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stiffen into quivering curiosity. The 
pathway was a private one leading from 
the bouse only to the ‘Trend,” and 
down" the cliff to Braster. It was bare­
ly seyen o’clock; and the footsteps were 
no-1 ■‘boring man’s. I think that: I knew 
Very •well who it was that came so softly 
down the cone-strewn path.

We faced one another with little of 
the mask of surprise. She came like a 
shadow, flitting beteween the slender 
tree trunks out into the sunshine, where 
for a moment she deemed wan and 
white.. Her dark eyes flashed a greet­
ing at me. I stood cap in hand before 
her. It was the first time we had met 
since I had taken up my abode at the

“Good-morning, Mr. Ducaine, she 
said. “You need not look at me as 
though I were a ghost. I always walk 
before breakfast in the country.

“There is no better time,” I answered.had been up

over from my elaboration at the next. 
Nobody is permitted to hold a pen or 
to make a note whilst they are being 
read. Afterwards I have your father’s 
promise that not even he will ask for 
even a cursory glance aVthem. I deliv­
er them sealed toLord1 Chelsford.”

Ray came up to us. His eyebrows 
were drawn close together, and I noticed 
that -his boots were dogged with sand. 
'He had the appearance of a man who 
had been walking far and fast.

“You keep up your good habits. Lady 
Angela,” be said, raising his cap.

“It is my only good one, so I am loth 
to let it go,” she answered. ‘If you 
were as gallant as you appear to be en­
ergetic,” she added, glanting at his 
boots, “you would have stopped when 
I called after you, and taken me for 
a walk.”

His eyes shot dark lightnings at her.
“I did not hear you call," he said.
“You had the appearance of a man 

who intended to hear nothing and 
nothing,” she remarked coolly. “Never 
mind! There will be no breakfast for an 
hour yet. You shall take me on to 
Braster Hill. Come!”

They left m'e at a turn in the path. 
'I saw their heads close together in earn­
est conversation. I went on towards the 
house.
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(Continued.) dations of inefficiency which came, to upon the table. His eyes were wander-
light during the recent war. It occur- ing around the room absently. His face 

not wish you to feel unhappy about it.” red to the Prime Minister, as I dare say 
“I don’t mind that,” she answered, it did to most of the thinking men in the 

lifting her eyes to mine, “if it is better country, that if our unreadiness to take 
for you.” the offensive was so obvious, it was

The door opened and Mr. Moyat ap- possible that our defensive precautions 
peered. Blanche was obviously annoy- had also been neglected. A hoard was 
ed I was correspondingly relieved; I therefore formed to act independently of 
rose at once and took my leave. all existing institutions, and composed

“Blanche got you to change your chiefly of military and naval men. The 
mind?” he said, looking at me closely. Oommander-in-Chief, Lord Chelsford,Col- 

“Miss Moyat hasn’t tried,” I answer- onel Ray and myself are amongst the 
ed, shaking him by the hand. “Wp members. Our mandate is to keep our 
were tolking about something else.” attention solely fixed upon the defences- 

Blanche pushed past her father and of the country, to elaborate different 
came to let me out. We stood for a schemes for repelling different methods 
moment at the open door. She pointed of attack, and in short to make our- 
down the street __ selves responsible to Lhfc country for the

“It was just there he stopped me,’ safety of the Empire. Every harbor 
■he said in a low tone. “He was very on the south and east coast is supposed 
pale, and be had such a slow, strange to be known to ns, every yard of raU- 
voiee, just like a foreigner. It was in way feeding, the seaports from Londoh, 
the shadow of the market-hall there. I all the secret fortifications and places, 
wish I’d never seen him.” south of London, capable "of being heM

A note of real fear seemed to have by inferior forces. The mobilization of 
hrept into her voice. Her eyes were troops to any one point has been gone 
straining through the darkness. I forced thoroughly into,.. and every possible 
* laugh as I lit my cigarette. movement and combination of the fleet.

