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THE LADY oF THE TOWER

A Continued Story of Romantic Adventure

B y HEADON HILL setting mortal calculations, loves to

N\ See Yourself

As You
Should Look
free from facial blef
mishes and W“hf
clear, soft, Pwﬁz{
white appearancé
will be the envy of your frien

CHAPTER XIX.—(Continued.)
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ANCE squared his broad shoul- calmly, almost coldly, that Lance and Hilda and Lance were loitering in » Gouraud’s :
ders, then with a queer laugh his mother exchanged one inquiring the weed-grown drive, when through Orlental ream

the gates came John Pentreath, the
ancient postman, who trudged a long
round, from the village where the let-
ters were sorted, among the scattered

sat down rather heavily. “A
good many things happened,”
he said in a voice which his hearers
hardly recognized. “First I got the
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glance before they bestirred them-
selves. They did not know that this
sudden distraction had come as a
safety-valve .to their loved one, and
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me directly I dropped anchor. down. She had been on the rack dur- old fellow handed out a couple of cir- e
The chap from the office who came ing Lance’s narrative, tortured with culars, but ignored the friendly greet- -
aboard with it—a new man I didn’t the question: Where was Wilson ing of Lance, whom he had known =

know—Ilooked at me as if I'd got the pglgleaze? He had started in his car from boyhood. He was evidently

plague. No reasons given, or any- from Falmouth hours ago. What mis- bursting to impart information which es
thing. I got myself put ashore and cpjef had he wrought before he he was half afraid might have been SChOOlS and CO“eg
made for the office to demand explan- forestalled. _/

started? Why had he not arrived?
Her odd composure was really the

ations, though, of course, I guessed “I shouldn’t have troubled to have

that the arms shipment was at the
bottem of it. I hadn't gone three
steps when I met Jones, the skipper
of the ‘Orinoco,” who told me that old
Jacob was dead—murdered on the day
we sailed.”

“You had not heard of it at Santa
Barbara, by cable?”’ asked Mrs. Pen-
garvan.

“I had heard nothing. The agents
had mnot been notified. Well, I
went along to the office, intending
to have it wout with that bright
beauty, Wilson—now, God save us,
head of the firm. I hardly knew the
place. The old loft is fitted up with
mahogany desks, and there . were
three clerks at work. But Wilson
Polgleaze wasn’t there. The clerks
told me that he had started off in his
car an hour before, and wasn’t ex-
pected back during business hours.
In the shop below, on my way ouf, I
had a few words with Isaacs, the
salesman. ‘We have always been
friendly, and he showed me the quar-
ter where the wind sits. I am sus-
pected of having murdered the old
man.”

“Not generally, I hope, dear,” Mrs.
Pengarvan interposed. ‘“Not by those
who know you. But Wilson Polgleaze
for his own ends insinuates—”

“What ends?” Lance cut her short.

“He has had the presumption to
raise his eyes to Hilda, and has been
seeking to frighten us into a bargain
—her hand as the price of your
safety. Needless to say we scorned
his suggestions.”

“I should think so indeed,” Lance
gritted his teeth.

“We were sure that when you re-
turned you would be able to refute
his vile calumnies.”

But for all her brave words the
moéther glanced at her son with a
covert anxiety which his answer
failed to dispel.

“I am not sure myself,” he laughed
scornfully. “I am a plain sailor-man
and no match for land-sharks. Ever
gince that blackguard turned up here
at 'The Tower the night we shipped
the arms I’ve been feeling that he
had it up for me somehow. And
when that ridiculous gunboat over-
hauled us I was sure of it. Poor old
Tony Diaz! He took his gruel like a
gentleman, and went to his death—
a certainty, mind you, without the
guns we had to throw overboard—
with a smile. But after all it’s bet-
ter to be shot than to be hanged.”

“Senor Diaz dead?” cried Mrs. Pen-
garvan and Hilda in unison, forget-
ting for the moment their own
troubles in this news of one with
whom they had been so pleasantly
associated.

