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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

lsobe]l Stormont, daughter of Sir David Stormont. a wealthy Scotch country geéntle-

he silght

ishing feature—beauti
y for geénerations. Her flance, ‘onyers, comes from
finally receives intelligence that a girl answer-

-oen‘ with a band of

T,

est trace, She was a quiet, retiring girl
ful Titian hair, which had been a mark

Lon-

been >
finds Isobei, almost dead, an abandoned dwel < Her

ed by a , he
clothes baveyboun;?‘nm and when she

recov

she meems to be another girl. All

ers
memory of her experiences has been wiped out by the privations she hds X

and she ns a new life. Her
tivates Basil, whose affection for her

is quite changed, CRD-~
q:u been not:-g(% cousinly kind

In cne of the pockets of ber gown is found an oid . Which Sir David ap-
and turn.

pro&gl‘lr- seems umex

gement unti] Christmas, which Is
gnbor Ashe saves Isobel from

en, nably perturbed over re .

fous stories of the girl's experiences are circulated, and aitract the attention

of Evelyn Ashe, a fortune humnter, who meets her at & charity fete

Meanwhile Bir David extracts a promise from Basii that he will not
four mohths away. Then,

run over by an automobile, discovers that

given &t her home.
repew his
to complicate matters

A being 3
the old Testament which is in Sir David’'s poSsession may contain a clue to }be mystery

of her seemingly dual identity.

CHAPTER XVII
THE EMPTY SPACE.

dreamiless sleep
often sets such a
“ gulf Dbetween the
emotions of the
night before and
our waking recol-
lections - of them
that, looking back
across it, they seem
to have faded and
dwindled almost to
insignificance, Worn
out, JIsobel had
slept long and late,
and when at last
she rose and looked
over the many-col-
ored garden diamonded with the heavy
dew of. autumn to the now famillar
scene of hill and wood and river, haif-
seen through a gauzy veil of vapor, It
seemed hard, ebpecially fo eighteen
.summers, to realize that life as well as
this fair world should not be "ver_}'
good.”

With that wide restful beauty ouf®
spread befors her. she was ready %o
think that her passion of shocked pride
and hurt feelilng must have been exag-
gerated. Surely she must have taken
her father’s hasty words and action as
much too seriously as he had apparently
regarded hers. Of course, it had been
very silly of her to-lose her temper-and
behave in such a childish fashlon, espe-
cially before her cousin Basil, and at
the thought her radiant morning face
clouded. *They might make some al-
lowance for me—if only they knew what
it is,” she murmured half-consciously;
but 'though she used the vague plural
pronoun It had likely a much more defi-
nite significance. Still the sun was
shining, sweet airs were blowing and
young blood was stirring within _her,
and when at las: she came down stairs
she was ready again to look upon last
night's happenings almost as a bad
dream. .

The great house was very silent as
she passed through the hall. Lady
Stormont was with Basil Conyers in

her morfiiig room, and every one had ”

one about the business or amusement
gt the day. Isobel stoodsfor a momerlu_
gazing out into the sunshine vaguely
debating whether she would go out at
once; thep she turned to the tapestry
room, whfch. even more than the hadl:
was the gathering place of the [am'js
and the guests. But it was empty, and.
after a careless glance round, she ns;
about to go away, When a sense g
something missing struck her, and she
Jooked amround again. What was It?
“Ah!” the cry burst from her, -harl;;
and sudden. Her portrait—she herse!
was gone! She stood stone-still as if
she had been struck on.the face, smrllng_
at the great blank space of dgllca:%y
faded’ tapestry, Wwhich but yeste hﬁi
had been océupied by her OWR wown
figure, by thart wistful face, her -
and yet not her own. She had cnl
out against said that she

