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vorite flowers of his .

pncturodxdﬁtﬂndmthetopotthnusb» i unresponsi !
‘theoompany of red velvet clmu

little ‘Louis Philippe bureau . .

No! it would never do to gush, for these
things would see . . .. . and, ‘though
they might not remamber they ‘would re-
mindas o

And- Lm;lu counted herself one of the
strong ones of this earth: Just ﬂupk of
het name. Have you ever known a Louisa
who gushed? who called herself the hap-
piest. woman on earth? who thought of a
nian—just an ordinary man, mind you—as |un
the best, the handsomest, the truest, the
most perfect hero of romance that ever
threw a radiance over the entire prosy
world of the twentieth century?

Lotisas, belée,vt;e me, do; n:h luc]::dthxﬁng
The M“' ani oras, the
baras and Ediizlhu look beatxﬁc and|
charming’ w’heﬁ, clunin' their lily-whitel
hands  together  and  raising  violet.
eyes - ﬁp the p;ﬂ:emed - ceiling paper:
above them, they exebum * “Oh, my hero:
snd my king!”

But_Louisas would only look ndwulom
lfthey'behsvcdhkethq P ORERE
Louisa - Harris, tool . . «
"the eldest. of thre; mﬂ, the da::hterﬁnoi
a wealthy Englig leman with a fine
estate in Kent, an assured position, mno
troubles, no carés, nothing in her life to
make it sad; .or  sordid or interesting
« + % « Louisa Hatris and romancel

. . Why, she was not even pretty.
She had  neither violet eyes mor hair of
ruddy gold. The latter was brown and the
former were gray. . . o . How could
romance come in the way of gray eyes,
and a girl - mmed Louisa?

Can .you conceive, for msta.nce, one of
those adorable detrimentals of low
and empty -pocket - who have ‘a’ way of
. areusing love in thnoﬂhesrts of t'i;rhe beautiful
. daughters f irasc: em.ﬂlion es,eenyou

~¢onceive guch ah -interesting . person:

iuw, £aning in bve vnih LavmnT

arm
o can!es. tbat T cannot. To begm with,
dear, kind Squire Harris was not alto-
gether a naire, and not at all irasci-
ble, and penniless owners of romantic per-
‘gonalities were not on his visiting list.
* ‘Therefore Louisa, living a prosy life of
luxury, got up €very morning, ate a copi-
ous breakfast, wslked out with the
hunted in the ‘gutumn, skated in the win
ter, did the London season, and phyed
tennis ‘in the summer; just as hundreds
énd hundreds of other well-born, well-
bred Enghsh girls of average means, aver-
- age positions, average education, hunt,
iance, and play tennis out the
{ hqg‘zth and breadth of this country,
ere was no room for romance in mch
» life, no gime for it. . . ..
itself was so full already—so full of the
humdrum of daily rounds, :of common [boulev
tasks, that the lxea.rt which beat with such
nrdma.ry regularity in the seemingly : or-
dinary breast of a very ordinary girl did
to all ‘unconscions .of the intense pu.tho-
which underly this very oridnary exist-
tnce.

Vaguely Louisa knew that somewhere,
beyond even the land of dreams, there lay,
ull unknown, all ‘mysterious, a glorious
world of romance: a universe peopled by
glrhsh imaginings, = and e sengitive,
“reating thoughts of poets, by the gallop-
ng phantasies of super-excited - brains,
ind the vague lTohgings of ambitious souls:
1 universe wherein dwelt alike the mem-
svies of those who bave loved and the
~opes of those who suffer. But when she

'oughv of it all, .she did 8o as one who

:'om the arid plain gazes on  the cool
Jeams and - golden minarets which the

airy Fata Morgana conjures on the hori-
Zon'far away. She looked on it as all un-
real and altogether beyond her ken. She
shut her eyes to the beautifil mirage, her
heart against its childish yearnings.

Such things did not exist. They were
not for her—Louisa Harris.  The little
kitchenmaid at the court who, on Sunday
evenings, went .off giggling, her chubby
face glowing with pride and the result of

. recent ablutions, on the arm of Jim the
third gardener, knew more about that
world of romance than well-bred, well-
‘born young ladies ever dreamed of in
their. commonplace philosophy.

“And Louisa Harris had  always shut
down the book which spoke of such im.
possible things, and counted herself one
of the strong ones of the earth.

Therefore now, with - Luke’s letter in
her hand, in which he tells her in a very
few words that he loves her beyond any-
thing on earth, and that he only waits
the day when he can call her his own, his

_ very own dearly loved wife, why should
Louisa—prosy, - healtby-mmdod. healthy-
bodied Immsr—ouddeu!y imagine that the

“+hole world is transfigured ?—that the|

atel room is a kind of ante-chamber to

~aven?—that the red velvet, uncom-

“omising chairs are elondl of a-

'c and that the

oken thigh is the elusive ﬁirrwho,thh

‘organa-like wand, hath conjured up this

rirage of glorious visions = which mayhap
vould vanish again before long?

She went up to the window ~“and
rested . her forehead against ‘the cool
pane. . She might be ever so strong, she
zould  mot help her forehead feeling hot
and her eyes being full of tears—tears that
did not hurt as they fell.