“Killed in battle. The intelligence
only reached Santa Barbara after the
mail had left. What is it? What's
wrong?” Lance broke off.

For with a low moan Marigold had
suddenly fallen in a swoon across the
carved oak centre table, Hilda spring-
inz forward in time to break her fall
and support her in her arms.

“Senor Diaz was very kind to the
child,” she explained. “Your news
must have been a shock to her. We
must have Martha in and carry her
up to bed. She has been sorely tried
lately.”

The Lady of the Tower spoke so

reflex of the control she had put upon
herself during the agony of doubt she
had been enduring.

When they reassembled, after Mari-
gold had been tended and taken up-
stairs, Hilda had herself in hand
again, and was able to conceal her
fears that Wilson Polgleaze might
arrive at any moment to claim her
surrender. And as time passed her
apprehension diminished, = for that
night at least. If her enemy had
started with the intention of coming
to The Tower he must have changed
his mind, or he would have reached
it long ago. What seemed more prob-
able was that he had gone in some
other direction before the delivery of
her telegram.

HE was therefore able to bear her

part quite naturally in the con-

sultation which lasted long after
midnight. Lance had to be informed
of all that had occurred in his ab-
sence, of the transfer of the mort-
gage to Simon Trehawke, and of the
notice of foreclosure. But the item
which had for him the most absorb-
ing interest was Billy Craze’s taking
refuge at The Tower, and his recent
unaccountable disappearance. He
spoke of his argument with Antonio
Diaz on board “The Lodestar” as to
the cabin-boy’s desertion being a bad
omen for the success of their scheme,
and of his suggestion 'that Billy might
have “given the show away” to Wil-
son Polgleaze on the afternoon of
their departure.

“Tony demonstrated clearly by
facts and figures, that I was wrong
in that supposition,” Lance concluded.
“The young monkey’s subsequent an-
tics tend to show that I was right.
He must have bolted from here, when
he heard I was on my way home, be-
cause he funked seeing me.”

“I don’t agree; he maintained all
along that he would explain the
mystery of his being left behind as
soon as you returned,” Mrs. Pengar-
van dissented.

They could make nothing of it, and
go turned to discussing what course
Lance should pursue on the morrow.
He had hired a motor-cycle to come
out to them, and he was for using it
to return to Falmouth after break-
fast so as to “have it out” with Wil-
son Polgleaze at the earliest oppor-
tunity. 'The two women pleaded with
him to remain and wait developments
at The Tower. If nothing happened
quickly, Mrs. Pengarvan insisted, he
would be in a much stronger position
to take the offensive.

In the end he yielded, and they all
went up to bed determined to make
the best of the respite while it was

accorded to them, though Hilda, with

her unshared secret about the dead
man’s letter of dismissal, could not
hope that it would last very long.
Whatever had caused Wilson Pol-
gleaze to disregard her summons it
was most certain that the quality of
mercy had not influenced him.

But in the morning her outlook on
the whole situation, and in a lesser
degree that of Lance and his mother,
was sharply switched into a new di-
rection by one of those swift strokes
which Fate, in sheer delight in- up-

come up with that trash,” he made
naive admission, pointing a scornful
finger at the halfpenny wrappers
which he had given to Hilda, “if so
be as I didn’t think you might wish
to hear what’s happened below yonder
on the road to Falmouth. Young Pol-
gleaze, the son of the shipowner what
was killed in town a while back, lies
by the road-side with his throat cut,
and his moty-car in the ditch. Dead
as a chunk of stone, he is.”

Hilda gave a little cry, but Lance
only breathed heavily, scanning the
postman’s wizened face with sombre
eyes.