empty wall
to go)l'ce it, but in the disappea -
the portrait there seemed sot{let ng
sinister, ominous. - To her it was nlul
the mere removing of a picture; she
had a vague, horrible sense that -um\e-
how she herself, living and bren% ng
though she was. had been wiped out oi
existence, as it henceforth there was N
or her any more,
pl%\c:%ot had done it? Why had it been
done? 'The questions became clamorous
as the first stun of bewilderment pass(;
ed. Then a new and definite fear sen;e_,
her. What ha% lhetd}:),r:‘e‘ l‘zlist night?
embered snalc
§£§e:-el?x‘nte. She had not rea?ly menrlu
to do any harm, but was it possible
that she had been so mad,. so wlck:d.
as really to spoil the picture before ;r‘
father had stopped her? Was that why
he had been s0 angry? She bhad been
willing, eager to forget it, but now she
felt again that fierce grip upon  her
wrist, saw the red flash of rage in his
eyes, heard agein these strange words,
unrealized at the moment—words which
she had almost persuaded herself she
had never heard. “My child—my uobﬁ
—all _that I have left of her—now:
What did it mean? Was she s0 chang-
ed, then, that to her own father she
was his child no longer, that all his
fove was for the lsobel who once had
beéen, and now even she was gone—
gazing affighted at the accusing empti-
ness facing her.

“What does it mean—oh, what does”

it mean?’ she cried aloud, hearing a
step, a muttered exclamation behind
her, and -heedless in the confused
whirl of her thoughts to whom she
might have.appealed, -~

“It's a beastly shame, anyhow,” said
a choked voice, while something In
the tone suggested that the speaker
had wwith ifficulty suppressed =
stronger adjective.

Turning’ around, she met the honest
wrath of Basfi Conyers’ eyes. Her
own brimmed over. All her mingled
feelings culminated in a gush of sobs
as she stretched out appealing hands
to him, the doubt, the hurt pride
which ever sounded an undertone of
discord In her intercourse Wwith her
cousin Basil, swept away for the mo-
ment Py her need of sympathy.

“Tell me,” she whispered, struggling
hard against the rising sobs, “what
does it mean? What did I do? Did
1 really harfn her—it—the picture, I
mean *

“No, of course, you didn't,” sald
Basil, grasping t'ie trembling hands
in o tense grip; "anr one might have
known that you vouldn't,”

“Then why—why .is my father 80
angry—can he not trust me? Oh,
what's the gooda of pretending ‘any
longer,” with a sudden change of tone.
“My mother tries to, but it's no use—
my father camnot bear -the sight of
me—he hates me, as I hated her”
throwing out her hand wildly te the
empty wall, “but now that she—that
it is gone, I don’t know why it is—
1 suppose it i8 foolish—but somehow
1 fee] afraid,” and the hard, dry sob-
bing conguered her, and broke into
a hot rush of tears.

*Isobel-my dear httle cousin—for
pity’'s _sake, "don’t; 1 can't bear it, and
don’t speak like that—it is foolish, dear,
and in _a little while you'll see it,”” said
Basil disjointedly, struggling desperate-
1y the ‘while for a mere friendly protect-
ing, big-brother tonme while his whole
being was aflame to take the sobbing

irl in bis arms, draw her head to his

reast, and let her cry her heart out
there, -and probably it wounld have been
the best and wisest thing he could have
done. In the outrush of love-excited
feeling. the barriers of pride and doubt
were submerged for the time—a little
more and they might have been wholly
swept away, but once let the flood abats
and they would rear themselves again.
it is hard that a man should suffer for
the best that is in him, and If the young
saan Had been less tenderly reverent in

NIGHT of deep, -

his love, less chivalrously determined
that the “girl should have fair play,
that she should not be forced to a de-
cision while half beside herself with
pain and, passion, he might have storm-
ed her maiden fortgess then and there
and borne the prize away. But the
friendly, hearty, commonsense tone, as
it sounded to Isobel's €ars, Was an ex-
cellerit tonic for her excited, over-
wrought fancy. Already that formless
visionary dread was shrinking away
before it, iike a dream fading in day-
light.

“I knew, of course, you would think
me foolish,” she began, drawing away
a little feom the arm which he had
ventired to put around the slight, shak-
en shoulders.

‘:Well." said Basll, with a laugh,
I'd rather have your foolishness, as
you call it, than other people's wis-
dom.” :

“But it's not all foolishuess,” broke
in 1Isobel, suddenly ralsing her head,
the quick flash in her eyes seeming to
dry ber tearS; “I wish it were, but you
can’'t deny it.”