Outside the weather was indeed Drosy
and commonplace. Rain was coming down
in_torrents and beating against the news-
paper kiosk over the way, on the roofs
of tramways and ux:-ﬂtoi making the
electric light peep dimly ﬂn‘mh the veil
of wet, dr
to which the &
made fitful if loud
shouts of the ‘cochers on
- rattle ‘of wheels on" the stone pavement,
even at times the shrill whistle for cabs
smanating from the porch of the brillumt-
ly lighted Palace Hotel.

lt.wu close on half-past six by the clock

.,

Louisa|can be utterly lonely, either cruelly so or

nmberiwound i
mmmmcmmclikethemw :
mhviag -thy .hmllii of 4
ery: prosy life lm

‘struggling in the

bronze !’qeha. i s

Aunt, in conjunction with Her. maid |
| Anriette, was laying the- foundttw
of an elaborate oilette. Louisa was f
t6 do as. she pleased. She got a service-
able ulster and a dzminuﬁya hat and sal-
lied forth into the streets. Ske did not
want to think or to dream, nor perhaps
did she nltogether wish to work off that

unusual of excitement which had
so, unaccountably transformed her ever
since Luke’s letter had come.

All she wanted was to be.alone, and to
come out of herself for awhile. had
been alone all the afternoon, save for thnt

half hour when aunt discussed the

badly

it was not M*kind ‘of “alone-ness”* which | W88
Louisa wanted nobw, but rather the golitude
»ﬂxichucrowdedsereethss-boveallthu
power to give.

There is & kind of sochblhty in any
room, be it ever so uncompromising in’ ‘the
matter of discomfort, but a -street

kindly as thevcase may be.

To Louisa Harris, the commonplace no-
elety gxrl accustomed to tea fights, to
dances and to dinner parties, the loneliness |
of this crowded little city was eminently
welcome.  With her dark ulster closely but-
toned to the throat, the small hat' tied
under her chin, with everything on her
weather-proof and unfashionable, she at-
tracted no notice from the pmers-by

Not one head was turned as, with a loi
breath of delight, she sallied forth fre
under the portico of the hotel out into the
muddy, busy street; not one glance of
losity or interest so freely bestowed in the
streets of foreign capitals on a solitary’

;fo%ovedefhm very ordmnry lmkmg Evg-

nt Theee
men and women -
jostling, and k.uew nothmg of
Luke, nor that she, Louisa Harris, was the
happiest woman on earth.

She -turned back toward the Boulevard,
meaning to take a brisk walk all along the
avenue of trees which makes a eircuit
,iround the inner part  of the town “and.
* )which ultimately would lead her back to.
the Gare du Nord and the Palace Hotel.
It was a walk she had often done before:
save for one or two busy corners on the
my, it vonld be nlxhry and puea-

I:ouiuateppedoutwithanhonu&&‘lt‘
ish tread, hundqu-ledinthepockehof
her urvmuble

mnd the dnm of the m thted, wide

boulevard, and had every intention of ¢ov-
ering the two miles. in a little more than
half an hour. €

How the time sped! It seemed as il she
had only just left the hotel, and already
surely not a quarter of a mile away she
could see glimmering the lights of the Place
Namur, the hll!-vny point of her walk.

She was in the . Boulevard Waterloo
where private houses with closed porte-
cocheres add nothing £6 the municipal light-
ing of the' thoroughfare, .

Trams had been rushing past her in end-
less succession: but now there was a lqll
Cloge by her a taxi-auto whizzed quickly
past and came to a standstill some hundred
yards away, near the pavement, and net
far from an electric light standard.

Louisa, with vacant eyes attached on
that cab, but with her mind fixed on a
particular room in a particular house in
Grosvenor Square where lived a man of
the name of Tuke de Mountford, continued
her walk. Those same vacant eyes of hers
presently saw the chauffeur of tbo taxi-
auto get down from his box and open the

‘To the crowd ‘ihe was i

wu suddenly brought back from Grosvenor

Square, London, to the Boulevard Water-
loo in Brussels, by a terrible ery of horror
which had’ brokan from that same chauf-
feur’s lips. Instinctively Louisa hurried
on, but, even as she did %0, a small crowd
which indeed seemed to have sprung from
nowhere ‘had already gathered round tha
vehicle.

Murmurs of “What is it? What is it?”
mingled with smothered groans of terror,
a8 curiosity caused one or two of the
more bold to peer into the gloomy depths
of thé cab. Shrill cdlnb tueoni)iz
of gardiens to the spot. .

Louisa found herself a unit in an eager,

anxious erowd, asking questions,

ing, wondermg horror-struck as soor as

'a. plausible and graphic explanation came

from those who were in the fore-front ud

were privileged to see.

“A man—murdered—"

“But how?”

“The chauffeur got down from hn boi
+. and lookedin . . ', ‘ah,

s man, Dnuu!” .

“What did he see?”
“A man ; . he is  quite young
on]y about twenty years of

“Stabbed through the neck—

“Stabbed ?—Bah ?”’

“Right ehrough the neek I = tell  you

just below the ear. I can
see the wou.nd quite small ‘as if done mth
& skewer.”

“Allons!  Voyons! Voyons!” came the
gruff accents from-the two portly gardiens
who worked  vigorously with elbows and
even feet to keep tbe ctowd mnmvm it

%o\nu vu on sba fﬂu(e.eu( the
She could m
not wish to see ﬂuf avhiéb’
saw when first he opened the d
cab—but she stood rooted to
feeling that strange, umzphm%
tion which one readn 80, qrtton and.

female figure, if it be young and comely,{ --

door of the ¢ab, and then her absent mind |

prosy, Wt—d&ct hlsh‘
h"dlﬂw%m&en,whmlf
aw yfm M.»eabrhdthamuedylhmh

“Oh! I couldn’t h and I dldn’t Tisten,
But after that he to ‘me to,dnve on, to
Boulevard Waterloo No. 84 ‘and here I
am.”