“You mustn’t get fanciful,” I deciar- These are only a few of the things which 
led. “Men die every day, you know, have become our care, hut they are 
and I fancy that this one was on-"his sufficient for the purpose of illustration, 
last legs. Good-night.” The importance of this Board must be
i Her lips parted as though in an an- apparent to you; also the importance of 
swering greeting, but it was inaudible, absolute secrecy as regards its doings 

. lAs I looked round at the top of the and movements.”
j£re,*J stan,ÿ?? *e“An I was fascinated by the greatness of
the little floAd of y«Uow light, gazing the subject. However, I answered him 
across towards the old market-hall. as quickly as possible, and emphatic­

ally.

m
)was calm aud expressionless.

“Very well, then,” he said, "my Firfi- 
here is settled. I shall leave it

:
yness . .QHBppg

with the Duke to acquaint you with the 
practical details of your work, and our 
arrangement.”

He rose to his feet. The Duge glanc­
ed at bis, watch.

“You have only just time for the. 
train,” he remarked. “The car shall 
take you there. I prefer to walk back, 
and I have something further to say to 
Mr, Ducaine.”

Lord Chelsford took leave of me brief­
ly, and the Duke, after accompanying 
him outside, returned to his former seat. 
I ventured upon an incoherent attempt 
to express my gratitude, which he at 
once waved aeide. He leaned over the 
table, and he fixed his eyes steadfastly 
upon me.

“I am able now,” he said, “to ask yon 
a question postponed from the other 
day. It Is concerning the man who was 
found dead in the creek.”

His merciless eyes noted my start.’* 
.“Ah!” he continued. “I can see that 

you know something. I have my sus­
picion . about that man. Yon can now 
understand my interest when I hear of 
strangers in the neighborhood. I do not 
believe that he was a derelict from the 
sea. Do you 7”

“No,” I answered.
He nodded.
“Am I right,” he said, “in preeumj 

ing that you know he was net?”
‘T know that" he was not,” I admit­

ted.
fingers ceased that beating upon 

the table. Hie face became white and 
masklike.

“Go on,” he said.
“I know that he came through Bras­

ter, and he asked for me. He looked in 
through the window of my cottage when 
Colonel Ray was with me. I saw him 
no more after that until I found him 
dead.”

“Ray left you after you had seen this 
man’s face at the window?"

“Yes.”
“The wounds about the man’s head 

and body. If he was not thrown up by 
the sea, can yon explain them?”

“No,” I answered with a shudder.
“At the inquest it was not mentioned, 

I think, that he had been seen in the 
village?”

“It was not,” I admitted. “Most of 
the people wer& at Colonel Bay’s lec­
ture. He, spokl to one girl, a Miss' 
Moyat”

“She did not give 
. “I thought,” I said in a low tone, 

“that she had better not.”
“Did you hear anything after Ray 

left?” he asked suddenly.
I could have cried out, but my tongue 

seemed dry in my throat.
“There was a sound,” I muttered, “I 

fancied that it was a cry. (But I could 
not tell. The wind was blowing, and 
the sea and rain! "No, I could not tail.”

“You appear,” he said drily, “to have 
discretion. Cultivate it! it is a great 
gift. I shall look for you at eleven 
o’clock in the morning;. I am having a 
large house party this week, and 
ongst them will be our friends.”

He. left me without any further fare­
well, and turned slowly homewards. 
When he reached the bend Of 'the road 
he paused, and remained there for sev­
eral moments. He seemed to be measur­
ing the distance between it and tho 
road. He was still lingering there when 
I closed the door.

“Yon look as though you 
all night,” she remarked,

“I nad work to finish,” I told her. 
She nodded.

see

“So you would have none of my ad­
vice, Mr. Secretary," she said softly, 
coming a little nearer to me. You are 
already installed.”

“Already at work,” I asserted.
She glanced towards the “Brand. __
“T hope that’ yon are comfortable, 

she said. “A couple of hours is short 
notice in which to make a place habit­
able.”

“Grooton is a magician,” I^told her. 
‘Me has arranged everything.
“He is a wonderful servant,” she said 

thoughtfully.
A white-winged bird floated over our 

heads and drifted away skywards. She 
followed it with her eyes: „

“You wonder at seeing me so early, 
she murmured. “Don’t you think that 
it is worth while? Nothing ever sèems 
so sweet as this first morning breeze.