“No, I don’t deny {t—not altogether,”
sald Basil. “But will you let me say
something, or try to_say it, for I'm no
€ood as puytting things into words—"

“Oh, say what you like; but to most
people it is ‘not dificult to find fault.
1 have learned that much already,” in
a light, hard tone. &

“I” am not golng-to find fault, Iso-
bell —n:?ﬁlhere was something in his
volee lch made the girl's bright
nead droop a little, wmi‘: the hl‘ni
which she had half withdrawn trem-
bled back into his clasp—"1 wish I
could fut it as I feel it; but some-
times, in the old days, J] used to think
it—sueh a pity that'somehow you gO¢
s0 little good of things—of vour tife;
then, when I saw you again upon
v._he terrace’” (in spite of himself his
voice shook -a - little), “1 thougnt I
had never -realized what happluess
meant till 1 had looked in Jour face,”

Yes, 1 was-happy—then” said Iso-

bel In a low voice, a mist filming the

dary briglitness of her eyes.

“1ken why shouldn't you he h ’
stlL,” maid Basil, stoutly. Tffﬂl’;?l
ar: the same &s they wers then ex-
ce?! for the nonsense tha: has biwn
talked. If people tell you you are
changed, what does it matter? .o
ycurself, that should be encugh. I
don’'t trouble about your o:d self or
your portrait any more. You've obt-
grown th-rq both, that's all. -1 know
you wouldn't want o be your old self
:glg;,v:vegx;tﬂl i’ou c%uid: You seern

nto a br viG

o lomem)w," &shter., wider

“Do you think so?’—with a smilo ¢
shy pleasure. *“‘But every one doegsn(‘f
think that—he doesn't,” with a sud-
den change of voice,’ 2

“Try not to think too much of that,”
gently, “It's easy to say that, [ know,
but if you had seen ypur father as |
saw him,- when you were away, you
would not wonder at him now, nor at
anything he says or does.” Basil wus
trying Lo convince himself now as
well as Isobel, and, therefore, Jue-
ceeded with neither. Perhaps he felt
this, for he changed his ground. “if

. you've lost a good deal—well, then,

a great deal—try to think how “much
more you have gaindd, and that the

~g&in will go on growing—I-Know it

will. Won't that helplgou?" meeling

hex;reyeg

“Yes, but do you really think it will?"
Her eyes kindled, melted, a faint miah
rose ih her face.

"1 am sure it will,” said Basil hastiy,
and ‘looking away as hastily. He was
begining to feel that he had made a
pretty severe demand upon himself,

“But it must have been as hard for
my mother“—Isobel suddenly harked
back to the old subject—‘'‘and yet she—'"

“Your mother! Ah, that's because she
is what she is," exclaimed Basil, re-
lieved at finding a subject upon which
he could let himself go. ‘I think people
need to be like her to be the better for
great trouble. I don’'t think it improves
us more ordinary mortals, though we
are always told it does so—‘sweet are
1:);91 uses of adversity’—and all the rest
of it.” v

“Then it is to be hoped wWe szhall es-
cape it,” began Isobel with a asmile
when the door sudden)

y in, In

state of distressed excitement painfully
@t -variance with her usual gracious

- calm.
“It is no use, Basil, my husband wiil

not even hear of it; I am quite helpless;
I shall soon not be able even to mention
her name—ah, Isobel!”—the note - of
strain in her voice giving place to one

consternation as she saw that the
young man was not alone, but was

digappeara.
had pr

~ ‘black, glassy surface o

standing beside her daughter {n an at-
titude someéwhat suggestive of other
feelings than cousinly. Her usual tact
and insight suddenly fdiled her. oA

*Have you—'' she faltered, half hope-
fully, half reproachfully, and then her
eyes, too, were caught by the empty
space upon the wall, and she stopped
abruptly.

Isobel saw the hot embarrassment
leap to her cousin's face, and then her
eyes followed her mother's to the blank
wall, and the miassma of bitter, angry
doubt, of fear and of sorely hurt pride
and love, which had beén dispelled for
a moment py Basil’s words as by &
breath of fresh, wholésome open  alr,
settled down again darker than ever.

“] think 1 had better. follow my por-
trait,” she sald in a low volee out of the
bitterness of her heart. “I don’t think
it is only on the wall that there seems
no place for me here.” -

Her mother sprang after her »wl‘th a
cry, but the girl was gone, light and
swift as a venishing sunray, and Lady
Stormont sank - fnto a chalr looking
piteously at Conyers.