“You lu-pected othmg"’ -

“Nothing,” how should 1?. Two bonrge
ois get info my cab; I see nothing; I
hear nothing.. One of them gets out and
ﬁgxlllkbe hl;o drive. farther. Hm: should 1
think there’s anything wrong?”

“What-wd8 the other man like?. The
one who spbke to ‘you?”’

‘Mw meI don’t know: .

8o fast and pitch dark ontnda

thn!’m hts—and he did seem to keep
tke ‘shadow-—now I ‘come to think of
jt—and" his cap—he wore a cap—was pull-
éd well over “his face—and the collar of
hucoa.twuup to his nose. It was ran-
ing” 8o, 'I didn’t really see him properly.
I saw the other onme better—the oné who

] had been murdered.”

- But the rotund gardiens had had. enough

o{w‘tlhiu Moreover, they woul}d hez: iall

t it ‘at full ‘length presently: or

the uc;rowd—lt haq no budmas fo know too

m

They hustled the excited driver on 6 his

and themselves ;got into the’ cab be-

llde Lt—-the dead man, stabbed in the neck

from ‘ear to ear—the wounnd quite small
u if it had been done. with a ‘skewer.

The gardiens ordered the chauffeur to

drive to ‘the commissariat, ~and . Louisa

{turned away with a. lllght shiver down

her spine and her throat choked with the
horror of whnc she had only gnused

o CHAPTER I f-'
Onc; More The Obyvious. .

You dont suppooe for a moment I
hope, that a girl like Louisa would Allow
her mind to dwell on such horrors. Mys-

ous e¢rimes in strange cities—and in

London, too, for a matter of that—are,
alas! of far too frequent occurence to be
quite as startling as they should be.

A day or two later, Louisa Harris and
her aunt, Lady Ryder, crossed over to
England. They had spent five weeks in
Italy and one in Russia, not with a view
to dreaming .over the beauties of the
Italian I.pkel, or over the art treasures

llected -in the ms of Brussels,”but
because Lady Ryder had had a bromhqal
catarrh which she could not shake off
and so her doctor had ordered her a thor:
ough ‘change. Bellaggio was selected, and

Louisa accompanied her. | They stayed_ at
the best hotels both in Bellaggio and in
Brussels, where Lady Ryder. had: several
friends whom she wished to visit before
she ‘went home. °

Nothing whatever happentd that should
not have happened; everything was -order-
ly and well man?d—; the courier and the
maid saw to tickets and to luggage, to
hotel ‘rooms and sleeping compartments.
It was obviously their mission in life to
see that nothing untoward or unexpected
happened, but only the obvious.”

It was clearly not their fault that Mms
Harris had seen a cab in which an un-|
l';novh: man happened to have been mur-

ered

Louisa, with a view to preventing her
aunt from going to gleep after dinner and
thereby spoiling her. night’s rest, had told
her of the incident which she had wit-
nessed in the Boulevard 'Waterloo, and
Lady Ryder was genuinely shocked. She
vaguely felt that her nisce had done some-
thmgunhdyhkeandodd which was so
unlike Louiga.

The Jatter had amused herself by scan-
nmgnnunbcrofEnslkhpa rs in order
to find out what wes said in London about
that strange crime, which she had almost |t
thne-ed——tho man’ stabbed through the
neck, from ear to ear, and the wound so
small it might have been ~done with a
skewer. But, with characteristic indiffer-
ence, TLondon paid but little heed to the
mysterious dramas of a sister city. A brief
account of the gruesome discovery—a fig-
urative shrug of the shoulders as to the
incompetence of the Belgian police, who|’
held neither: a clue to the perpetrator of
 the crime nor to the identity of the vic-
tim. Just a stranger—an idler. ‘Brussels
was full of strangers iut now. - His na-
tionality? who knows? His individuality?
there seemed no one to care. The

wmnehvenodoubt,butaofuthayhtd.

ducovered nothing.

0 men, the mun “and. the ‘mur-
dered engulfed in’ - great whirlpool
known as humanity, mll units of no im-
portarice, since no one seemed to care. In-
teresting to the detective whose duty it
was to track the crime to its perpetrator.
Interesting to the reporer who could fill
a column wih accounts of depositions, of
quetsionings; of enmix’ntions. Interesting
to. the after-dinner talker who could ex-
patiate over the meral lessons to be da,wxg
from the conception of such a crime.”

But the murdered man goes 4o his
unknown; ‘and ‘the murderer wanders ( in-
like on the face of the earth-—as mm
ious; a8 \mknown, as silent as iﬂt vmﬁun

CHAPTER 11, >
And Now Almolt lee s Dreun. ;

; hended., conventxonn,l
& verse was surpassingly beautiful,

hiad | though the golden.
. |beyond were ajar.

1 m&h in front of them a .robin
15 | hoppe half .shyly, half impertinently.
onihe

- the Whole: wide vorld -and
‘diamond tisras

 the land
 {and Iloeletqu‘@ﬁp there was a fairy

and- illimitable, whereon

sun of *lm)lnud never set and whither
no-one dared venture ‘alone, only hand in
hand with that other being; the future

only one that mattered. ;

And the wedding” was to be in fuur
weeks frown ‘this day. The invitations were
not out yet, for -Lonisa, closely pressed
by Luke, had -only just made up her mind
half an hour ago abont«bhe date. Strange-

|1y enough she bnd.beop m no_hurry for
fg‘ day Luke had been

w put
gu she her-
an strange re-

her—-r-o unwoﬂ‘lxy a ]evel-

But the outer lobby of tb@ fairy uni-

the inner halls

. yield to the

slightest pressure - s slender

fingers, yet she was glad to. tarry awhile

longer, Were they '‘not hand in hand?