I bowed gravely. She was standing 
bareheaded now at the edge of the cliff, 
watching the flight of the bird. It was 
delightful to see the faint pink come 
back to her cheeks with the sting of the 
salt wind. Nevertheless, I had an idea 
in my mind that it was not wholly ior 
her health’s sake that Lady Angela 
walked abroad so early.

“Tell me,” she said presently, “have 
yon had a visitor this morning?”

“What, at this hour?" I exclaimed.
“There are other early risers besides 

yon and me,” die said. “The spinney 
gate was open, so some one has passed 
through.”

I shook my head. „
“I have not seen or heard a soul, I 

told her. “I have just finished some 
work, and I am on my way up to the. 
house with it.”

“Yon really mean it?” she persisted.
“Of course I do,”’ I answered her. 

‘'Grooton is the ohly person I have 
sigiken to for at least nin'e hours. Why 
do you ask?”

“My window looks 
said, “and I fancied that I saw some 
one cross the Park while I was dressing. 
The spinney gate was certainly open.”

“Then11 fancy tititt it has been open 
all night," I declared, “for to the best of 
my belief no one hds passed through it 
save yourself. Maÿ1 I walk with you 
back to the house, liady Angela ? There 
is something which I should very much 
like to ask yon.”

She replaced her "hat. which she had 
6er hand. I stood 
fingers • flashing am-

L I entered by the.back, and made my 
may across the great hall, which . was 
still invaded by domestics with brushes 
and brooms. Taking a small key from 
my watch-chain, I unfastened the door 
of a room almost behind the staircase, 
and pushed it open. The curtains were 
drawn, and the room itself, therefore, al­
most in darkness. I carefuly Hocked 
myself in, and turned np the electric 
light.

Thé apartment was a small one, and 
contained only a few pieces of heavy 
antique furniture. Behind the curtains 
were iron shutters. In-one comer was 
a strong safe. T walked to it, and for 
the first time I permitted myself to think 
of the combination word. Slowly I fit­
ted it together, and the door swung 
open.
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CHAPTER YIIÏ.
A Wonderful Office.

“The Board,” the Duke continued, 
“has meetings in London. Per the last 
few months we have had business of the 
utmost importance on hand: But on 
January 10, that is just six seeks ago, 
wé came to a fall stop. The Command­
er-in-chief had no alternative but tem­
porarily to dissolve the assembly.. We 
found ourselves in a terrible and disas­
trous position. Lord Ronald Matheson 
had been acting as secretary for us. 
(We met always with locked doors, and 
the names of the twelve members of the 
Board are the most honored in England. 
Yet twenty-four hours after our meet­
ings a verbatim report of them, with full 
particulars of all our schemes, was in 
the hands of the French Secret Ser­
vice.”

“Good God!” I exclaimed, startled for 
the moment out of my respectful si­
lence.

The Dnke himself seemed affected by 
the revelation which" he had made. He 
eat forward in his chair with puckered 
brows and bent head. His voice, which 
had been growing lower and lower, had 
sunk almost to a whisper. It seemed to 
me that he made a sign to Lord Chels­
ford to continue. Almost for the first 
time the man who had done little since 
his entrance save watch, me, spoke.

“My own political career, Mr. Du­
caine,” he said, “has been a long one, 
but I have never before found myself 
confronted with such a situation. Even 
you can doubtless realize its effect. The 
whole good of onr vVork is undone. If 
we cannot recommence, 
ferent results, I am afraid, as an Eng­
lishman, to say what may happen. 
War between England and France to­
day would be like a great game of chess 
between two masters of equal strength 
—one having a secret knowledge of his 
opponent's each ensuing move. You can 
guess what the end of that would be. 
Our only hope is at once to reconstruct 
our plans. We are hard at it now by 
day and night, but the time has arrived 
When wé can go no furtfier without a 
meeting, and the actual committal to 
paper and diagram of our new schemes. 
We have discussed the whole matter 
most carefully, and we have come to the 
following decision. We have reduced 
the number of. the Board by half, those 
who have resigned, with certain excep­
tions, having done so by ballot We

It There were several padlocked des­
patch boxes, and, on a shelf above, a 
bundle of folded, papers. I took this 
bundle carefully out and laid it on the 
table before me. I was on the point of 
undoing the red tape with which it was 
tied, when my fingers became suddenly 
rigid. I stared at the packet with wide- 
open eyes. I felt my breath come short 
and my brain reeling. The papers were 
there sure enough, but it was not at 
them that I was looking. It was the 
doubla knot in the pink tape which fas­
cinated me.