“Oh, ‘Basil, I thought our troubles
were at an end, but .they seem only be-
ginning. Have you spoken to her?
Surely she has not—"'

“No,” said Basil bluntly. He could
not trust himself to utter more than
the bare monosyliable.

“Then I wish you had’ cried poor
Lady Stormont, and as Basll Conyers
strode in savage silence out of the room,
bitterly conscious that his golden mo-
ment was past, he might well be ex-
cused for feeling himself a most cruel-
ly {ll-used man. If this were the re-
ward of sore restraint, of ‘zealously
guarded honor, of hard-kept faith,
then— -

—

CHAPTER XVIII

“WHO AM 17

I.YING not only from the tapes-

try room, but from the house,

K Isobel took no heed where she
went: her one idea was to get

“eut of sight as quickly as might be,

and she turned into the first path lead-
ing into the woods. When her first
headlong speed slackened, she found
herself in a little circular grassy space,
ringed In by tall trees, the beautiful,
sweeping birch -~ mostly, their “long
swinging tresses now a paly-gold, V-
ing an effect of nl;zel:shlne [::':’heozo? heli.: 5
wood. Hangin ween

slender stems !vu a gaily-colored ham-

m -

i)csobel stood still and  looked round
her, a curious light in her eyes.
her mother had deemed it wise to 13
as little-as might be about her st
nee and the events whie

d it gl 1 ‘long ago, -

as may be supposed, heard every detail
from1 Justine's voluble chatter, "Since
then she had avoided the Round Wood
from a certaln morbid shrinking, and
now suddenly to find herself there,
apart, as it were, from her. own. wiil,
startléq her strangety! After a long
moment’s pause, while she looked round
with -dilated eyes and set lips, she
moved  slowly on down that Dnarrow,
slippery path which led -straight to
the Alder Pool, and on its dark-brink
her feet stayed +4n a drift of fallen
leaves.

The morning had not fulfilled Its

. promise. The fleecy vapors had thick-

ened to dull Jow-ha!
blurring the sky and veiling the sun.
Through the tree tops there ‘went a
chill, mournful :l:hinf, though the
the deep wa-
ter was still unrufied. - Isdbel stood
looking from the dark still water and
the dank, rotting leaves at her feet,
up through the thinning branches to
the cold sky; then with a sudden wild
cry she flung out her hands as if she
were desperately trying to dash some
obstacle aside, ° 3
And in very truth she was. She was
vainly beating against that invisible
barrier which separated her from her

sown past, and which held its secret -

in a grim eilence like that of death
itself. : !

And her cousin Basil could- see no”

reason why she should not be ?“aﬁu.v! :
His words, which had seemed of

hope and comfort, now ap ed to
her changed m a ghastly mock-
ery. She laughed out and then shiv-
ered ‘at the eerie echo which came
back to her from the heavy drippin

woodmnd ' stillness.  Happy.

froni her very self by this blank
nothingness behind which }some hid-
eous thing might Jurk—! Py, when
her own father loved that thing of
paint and canvas more tl:s.n his living
child, because it remind him of the
past—happy, when the man who must
once have loved her, who at least waa

T
(lo love this place whom

couldn’t be—it  couldn’t! ' She, Isobel e
Stormont, to loye a man Who deemed .
her now unfit to be his wife—how else

could his conduct be explainea?

A cracking of boughs, & plunging rus-
tle through the fallen Jeaves, and 130-
bel turned sharply, her eyés bright, her
pulses leéaping, to face—Evelyn Ashe!

The quick spark dled from her eéyes, the

tide of hot color ebbed from her dell-
cate face, as Ashe came dashing
through the bushes and palsed with a
basty, half-surprised glahce arou

“1 fancled 1 heard a ery, but I must
have been mistaken,” he #aid, as he
looked doubtfully at the &irl standing
80 pale and still_oyn the brink of the
sullen, -sluggish water. She did not

look ke a damsel in distress, but he

was certain that he haq heard a ory of
pain or terror. He, too, kneéw the mem-
ories which hung thick &

ing within her? [ B

“A cry? It must hq?e been fancy, =
surely,” said Isobel. ‘I =t lemast am I~

no need of a rescuer today,” forcing a
smile. *I owe you qulte enough al-
ready.” :