What mattered waiting since etermty call-
ed. beyond - those golden - gates?

This morning, however, conventxon—atn]l
voiced by Lady Ryder—was more vigorous
‘than was consistent. - withoutward ' peage.
Louisa, worried by.gunt, and with the
‘memory of Luke’s expression of misery
and dmappomtmeqt when last night she
had again refused to fix the wedding day,
chided herself for her silly fancxes, and at
11 o’clock set out for a stroll in Batte

Park, her mind_made 'up, her unwon

14 |fit of sentunentahty smothered by the

londer voice of common-gense. .

She and Luke always took their walks
abroad in Battersea
hours they were free from’ perpetua
meetings with undesired company—all out-
side ' ¢ompany bemgr undesirable in the
lobby of the fairy universe. Louisa had
promised to meet Luke in_the tropical
garden at half-past e}even Bhe was always
punctual, and he always before his time;

tailor-made gown and close hat which dc-
fied wind and rain, he always a little
shamefaced when he took her neatly gloved
hand in his, as most English young men
are apt to be when sentiment for the first
time bappens to oyermaster them.

Today she saw him coming toward her
just the same as on other days. He walk-

|ed just as briskly and held himself as erect

as he always did, but the moment that he
was near enongh for her to see his face
she knew that _there was something very
wrong in.the world and with him. Some
one from the world of eternity beyond had
seen fit to push the golden gates closely
together, so- that‘g  they would not yield
quite- 8o eas xto, Jthe soft,_pressure - of &

: E%hﬂt i8- it lmke’" she - asked very

quietly, as soon ag her fingers rested safely
between his. #

“What is what?” he rejoined foolishly
and speaking like a-'child,” and with a
forced; almost inane-looking, smile on his
Tips

“\’Vhat has happened?” she rertemted
more xmpatlently

“Nothing,” he replied, “that need worty
you, T think. Shall we sit down here? You
won’t catch cold?” and he indicated a seat
well sheltered against the cold breeze and
the impertinent gaze of the passers-by.

“I ‘never cateh<cold,” -said Louisa, smil-
ing in spite of {herself at Luke’s funny,
awkward ways. “But we won’t sit down.
Let us stroll up and down, shall we? You
can talk better then, and tell me all about
lt » -

“Theres not fnuch to teIl at present
And no occasion to worry.”

“There’s nothing that worries me so
much as your shilly-shallying, Luke, or the
thought that you are making futlle en-
deavors to keap something from me,” she
retorted almost :irritably this time, for,
to |strangely enougli her nerves—she never
knew before thig that she had any—were
slightly on the jar this morning.

“T don’t want te shnlly-sha]ly, little girl,”
he replied’ gently, “nor to keep anything
from you. There, will you put your hand
on my arm? ’Arry and ’Arriet, eh? Well'
never mind, - There’s no one to see.’

He took her hand—that neatly gloved,
sgmall hand of herse—and put it under his
arm. For one moment it seemed as if he
would kiss that tiny and tantalizing place
just below the thumb where the pink palm
shows in the opening of the glove, TLuke
wes not a demonstrative lover, he was shy
and English and abrupt; buf this morning
~vas it the breath of spring in the air,
the scent of the Roman hyacinths in that
bed over there, or merely the shadow of a
tiny cloud on the uniform blue of his lee (]
hor)zon that gave a certain rugged softness

his touch, as his hands lingered over
tlmt neat glove which nestled securely in
among the folds of his coat sleeve?

“Now,” lhe said. gimply. -

“Have you,” he asked with abrupt irrele-
vanee; “read your paper all through this
morning?”’

“Not a.ll through. < Only the important
headlines.”

“And you saw nothing about a claim to
& peerage?”’

“Nothing.”

" “Well! that’s all about it.. A ‘man has
|sprung up from nowhere in particular; who
iclaims to be my uncle Arthur’s son, and
:lﬁerefore, Beir presumptive to the title and

Luke heaved a deep sigh, as if with this
brief mg!nmx&atlcsl statement, his own
lhoe:d!t had been unburdened of a tiresome

“Your: uncle. Arthur?”’
somewhat bewildered. ;
“Yes. You never knew him, did you?”
“No,” she said, ““I never knew  him,
though as a baby I must have seen him.
I was only three, T think, when he died.
But T never heard that he had been mar-
gied. I am sure father never knew.”
“Nor did I, nor did Unele Rad, nor any

she repeated

e|of ue. "The holb thing is gither a thun-

derbolt or . an imposture,”
~—“Tell “ me,”” she snid, “‘a little more clearly,
‘Luke aen.r, will you? I am feeling quite
muddl And now it was she who led
the wn.y to the isolated seat beneath that
group of silver birch, whose baby leaves
trembled beneath the rough kiss of the
-cool April breeze.

k. Theym down ‘together ' and on the

demn of these big folk around

Luke’s | them the twitter of bird throats filled the

air with its magw, lts to the re-
in this

plening whl:ude the dutant -ounda of the
‘busy city that seemed so far away from

"l gana’s land.