“'mig true enough,” persisted the
weather-beaten figure in the tarnished
uniform, scenting incredulity, and
proud to be able to defeat it. “Got it
first hand, so to speak. The mail-cart
driver found him before daybreak, and
brought the news on to the post-office
at St. Enoch’s. With my own ears I
heard him tell the tale.” ,

With a chuckle at having clinched
his information, the old letter-carrier
shuffled away, and Lance and Hilda
faced each other with a hundred un-
spoken questions. But it was no ques-
tion which Lance voiced at last.

“Can’t profess to be sorry,” he said
dully. “Except that there will be
kind folk about who will assert that
I killed the black-hearted swab.”

Hilda hardly heard him. She was
stricken with a terrible dread lest
Jacob Polgreaze's letter, with all its
suggestion of incriminating motive
should have been found on the corpse.

CHAPTER XX.
The Grip of the Law.

R. Superintendent Grylls sat at
the desk in his room at the
police-station, poring over the

last of a collection of “exhibits” which
were likely to figure in the most sen-
sational murder case which had stirred
the Delectable Duchy for many a long
year.

He had just returned from St.
Enoch’s, the village near which the
mail-cart driver had found the body
of Wilson Polgleaze in the small hours.
The articles which he had examined
with such careful scrutiny were those
which he had removed from the dead
man’s pockets—a number of coins of
the realm, a watch and chain, a well-
filled cigar case, a whiskey flask and
a letter.

One by one he had laid the articles
aside till he came to the last item in
the list, which with official precision
he had already tabulated. But the
letter held him spellbound, and he was
now reading it for the third time, his
grizzled brows puckered in a frown.

“I couldn’t have believed .it,” he
said to himself at last. “Such a nice,
clean-living, young fellow, with never
a word against him. But this doesn’t
leave much room for doubt. There’s
the motive right enough—for the o!d
man’s murder as well as this. I won-
der what line the Major will take.
He’s about due, if he caught his
train.”

The officer referred to was the Chief
Constable of the county, Major Pat-
rick Considine, a warm-hearted and
impulsive Irishman, who had obtain-
ed his singularly inappropriate post on
the strength of distinguished war ser-

DEPAR’I‘M‘E%IT THE NAVAY

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF
CANADA.

o
NNUAL examinations for e85 .n
Naval Cadets into this Cole&
bheld at the examination centr
Civil Service Commission in
successful candidates joi
College on or about the 1st
lowing the examination.
Applications for entry
to the 15th April by the Secré€
Service Commission, Ottawa, fro
blank entry forms can be obtai
Candidates for examination m
passed their fourteenth birthday,
reached their sixteenth birthda¥s
1st July following the examinaticls
Further details can be obtain®

Deputy Minister of the
Department of the Naval

G. J. DESBARATS,
er of the Nav&

are recelvedc{%

Deputy Minist
Department of the Naval
June 12, 1916.

Unauthorized publication of

vertisement will not be pa.l‘d_for‘/

Visitor : The Lord Bishop of Toronts

A Residential School for Gi’b'
- Young Children also received®

aration for the University:
Department,includingdrawing
wood carving and art needlewor
routo Conservatory Degree of A-
may be takenat the School.
fulsituation, Tennis, basketball,s
snowshoeing, and other outdoor

 For terms and parti
theSister-in-Charge,orto t!
John the Divine, Major Street,

010!
4
COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBE“/’
- /

Ottawa Ladies Colleg®

NEW FIREPROOF BUILDING

PERFECTLY SANITAR¥
FITTED WITH EVER
MODERN CONVENIE
LARGE PLAYGROUND?
Academic Work up to the first
Music, Art, Hous€
Arts, Physical Culture, etc.
The Capital offers exceptional ad
For Calendar apply 10
J. W. H. MILNE, B.A.,
Jas. W, Robertson, LL,D,,C.M.G..

A RESIDENTIAL SGC
FOR GIRLS

Situated opposite Queen’s P**'
Bloor Street West
7
Re-opens Tuesday, Septemb‘
Calendar mailed on request
§. A. Paterson, K.C.,