“You are in need of a word &f cau-
tion; then,” said@ Ashe, letting her last
words pass. - “Do you kmow that you

are standing uncomfortably mear the -

edge, and these banks are very treach-
erous—they afe rotten—sée,” and as
1sobel drew away with a4 ¢areless laugh,

he stamped heavily on the overhfngiog .~

grassy edge 3nd then stepped swiftly
back. R 2
A fissure opened, widened, yawned and
then® with a ‘quiver, & great clod
long undermined by the lpping current
slid_slowly down into the deep water,
which: seemed to suck it under and
then closed silently over it: “Ashe looked
at Isobel. She had paled a little.
_“Promise me you will bs mone caro-
ful,” he urged, and it ;1&&. were
cold the voice thrilled. T¥en in a y‘é\:u’
anight. v
B e I NI
stood there muc s das Vip A S
! ! been.there,

e Sl
#, ou. not
ult‘:l‘:o{cl, ‘.t,nnc with ?nort»v! fascl-
‘down into the all-co! AL~
it “And 1 have -
eared—for good this tim (4
TV G Tep-

t
Alder Pool have

river g:th. ;h. ;t know what bro .

me ‘e today; perhaps I hopog-to“‘mg
“*And have 'Jz'“x eomm:. lace

(ug:l.thlt would have a o;.ﬁ;o.l.)' pnrl on
1 2 Ty o

st Bask Rer

zet a 3
ne ~path,

“And yet when 1 fir u stand-
l_.ng"mby {bo &-W".ﬁf& e

solitude that you m "3\“0 g‘m

‘ the
river

“Why — do._you dislike it, too?”
quickly.

! the river today—pardon
me for ti! your phrase but it

is very descri :
2, ery ptive—1 should have met

ormont whom 'l saw
} b Py o
i : “No, s ot
peak, you think m 55 e
' as the girl tﬁed
on the TFOW pa with Y E
frosen e "'ﬁn"“’- 3 sudden me in
her cheeks, fire and ice at once.
me vhat harm

] T
n ving room
eft"<a certaln hurry in the vi :
ynes—-1 e

hat, &g
hetly. T

EF L
not matter
true -though—we are not onu qnu.c.

‘stifiy, and resuming her

her.
grassy circle again. “In justice to Mr,

she ad

r‘g‘ldwal.lkb.., O s o
: V. g you,” sald Aszhe, st 1
before her. " They had  reached the

t this spot 7
—was it possible that they’were awak- =

nsistence, with a proud humility
tone, which stayed the girl's
within T

¢ from the glow:
3 i,‘}l:m burnt
e -who 8

Ny m: By,
" Julckening her -teilwu.: n’;ﬁ

m g You
a is not the y‘x’urb used

s thrown uppermost in

e. % 3
should you go,

No; but it 1 t yi % -
areact bt had met your ‘old self 1t Faltered 1so

en outburst, and for the
t Ashe looked for
iR Sl
‘yet” he G
£ on the last-word.
- Heve that if you need h
plain - but ere long.

k.- me metely. imperti--
round on him

- clea

‘no hint of conscieusns

. “Why should ‘T _
nco.

¥

Wﬂy.. NI R Y
-Ashe, with absolute
“Then who can?’ In a flash.
;m:rr" with a swift pang o{_ premont-

“oSir David can tell you—if he will"
g It is h!;o,t for me, of -

from your:
free.”

course, to say whi : 3
ot mmnmulﬁ said
~recovering herself some-
o execitement into
‘words had thrown her,
with whom :
things of her life.

I eannot imagine

I have no do
:!xg:l:lhn“ﬂ hig, I am sure

ceful head she was
r talk was now

1t,” with a look
Be.. - had

m...— .
D etting rather
5 br‘zge - in ‘Inbel—-a

- imply ing—ghat:
‘t':;:.'?n’:;' :qm,c.fst‘her wa
ng/ o

“4 fancied T heard a cry,-but I m ust have been mistaken,’ he said”