e} prosy,

“all that is.
| Arthur,” - o
. “Well, np~to how I mdxvxdnal!a km

{mate, the pupil and teacher -of love, “the.

and,

2ark, In the motning

she ‘smart and. buginesslike in hér neat,

' uncle much, only now that his mother was

‘proofs which ‘he held that he was in real

'his lordship.”

gazed with tmy, inquisitive eyes |

“Tell me ﬁrst # said Louisa, in her !aut
most; matter-of fact tone of voice,
known about your unecle}-

x

very ‘little about him. He was the nkxt
eldent brother to Uncle Rad, and
uﬁtk; . youngest of - al} When
‘succeeded to the title, Arﬂm
was heirpmnmptnve of course, But as
you know he died—as- ‘was supposed un-
' married—nineteen mts ago, and my poor
dear father was killed in the hunting field
the following ‘year. I was a meére kid
then and the others were babies—orphans
the lot os us. My mother died when Edith
was_born. Uncle Rad was said to be a
confirmed bachelor. He took us all to live
with him and”was father, mother, elder
brother, elder sister to us all. Bless him!”

Luke paused abruptly, and Leuisa too
was gilent. Only the song of a thrush
soaring upward to the skies called for that
blessing which neither. of them at that
moment could adequately evoke.

“Yes,” said Louisa at last, “I knew all
that.”

Lord Radclyffe and his people were all
of the same world as herself. She knew
all about the present man’s touching ai-
fection for the children of his youngest
brother; but more especially for Luke on
whom he bestowed an amount of love and
tender care which would have shamed
many a father by its unselfish intensity.
That affection was a beautiful trait in an
otherwise not very loveable character.

“I daresay,” resumed Luke after a little
while, ¥ithat I have been badly brought
up. I mean in this way, that if—if the

marry and did have a gon, then I should

Jim and Frank #nd Edith., Of course
Uncle Rad would do what he could for|;
us, but I should no longer be his heir—
and we couldn’t go on living at Grosven:
or Square —"’

“Aren’t ¥ou ramBling on a little too
fast, dear?” said Louisa gently, whilst
she beamed with an almost motherly
sniile—the smile that a woman wears when
she means to pacify and to comfort—on the
tronbled face of the young man.

“Of course I am,” he replied more calm-
Iy, “but 1 can’t help it. For some days
now I've had a sort of feeling that some-
thing 'was goin gto happen—that—well,
that' things weren't going to go right. And
this morning when I got up, I made up
my mind that I would tell you.”

“When did you hear first, and  from
whom?”’ Lo

“The first thing we heard was last
autumn. There came a letter from abroad
for AUnele Rad. It hadn’t the private mark
on' it, so Mr. Warren opened it along
with the rest of the correspondence. He
showed it to me. The letter was signed
Philip de Mountford, and began, ‘My
dear uncle.”’ I couldn’t make head or tail
of it; I thought it all twaddle, You'vé
no .idea what sort of letters Uncle Rad
get sometimes from every kind of lunatic
or scoundrel you can think of, who wants
to get something out of him. Well, this
letter at first looked to me the same sort
of thing.. I had never heard of any one
who had. the right to say ‘dear ‘tinels’ to
Uncle Rad—but it had a lot in it about
blood being thicker than water and: all the
rest of it, with a kind of request for jus-
tice and talk about the cruelty of Fate.
The writer, however, asserted positively
that he was the only legitimate son of
Mr. Arthur de Mountford, who—this he
professed to have only heard recently—
was own brother to the earl of Radclyffe.
The story which he went on to relate at
full length was queer enough in all con-
science: I remember every word of it, for
it seemed to get right away into my
brain, then and there, as if someéthing was
being hammered or screwed straight into
one of the cells of my ' memory never
really to come out again.”

“And ‘yet when—when we were first
engaged,” rejoined Louisa quietly, “you
never told me anything about it.”

“P’ll tell you directly how that was. I
remembered and then forgot—if you know
what I mean—and now it has all come
back, At the time I thought the letter of
this man who called himself Philip de
Mountford nothing but humbug. So did
Mr. Warren, and .yet he and T talked it
over and discussed -it besween us for ever
so long. It all sounded so strange. Uncle
Arthur—so this man said who called him-
self Philip de Mountford—had married in
Martinique a half-caste girl named Ade-
line Petit, who was this same Philip’s
mother. He declares that he has all the
papers—marriage certificates or whatever
they are called—to prove every word he
says, He did not want to trouble . his

dead, he felt all alone in the world and
longed for the companionship and affection
of his own kith and kin.  All he wanted
he said, was friendship., Then he went on
to say that of course he did mnot expect
his lordship to take his word for all this,
he only asked for an opportunity to show
his dear uncle all ‘the papers and other

and sober truth the only legitimate son; of
Mr. Arthur de Mountford, own brother to

“How old is this man—this Philip de
Mountford—supposed to be?”

“Well, he said in that first letter that
the marriage took place in the parish
church of St. Pierre in Martinique on the
28th of August, 188]; that he himself
wag born the following year,and christened
in- the same church. under the name of
Philip Arthur, and registered as the son
of Mr. Arthur Collingwood de Mountford
of Ford’s Mount in the county of North-
ampton,  England;, and of Adeh’ne de
Mounford, nee Petit, his wxfe

“Twenty-four years ago,” said Louln
thonghtfully, “and he only claims kinship
with Lord Radclyfie now?”