His
‘ .1■ HERl On my little table lay the lett 

pec ted, large, square, and white, 
it open with trembling fingers. . The 
IbandVrtiting yras firm and yet delicate. 
I knew at once whose it was.

■ ex-..
I tore

El
‘Bowchester, Tuesday. 

“Dear Mr. Ducaine.
“My father wishes me to say that he 

and Lord Chelsford will call upon y on 
to-morrow morning, between ten and 
eleven b’clock.—With best regards, I

I
If you could hear what the men are say­

ing about our magnificent display of Fall Styles, 
you would not lose a minute in selecting the ones 
that please you.

The richness and elegance of the fabrics— 
the superb colorings—and, above all, the fault­
less fit and workmanship of every garment ex­
cite the warmest praise from our best-dressed 
men.

Many of the cloths are exclusive importa­
tions, and have no duplicates. That is why 
early choice is so desirable, and why YOU should 
order SOON.

Mail orders receive-prompt attention. Writ^ 
for samples apd measurement blanks*,,, ,
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am, CHAPTER X.“Yours sincerely,
“ANGELA HARBERLY.” An Expression of Confidence,

I have no exact recollection of how 
long I spent in that little room. After 
a while I closed the door safe, and re­
set the combination lock with trembling 
fingers. Then I searched all round, but 
could find no trace of any recent intrud­
er. I undid the heavy shutters, and Jet 
in a stream of sunshine. Outside, Ray 
and Lady Angela were strolling up and 
down the terrace. I watched the latter 
with fascinated eyes. It was from her 
that this strange warning had come to 
me, this warning which" as yet was only 
imperfectly explained. What did she 
know? Whom did she suspect? Was 
it possible that she, a mere child, had" 
even thft glimmering' of a suspicion as 
to the truth? My. eyes followed her 
every movement, ■' She walked with all 
the lightsome grace to which her young 
limbs and breeding entitled her, her head 
elegantly poised tin her-slender neck, her 
face mostly turned towards her com­
panion, to whom she was talkintg-earn­
estly. Even at this distance I seemed 
to catch the inspiring flash of hér dark 
eyes, to follow the words which fell from 
her lips so gravely. And as I watched 
a new idea came to me. I turned slow­
ly away and went in search of the 
Duke.

I found him sitting fully dressed in an 
ante-room leading from his bedroom, 
with a great pile of letters before him, 
and an empty postbag. He was learn­
ing forward, his elbow upon the table, 
his head resting upon his right hand. 
Engrossed as‘I was with my own ter­
rible discovery, I was yet powerfully 
impressed by his unfamiliar appearance. 
In the clear light which came flooding 
in through the north window he seemed 
to me older, and his face more deeply 
lined than any of my previous impres­
sions of him had suggested. His eyes 
were fixed upon the mass of correspond­
ence before him, most of which was as 
yet unopened and his expression was 
one of absolute aversion. At my en­
trance he looked up inquiringly.

“What do you want, Ducaine?” he 
asked.

“I am sorry to have disturbed your 
Grace,” I answered. “I have come to 
place my resignation in your hands.”

His face was expressive enough, in its 
frowning contempt, but he said nothing 
for a moment, during which his eyes 
met mine mercilessly.

“So you find the work too hard, eh?” 
he asked.

“The work is just what I should have 
chosen, yonr Grace,” 1 answered. “I 
like hard work, and I. expected it. The 
trouble is that I have succeeded no bet­
ter than Lord Rpnald.”

My words were evidently a shock to 
him. He half opened bis lips, but 
closed them again. I saw the hand 
which he raised to his forehead shake.

“What? do you mean,
Speak out, man.”

“The safe in the study has been open­
ed during the night,” I said. “Our map 
of the secret fortifications on the Sur­
rey downs and plans for a camp at Guil­
ford have been examined.”

“How do yon know this?”
“I tied the red tape round them in a 

peculiar way. It has been undone and 
retied. The papers have been put back 
in a different otder.”