He must tell her, and since he was not

here to answer—perhaps that Testament

was.
With: her breath sobbing in her throat,
a  wild -glitter in -her beautiful eyes,
she went straight to the big writing ta-
‘ble and with tremblin ! n

a
_in fierce and deepemte‘ haste to pull

he. ara wers bgon;. She bad no thought
0! )r, she never guestioned -what
sh doing, she was driven by the

e ¢
t g:rvqurlng need—to know. Letters, pa-

>ds, she recklessly turned over
hrew aside, then ag she slammed a
~ 10, .wheghier she unknowingly
‘spring, or in hisx haste In
r vid had not prgp-
wer . unnc-
! Viy out ui 5 - hand.
3 ;t's“agﬁl‘or fright she stood. stur-
ing at it.. There W elry
rings chiefly, swept together in a little
jome Jetters, and—al] that she had
for—a . shabby lttle black Testa-
with a brass clasp! There it was
lmpossible had happeéned!
*{'a._moment- her impulse was to
g the drawer, and flee from what
the h‘l%done; 1o forget it if she could,
tut wi a slow and shrinking hand
-she forced herself to lift the little book
Why did t . the very feel-
; it In her hand, seem familiar?
Y .8he undid the elasp, looked st
isoription in its faded ink, at the
enyelope, at the thick, faded lock
dir,” and stood breathless, riglc.

- staring. 5
Then she fell all her slim lenglh upon
the floor, her clutching hands diggmng
into the thick carget, as if secking teo
selze and to hold by something stable
as a mén, when the roof and walls
which have sheltered him are totter-
ing* around him, flings msélf instinec-
tively on mother earth only to find in

- Biak horror that last refuge betraying

him—the solid earth rocking giddily like
the works of his own puny bands

Where was she? What was this—was
this madness? Madness—worse, it was
memory!  Memory * from - ich she
tould mnever through life esca again,’
from which death itself might have no
power to deliver her. ¥

She st::n&gled up te her knees,- and
dashed lm'a the bright, disordered hair

ce.
ng down upon hér agony was a
< i and}lahrinklng wistful eyes—
her self! Q

She laughed—laughed aloud, for des-
pair has ever laughed at command,
thou its tears have been scorched dry
by ‘the fire that is not quenched. But
the horror of it overwhelmed her. She
flung out helnless hands.

“Oh, God—oh, —oh, God!”

The thick walls of the great room
echoed to a cry, not loud but awful. A
cry of one drowning in deep waters, the
cry as of ome drowning in deep waters,
as Death and Despair drag him strug-
gling and agonizing down—and down—
and ever down to the depths below.

. . . . i

Sir David came into the library, and,
as was fast growing a habit, his eyes
sought his daughter's face, looking down
upon him_from. the wall. But beneath
it from the hearth a figure rose and
tumu%hon hél.n l:u ned

e & ¢ o
:::fuin‘ h:nd clutched & MNttle black

“Who' am I? cried a  volce that
-m,?t'a. “Te]l me—who am "'.‘, :

' CHAPTER XIX
LADY CARRUTHERS RECEIVES.

by & heaped-up fire In her draw!

i OLD ‘Liady Carruthers ‘was sitting

ing room, the biggest, squarest

room in her big, square old
house, which, though it stood 1n a good-
sized park, had only a big, square lawn

. between it and the high road.

Amid the crowd of chairs -;lﬂ‘d
couches, the little crumpled-up fig-
ure by the fire might at a first glance

have passed unnoticed, but as the door Al
i . opened and Lady Carrutbers looked. -

resence at once

TOUS - surround-.

‘as .completely as It
o ‘of her acquaintance; -

i
me in & burst of
Ashe, smiling. *

2 Jalot,” sad Ly Carrith
n:!ydtﬁxb m %!\IVO

i

u was of no con-
fact, I have no'p‘a.uengc
: 'y _have mlamamﬂeﬂ

How did tm:‘yr et

t, or

"11. make her
ough, indeed, -

 Yes,t crossly. y

~_plap of campaign,” said Ashe jesu

e, S N Lk et
And what news of Kilmeny today?’ >
briskly, as Ashe‘entered:
e‘;tt,er fgﬂdily"»qgs;m-rt“ya_- for

afterward—well, yow're not responsi
ble for It, and there’d be plenty 1
take the risk meantime, who might

w.be frightened off by more vagaries

Oho,” with a lghtning quick glance
and a dry laugh. “Is that the game®
I thought I'd ask you here fust to se«
what mischief you had on hand. ror
1 knew {here was something up
You're very clever, Evelyn, too clever
at times, but if I were you | think
I'd@ try ‘the possible.”