“That’s just,” rejoined Luke, “where the
ourious part of the story comes in. This
Philip de Mountford—I don’t know how
else to call him—said in his first letter
that - his mother never knew that Mr,
Arthur de Mountford was anything more
than a private English gentleman travel-
ing either for profit or pleasure, but in any
case not possessed of either wealth or
social position. Between you and me,
dear, 1 suppose that this Adeline Petit
wasg just a half-caste girl, without much
knowledge of what goes on in the world,
and why she should huve married Unde
Arthur I can’t think.”

“If she did marry him, you mean.”

“If she did marry him, as you say,” said
Luyke with a singular want of conviction,
which Louisa was not slow to rqmark

“You think that this young map’s story
is true then?”

“I don’t know what to think, and that’s
the truth” -

“Tell me more,” 1sddod Louiu simply.

“Well, this Philip’s stdry goes on to say
that his father—Uncle Arthur—apparently
soon ‘tired of hig exotic wife, for it seems
that two years after the marriage he left

Martinique and never returned to it to

way, “my interrupting you; but have any

Junele Arthur ¢ame home from his wan-
whole story is true—if Uncle Arthur did|y

have to go and shift for myself and for|;

' was one of the many who perished. But
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of you—Lord Radelyffe1 mean, or any of

your friends—any 'recollection of your]
uncle Arthur living at Martinique for

lawhile? Two years seems a long time—"

. “As a matter of fact, Uncle Arthur was
a bit of -a wastrel you know. He mnever
would study for anything. ' He passed into
the navy—very well, too, I believe—but
he threw it all up almost as soon as he got
his commission, and started roaming about
the world. I do know for a fact that once
his people had 16 news of him for about
three or four years, and then he turned up
one fine day as if he had only been absent
for a week’s shooting.”

 “When wag that?”’

“I can’t tell you exactly. \I was only a
tlny kid at the time, not more than three
years old I should say. Yes, I do re-
member, now I come to think of it, that
Uncle Arthur was home the Christmas af-
ter my third birthday. I have a distinct
recollection of my dad telling ;me that
Uncle Arthur was one of my presents from
Father Christmas, and of my thinking
what a rotten present it was. Later on
in the nursery ‘all of us children were
rather frightened of him, and we used to
have great discussions as to ‘where this
uncle came from. The Christmas present
theory was soon exploded, because of some
difficulty about Uncle Arthur not having
been actually found in a stocking, and his
being too big anyway to be hidden in one,
so we fell back on Jim’s suggestion that
he was the man in the moon come down
for a hollday

“You,” she said, “had your third birth-
day in 1883.”

"Y”.”

“That was the year, then, that your

derings about the world, during which
e had never given any news of himself
or his doings to any member of his fam-

“By Jove, Lou, what a splendid examin-
ing magistrate you'd make!” was' Luke’s
unsophisticated comment on -Louisa’s last
remark.

But she frowned a little at this show
of levity, and continued quietly!

“And your uncle, according to this so-
called Philip de Mountford, was married
in 1881 in Martinique, his son was born
in 1882, and he left Martinique in 1883
never to return.”

“Hang it all, Lou!” exclaimed the young
man almost roughly, “that is all suzmise.”

“I know it is, dear; I was only think-
ing."

“Thinking what?”

“That it all tallies so very exactly and
that this—this Philip de Mountford seems
in any case to know a' great deal about
your- Uncle Arthur, and his movements in
the past.”

“There’s no doubt of that; and—~—"

Luke paused a moment and a . 'curious
blush ‘spread over his face. The English-
man’s inborn dislike to talk of certain sub-
jects to his women folk had got hold of
him, and he did' not know how to pro-
ceed:

usual in such cases the woman—un-
moved and businesslike—put an end to his
access of shyness.

'“Phe’ Matter si;+or may be—too serious,
dear, for you to keep any of your thoughts
back from me at this ]uncture L

‘“What I meant was,” he said abruptly,
“bhat this Philip might quite well be Uncle

rthur’s son you knowj but it doesn’t
follow that he has any nght to call him-
self Philip de Mountford, or to think that
he is Uncle Rad’s presumptive heir.”

“That will of course depend on his
proofs—his papers and so on,” she assent-
ed clamly. “Has any one seen them?”
“At the time—it was sometime last
November—that he first wrote to Uncle’
Rad, he had all his papers by him. He
wrote from St. Vincent; have I told you
that ?”

(INO.I’ /

“Well, it was from St. Vincent that he
wrote. He had left Martinique, I under:
stand, in 1902, when St. Pierre, if you re-
membex', was totally destroyed by vol-
cani¢ eruption. It seems that when Uncle
Arthur left the French colony for good,
he lodged quite a comfortable sum in the
local bank at St. Pierre in the name of
Mrs. de Mountford. Of course he had no
intention of ever going back there, and
anyhow he never did, for he died about
three years later.. The lady went on living
her. own life quite happily, Apparently
she did not hanker much after her faith-
less husband. I suppose that she never
imagined for & moment that he meant to
stick to her, and she certainly mever both-
ered “her head as to what-his connections
or friends over in England might be.
Amongst her own kith and kin, the half-
caste population of a French settlement,
she was considered very well off, almost
rich. - After a very few years of grass-
widowhood, she married again, without
much scruple or compunetion, which proves
that she never thought that her English
husband would come back to her. And
then came the catastrophe.”

“What catastrophe?”’

“The destruction of St. Pierre.  ¥You
remember the awful . account  of
it. ~The whole  town was destroyed.
Every building in the place—the -local
bank, the church, the - presbytery, the
post- oiﬁce—was burned to the ground;
everything was devastated for miles around.
And thousands perished, of course.”

