net lnfluenced hlm.

But lu the rnornlng ber eutlook ou
the vbole situation, and lu a louser
degree that o! Lance and bis mother,
vas sharply svltclied Into a new di-
rection by one o! those swlft strokes
whIch Fate, lu sheer deliglit In- up-

setting mortal calculations, loves to
deal.

i-lda and Lance were loiteriflg ln
the weed-grown drive, when through
the gates came John Pentroath, the
ancient postman, who trudged a long
round, from the village where the let-
ters were sorted, among the scattered
hamiets of the louely district. The
old fellew handed out a couple of cir-
culars, but iguored the frlendly greet-
Iug of Lance, whom ho had ltnown
from boyhood. Me was evldeutly
burstlug to impart information whlch.
le was hl afraid migît have been
forestalled.

111 shouldn't have troubled to have
corne up with that trash," lie made
naive admission, pointlng a scornful
finger at the halfpenny wrappers
whlch le lad given te Hilda, "if sO
be as I didn't think Yeu mîght wlsh
to hear wlat's hapeued below yonder
on the road to Falmouth. 'Young Pol-
gleaze, the son of the shipowner what
was kllled in town a while back, lies
by the road-side with bis throat cut,
and his moty-car ln the dltch. Dead
as a chuuk of stone, lie is."

Hilda gave a littie cry, but Lance
only breathed heavily, scanuing the
postman's wlzened face wlth sombre
eyes.

"'Tis true enough,» perslsted the
weather-beaten figure In the tarnlshed
uni! orm, scentlng incredulty, and
proud to be able te defeat It. "Got Il
first hand, se to speak. The mall-cart
driver found hlm before daybreak, and
brought the news on to the Doit-office
at St. Enoch's. Wlth my own earî 1
heard hlm tell the tale."

With a chuckle at liavlng cllnched.
bis Information, the old letter-carrier
shuffed away, and Lance and Hilda
faced each other wlth a hundred un-
spoken questions. But lt was no ques-
tion whlcli Lance volced at lait.

*'Can't profess te bo sorry," he sald
dully. "ExcePt that there wlll be
klnd, folk< about who wlll assert that
I kllled the black-hearted swab."

Hîlda hardly heard hlm.ý She was
strlcken wlth a terrible dread lest
Jacob Polgreaze's letter, wlth ail Its
suggestion of lncrlmlnatlng motive
ehould have been found on the corpse.

CHÂPTER XX.

The Grip of the Law.

MR.LSuperintendent Grylîs sat at
the desk ln his room at the
police-station, poring ever the

last of a collection of "exhibits"l which
were likely te figure lu tis rnost sen-
sational murder case whlch lad stlrred
the Delectable Duchy for rnany a long
year.

He had JUît returned from St.
Enoch's, the village near whlch the
mail-cart driver had found the body
of Wilson Poîgleaze lu the irnaîl heurs.
The articles 'whldi lie liad examlnod
wlth such careful scrutlny were thoso
which he liud remnoved from the dead
man's pockets-a number of coins of
the realm, a watcli and chain, a well-
filled cigar case, a whlskey flaslr and
a letter.

One by one ho liad laid the articles
aside till lie came to the lait Item lu
the list, whlch wlth officiai precisien
ho lad already tabulated. But the
letter held hlm spellbouud, and lie was
uqw readlng It for the third Urne, his
grlzzled brows puckered lu a frown.

"I ceuldn't have believedIt," he
suld te himself at lait. "Sucli a nice,
clean-living, Young fellow, wlth nover
a word ugainst hlm. But this doesn't
leuve mucli room for doubt. There's
the motive riglit enougli-!or the o!d
mnan's murder as well as this. I Won-
der what lie the Major wlll take.
He's about due, If lie caught hie
train."

The officer referred te Was the Chief
Constable of t<he county, Major Put-
rick Conqldine, a warrn-learted and
impulsive irishmian, who had obtain-
ed bis slngularly lnappropriate post on
the. stIrength ef distingulshed war mer-