“It is'not only I Who am too clever
I‘ think,” mald Ashe, with 5 careless
laugh, “but, after all, if one m‘-.v-.:
is anything impossible? Jdaning b.-mvk
against the high marble mantelsheif
white once, but now vell o
years,

The old lady’s eyes ran over the
graceful figure and the distinctive face
as if she were appraising them point by
point. ’

*Not enough, my dear Evelyn,” with
a Judicial ‘summing-up air, ‘“‘uniess
you've got some trump up your sleeve
which would be quite in character Nu
doubt you think you have. But if there
were no other reasons, a Stormo:nt
marriage is an affair of high po!
arranged long beforehand and,
of David’s unacountable shilly-si:
ing, I think they'll pull this one o \:
—unless, of course, there I8 =0:i¢ fiesh
escapade, for young Conyers’ leart ;:
in it now, which I don’t think it wus
first, and no wonder, for he has
and blood to deal with now, not a w«!
brought-up ghadow. I like the wa)y the
lad spoke up the other night Yuaii
have to reckon with him.”

“Yes, I'd better begin to lay out my

owed wita the

ta’l

igly
when a second time the door upcied
and "Mr. Conyers” wis announced

Lady Carruthers broke into one ot
ker elfish laughs, while the twu youne
men exchanged mods which are an g
lishman's usual greeting to friend or ac-
quailnance, or even foe.

“You've come very pat. Basil.,” sxid
the old lady, “but if you’d been beain

the door a minute sooner. youd have
found that for once there was an cx-
ception to the general rule.”

“Much obliged, though i1 dont know
what I've done to deserve It IU's raiu-
€r an exception to your practice, us lu
the general rule, isn't it? But { uaresay
you'll make up for it some other time, "
sald; Basil, with a laugh.

z “Very likely,” in nuo way displeased,

‘and no doubt you'll deserve it tou,
but what's the very latest builetin of
our young lady? Mr. Ashe has brougnt
me’ his news. He rides twice u_uag,
post haste, to .Stormont for Jui ™
perl_mq,s you have ‘€ven later Intelli-

*She Is much better,” sald Busil
rather shortly. “People have been very
kind, but really there has been ratner
a ‘needless fuss made over®it.”

‘Oh, come, you mustn’t be too hard
on us. Remember that lsobel is yulte
a - public character at present,” with
the smile which always accompanied
any remark -likely to be specially dis-
tastéful to her hearer, “and beth she
and. her doings have such a fine flaver
of the unexpected,” E

‘d.daresay there’s been a lot gf non-
senBe -talked, but it's to be hoped peopie
will have found something else to chat-
ter about before they come home again.”

*They age going abroad, then? So
Lady Stormont is to have her way?”
said Ashe.

“¥Yes,”” sald Basil, in rather a “What
the deuce is that to you?’ tone, Ashe's
~air-of ‘previous information nettied him.

“Best Lhing they could do,” said Ashe,
leaning back again against the mantel-
piece. 2 3

anyers turned pointedly to Lady Car-
ruthers.

“Eady Stormont asked me If 1 would
-let ‘you know——"" he 'began.

“@h, that accounts for it," broke in
his hostess, ' '1 was wondering to what
1 owed the honor of this visit,” as people
used to fay in novels when I was fool-
ish enoigh to read them. I've more
sense now, and 1 wonder people addle
their brains with them when there’'s a
dozen stories going on around them; if
they had eyeés to see, and then you can't
take & paep at the last chapter. There's
Kilmeny now—" .

“Rather an exceptional case,” .put in
Ashe, “'a case of ‘Twopence colored’
compared = with the ‘Penny plain’ of
average existence.” 3

“Yes,”' , admitted Lady Carruthers,
“and in her case 1’d clearly liketo have
a peep at the-end,” !

*‘She'll marry and.live happily ever
afterward; all’ charming young ladies
de,” said Ashe.