“I remember.”

“Mrs. de:Mountford: and her son Philip
were amongst the very few who escaped.
Their cottage was burned to the ground,
but she, with all a Frenchwoman’s sense
of respect for papers and marks of identi-
fication, fought her way back into the
house, even when it was tottering above
her head, in order to rescue those things
which she valued more than her life, the
proofs that she was a respectable married
woman and that Philip was her lawfully
begotten son. Her second - husband—I
think from reading between the lines that
he was a native or at least a half-caste—

Mrs. de Mountford and Philip managed to
reach the coast unhurt and to put out to
sea in an open boat. They were picked
up by a fishing smack from Marie Galante
and landed there. It is a small island—
French settlement, of course—off Guade-
loupe, They had little or no money, and
how they lived I dont’ know, but they
stayed in Marie Galante for some time.
Then the mother died, and Philip made his
way somehow or other to Roseau in/Dom-
inica’and thence to 8Bt. Vincent.”
“When was that?” k
“Last year I suppose.” / -
“And,” she oa.id meditating on all that
she had heard, ‘it was in 8t. Vincent that
g:wﬁ“t rea.hued who he was—or might
“Well, in & British colony it was
bound to happen. Whether somebody
put him up to it out there, or whether
he merely sucked the information in from
nowhere in:particular, I can’t say: cer-
tain it is that he did soon discover that
the mamie be bore was one of the best
known -in England, and that his father
must, as a matter of fact, hdve been own
brother to the earl of Radclyffe. So he
wrote to Uncle Rad.”

the day of his death.”
“Pardon,” said Louisa in her prim little

L

" Louisa was silent. She was absorbed in

Rule”, Etc.

—or, rather, of what he

bottom of the thoughts of
whom they care.

iety.
crude enough,

usual every-day life,

she almost thought that she

quakes.

hitherto undisputed rights.
and aunt and Mabel and Chr
much alive and very real
called Philip de Mountford
creature of dreams.

“Or else an imposter.”

She had said this aloud, t!
in on her own thoughts a
ing of restlessness eeized
wag cold, too, for the April
biting and had searched out t
her neck underneath the sab
caused her to shiver in the
shine.

“Let us walk,” she said,
we?”’

CHAPTER 1V,

They walked up the
under thg chestnut® trees,
leaf buds, luscious looking,

shaped fulness of glory.

60 obvious beside the

keeping them apart.
shamefacedness, as
her, for having allowed

man who mattered.

the: curious; the indifferent:

fingers thrust in worn

scarce shielding attentated
against the keen spring blast.

London:

ing

against heayy odds
health,

insufficient food,

ish,

—that it was reality with
would have to deal.
set aside,

tom or a thing to be derided.
Truth or imposture?

Another instinct—the

Grosvenor Square.

ing quicker than they did.

most compelling.

ing.

Luke mechanically return the

“T don’t know,” replied

bowed to you.” .
you should not know him.”

with it.

“Now, Luke,”

all this?”
“19

“Yes.

“He saw,”’ she asked,
“Yes.
we ought to keep xt from him.”
“QOf conrse not,” she assented

lies?”
“KFrom beginning to end.”
*He refused,”
the marirage of your uncle <
there in Martinique?”’

tempt at blackmail.”
“And since then?”’

<
“He has never spoken about 1t.

“Until today?” she asked.
(To be continued)

thought and for the moment Luke had

come to the end of what he hag

Louisa well knew., Commonplace wom
have & way of intuitively getting

yeople
Louisa gll@ix}pq that
neath Luke’s levity and his scho sh
slang—which grew more apparent s 1},
man drew to the end of his narrative
beneath his outward flippancy t
a deep substratum of puzzlement a;

The story as told by Luke
almost melodramatic,
out of the eommonplace range of o
Whilst sh
ening to this exotic tale of secre
incongruous marriagé and of ti
quakes and volcanic eruptions !
seemed o remote when she had r
them nine years ago in the new

dreaming; that she would wake
ently in her bed at the Langham |
where she was staying with aunt
that she would then dress and ha:
breakfast and go out to meet Lu
tell him all about the idiotic d
had had about an unknown he
Farldom of Radclffye, who was »
or almost so—and was born in 2
where there were volcanoes and e

How far removed from her at ¢
ment. did aunt seem, and father, »
twins! Burely they could not b
same world as this exotic preten
Unele Radelyffe’s affection, and to

And ae fat

Nothing Really Tangible

gravelled walk
whereon

young green surface delicately tinged
pink, looked over ready to burst into fan-
The well
paths, the orderly flower beds, and

ly trimmed: lawns looked all ro

strange p
which fate had propounded to thes
young people walking up and down
by side—and with just a certain d

between them as if that problem

And that intagible reality stood betwecn
them, eausing in Luke a vague se
if he were
toward Louisa, and in her a feeling «
ritation against the whole world ar
this monstrous
thing to happen—this vague shadow
life’s pathway, on the life of the only

People passed them as they walk

bowler hats pulled over frowning brows,
boys with caps carelessly thrust at th
back of their heads, girls with numbed

gloves, ti
noses blue with cold, thin, ill-fitting

Just the humdrum, every-day crowd
the ﬁghters, the workers, t

scanty
the poor that no ome bothers about,

interesting than the unemployed laborers
1éss picturesque, less noisy, they passed and
had no time to heed the elegantly clad
figure wrapped in costly furs, or the young
man in perfectly tailored coat, who was
even now preparing himself for a fight wit!
destiny, beside which the daily stru

for halfpence would be but a mere sk

Instinctively they kmew—these two—the
society girl and the easy-going wealthy man
which they
That instinet comes
with the breath of fate: a warning that
her decrees are serious, not to be
but pondered over; that he
materialized breath would not be a phan-

Which?
Neither the man nor the girl knew
yet, but reality—whatever else it W
They walked on for awhile in
conventiona
had warned them that their stay
park had been unduly prolonged
were gocial duties to attend to, t
make, luncheon with Lord Radclyfle af

8o they both by tacit consent turned
their steps back toward the town.