*But whom? That's what I want to

/ kunow, and more than I, no doubt,” with
{ a glance from Ashe’'s expressionless

countenance to Basil's rather disgusted
face. ‘“‘Of course, 1 mean to live to 10
if only to see. - Anyhow, there will be
plenty trying to solve the problem and
finding business abroad this autumn—"

Conyerg got to his feet suddenily. “I
shall be forgetting Ladv Stormont's
message,’ he said, abruptly, when the
ipcursion of some local callers put
an end to the talk, but not to the
subject, though Conyers hastily de
parted. Each visitor had his or uer
version of, or theory about, Miss Stor-
mont's sudden Indisposition, to which
Ashe listened with an inward smile,
He had little doubt as to the cause of
this much-talked-of illness. Of caourse,
he wta?“sso;ry lfor i‘t.ﬂ!‘):t he dldw'g:t
regre orging - o ‘pace, n
he met Miss Stormont again, it would
be under different conditions, he con-
fidently reckoned. o e

rom Torrans he made his daily in-
quiri receiving ever niore re@ssur-
lnﬁ bulletins as the girl's quick vi-
tality vearserted itseif after the briet
but sharp collapse which had fellowed
hard on the throes of that mental and
physical convulsion In which memory
awoke. When Sir David's ery had
brouﬁt!t»the household harrying to
the _library, Isobel had been found

v,rlﬁd and  unconsclous, a condition

ch had considerably puzzied Dr,
urves, though Tady Stormont and
Basil had promptly but secretly laid
the blame upon the episode of the por-
triﬁ Eacﬂg;:v:nteu{ h‘wh lg\ax in
. brary ust have beefi some
remewal of the painful exeitement t
account lor‘sh-obgg 2 Stor-
55 - migl ve

: t been only too evident
o he was Suffering. while
Isobel lay mnerveless and speechless,
begging, if she spoke at all, to be let
alone—only to be let alone, till-at last
cald, with a smile,

ry Whve 1B this fantien.3 S0
v, to i‘ ink_that."sou ‘have teund
» had - reproached herseif ~sore'y
words when, with a shudder,
ver daughter-had turned her face to
he wall; but next morning, to her sur-
prise, Isobel had suddenly |
self to be quite able to come d

“Q“‘ ont had
comtortably settied = e m: ltll he!

' 'eoﬁﬁ» 2
e . with W‘y hu‘?&.

tlon: : ! !
*1 must #3 to Duncaird this afternoon,
Jsobel. but. your father i
158 8 very n‘nxloua
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VE y is immensel
meantime. I met hait Fa& i
ices between here ‘and

ers of the literary and art
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drol'!cries could he st i

the result of Mac A\rthsm-‘s
tion seems to be a high c

‘dy whiech also containt the
- ement which has endden—j
Laren to the readingj n
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Read This Evidence
- Today to Gure
- With Dr. Williag
Pills.
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Sciatica is neuralgia o
perve. Its origin is genel
atism and is the direct
ing-cold. For this reason
is commonly -known ‘!soid
tism.” 4 :

There is only one thing
ful than sciatica 'and
treatment of it as prad
sickening burning of the
one of the forms ef crue
by the old school | doctd
too often this is entirel
the relief gained is byt ¢

It is a "scientific faet t
jority of sciatica cases

_exposure to cold wheh th
in an anaemic or blogdled
in which the nerve jis lit
ed. It needs no argum
any reasonable person th
nerve cannot be fed‘ by
tion of a hot iron itg t
It may deaden the sciad]
a time but it will bt g

Absolute rest is| the
proper medical treatmen
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pill

tuaily make new blood
the starved nerves, wi
cases.

Mr. H. W. Awalt} is
leading merchants:of H|
A few years ago hewa
ferer from this excrucia
He says: “The attatk
that I had been O»fi
time. The cords 'of 1
all drawn up and| I co
along with the aid jof
pain 1 sufiered was jter
in misery both day and
movement caused /me s
only those who ‘thave
with sciatica know. (I ¥
several doetorsi but
help me a bit. Ia fact
gan to think my cohdit
less, when Dr . Wiilian
were brought to iniy
a half dozen hoxgs; I
entire quantity hefgre
efit. But I was encou
a second half dozen b
fore these were all go
of the trouble | :
only this, but T''was
health in every way
readily understop?’
siege of pain T had su

© badly run down. 8 1
* highly ei Dr. Will

- e¢an’t recommend
. %o other sufferer

~Sciatica is  stubbo
. treatment and the|pat]
_&rs for yedrs. Di.-

: Pills do not simply re

. They cure the disgase

watery blood. They
mew blood and liave f
~ect and powerful’ cur
~ such diseases as 'the
" “#nia, general - debility

- ects of the grip.  As
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