A ‘man passed them from behind,

As he p

he looked at them both intently,
girous of attracting their attention
course he succeeded, for his look was &
Louisa was the firs
turn toward him, then Luke did likev
and the passer-by raised his hat respect!
ly with a slight inclination of head
shoulders that suggested foreign upbr

Once more convention stepped in

“Who was that?”’ asked Louisa
the passerby was out of ear shot.

thought it was some one you 1\1.\
“No,” she gaid, “to you, I think.

But silence once broken, cnnsn‘i‘

She drew nearer to It

once more her hand sought his coat

with a slight pressure quickly with

she said, abruptl fext:
ing to the subject, “how do you stand

What does Lord Radclyffe
“He laughs the whole thmg to scor!
declares that the man is an impudent
“the first
The one that came from St. Vincent
Mr. Warren and I di «1 not

he said that the letter was a

she insisted, ““to belie?
Art

“He didn’t go into details. He Jt
that the whole letter was an 1mpudct

Ruffs of maline make a pret
to the street dress of dark Chah,‘

DIP’I‘SING SHE

Eﬁ'ect of the Operatmn
Quality of the Wo

comment upon a letter

Old Country publication, T
g egulphur as a dip for

ollings, . the poted English
88 addressed a letter to

tumI press, taking exceptid

pomtmg out that ti J

“Further,
ne of the imspectors

the carrying out of
cab in Australia, !

Hamage ‘to the wool, a
Jate chief governmer
Queensland put the

g 17 per cent of it

est proof of this «

he fact that the lime

‘hw}utely disappeared a#
ustralia.

OETAhe extent to w hzrh Brit
flamaged by the use of crude]
poal-tar dips, and homemade
{s absolutely lamentable. No
Bradford, has any conception
jnds of pounds which sheepm
ghis cause. 1f they must dlp
poy rate uge a preparation W
injure’ the quality and lower
their wool, and not drive ano
the coffin by adding an inju
preparatlon to the list.

“The following is a copy
passed by the Wool Trade S
Bradford Chamber of Com:
1908:

¢ “That this meeting v\pres
ppinion, for the guidance
that any sheep dip cor
tic soda In any frlnl in
a most undesirable g
fleece, it being calculated to
Jurlous effect upon the wool
times can only be detected in

f scouring, dyeing or ufil
iuyers are therefore natur
of wool from districts where
tions are in use.

“ ¢ is therefore in the
gheep-owners themselves that
to avoid the use of any dip
posmon of which lime or
gnters in any form.’

Upon the subject of dij
jon Sheep (}ommii\lon i
last year, has this to say al
ps practiced in Great Britain

“Dipping preparations are
two eclasses, poisonous
the first containing
while the latter are n
standard. The
eggs, as well as the
poisonous are quick I
destroy the p >
have a tendency
the pores of the s
have the opposite
or less, according to t
their :manufacture.
jally in the hill districts, or
are subject to eontinued expos
first mentioned is used more
summer dip,-and the latter ag
A good winter dip has a ten
tially waterproo ) ’
#ford much protection
months of the winter
of a mixture of mine
fs commonly used with thes

QUEER EVIDEN
N 1.C.B, RA
PASS

Counsel for Dr. M
fused Permissi
Cross-Exami

arse

Ferguson, the Chief Wit
by Moncton Transcript
tradictory Statements.

Moncton, Aug.
been aroused, over
Pass enquiry, which “\Il
city  hall  here omorry
Several witnesses }m\'v testif]
18 eonsiderable evidence yet

When this investigation b
there were many rumors afl
parties likely to be brought i
Gossipers were particularly
Servative circles, " report
Conservative scribes were gl
ed, “Prominent Liberals ma;
ed in trouble.” But most of
names have been brought in
80 far, as recipients of pad
Servatives.

Some of the witnesses hal
Teceiving passes hw
former employe of th
Hawke, the propriet
“Iatemeut giving the fact
ed them. His stat
that about seventy

12—Much

locally,

mer of 1809, when
brinted for the I. C. R
they had been numbered on)
the Transeript building 1-_v
Buson and Raymond Vye, tY
ing been at that time in hi
the latter a clerk in t‘w |
here Mr. Hawke went int
ing how, after the first
Teceived of any irregular
‘d the information at
<« €. R, and an inve
menced After this inf
glven by him to the I. (
larities were traced. Mr. H
'€ Co-operated with the I. (
$ing out those responsible
¥egular passes was traced to
;l:e;' of the pasg having sa
“I‘::n Vye ) Then Elme]
me in the Transc ript’y
“l:led for a statement, said
S:b been taken off a pres
2 Sequently numbered on 3
000 by both of them. Fe
i ©8 of parties to whom p
ﬂnwzr soldh and. most of
T€  those of Consd
awke subsequently gave
. dismissal,
salient features of]