:
i The letter slipped ftom my hands, on, 
to the table. Lord tihèlsfoéd was a' Cabi­
net Minister and" a famous man. What 
could he have to do-with ady " appoint­
ment which the Dnke might offer me?
I read the few words over and over 
again. The handwriting, the very faint 
perfume which seemed to steal ont of 
the envelope, a moment’s swift retro­
spective thought, and my fancy had con­
jured her into actual liFe. She was there 
in the room with me, slim and shadowy, 
with her quiet voice and movements, and 
that haunting, doubtful look in her eyes.
(What had she meant i by that curions 
warning? What was the kdbwledge of 
the fear which inspired it?. If one could 
only understand!

I sat doWn in my chair and tried to 
read, but the effort wae useless. Di­
rectly opposite to me was that black, un­
curtained window. Every time I look­
ed up it seemed to become once more 
the frame for a white evil face, At 
last I could bear it no longer. 1 rose 
and left the house. I wandered cap­
let» across the marshes to where the 
wet seaweed lay strewn about, and the 
long waves came rolling ahorewards; a 
wilderness now indeed of grey mists, of 
dark Silent tongues of eea-water cleav­
ing the land. There, was no wind—no 
other sound than the steadfast monoton­
ous lapping of the Waves upon the sands.
Along that road he had come, the faint­
ly burning light upon my table showed 
where he had pressed his face against 
the window. Then, he had wandered on, 
past thé storm-bent tree at the turn of
f.tosTurtmr ^ve decided that instead of holding

night struggled to reconstruct them- ? take ,plac<i/own here aJ.the Dnkf 8 
selves in my mind, and I fought against |°h™e’ B\nie^J"h7secTeienehio S0 
their slow coalescence. I did not wish i.T’J Jg“rJrS 
to remember—to believe, tn my heart o f 8napici?“ re9te u£?n ^
t tkot 5 “■ Ronald any more than upon his prede-

? assors, but, as you may have read in Wbh S the newspapers, he has temporarily lost
witoont doubt inspifeff b'yhim; ’ And® beLTbZed” to7o to XitataVme We 

tst Anceltahe?oTmteilvWam" h^e teX t0R engage" ^me on™ abro

«
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his wizzened éheeks agtow whf the fer you ““ >09t;” .
smart of the stinging east. wind. -With, -. « looked from onç to the other. I have 
him came Lord Chelsford, whose Face ;no doubt that I looked as bewildered 
and figure were familiar enough to me as 1 fe,t-
from the pages of the illustrated papers. “I am a complete stranger to all of 
Dark, spare, and tall, he spoke seldom, yon,” I murmured. “I am not deserving 
but I felt all the while the merciless in- in any way of such a position.” 
veetigation of his searching eyes. The Lord Chelsford. smiled.
Duke, on the other hand, seemed to “You underrate yourself, young man,” 
have thrown aside some part of hie he eeid dryly, “or yonr college professors 
customary reserve. He spoke at greater have wandered from the truth. Still, 
length and with more freedom than I yonr surprise is natural, I admit. I will 
had heard him. explain a little farther. At least fifty

names were proposed, ail bf them of 
young men of the highest character, 
Each one/" hi 
doubtful reia 
tom in life.’-
is treachery somewhere in the very high­
est quarters. These young men were 
sure to be brought into contact with it. 
Now it was Ray’s idea to seek for some 
one wholly outside the diplomatic world, 
living in a spot remote from London, 
with as few friends as possible, who 
would have no sentimental objections to 
the surveillance of detectives. You ap­
pear to us to be suitable.”

“It is a wonderful offer!” I exclaim­
ed.

“In a sense it is,” Lord Chelsford ex­
claimed. “The remuneration, of course; 
wiH be high, but the post itself may not 
be a permanency, and yon will live all 
the time at high pressure. The Duse 
will place a small house at your disposal, 
and it will be required that you form no 
pew acquaintances without reference 
to him, nor must you leave this place on 
any account .without permission. You 
will virtually be a prisoner, and if cer­
tain of my suspicions are correct you 
may even find the post one of great 
physical danger. On the other hand, 
you will have a thousand a year salary, 
and a sum of five thousand pounds in 
two years’ time if all is well.”

Excitement seemed to have steadied 
my nerves. I forgot all the minor trage­
dies which had been real enough things 
to face only a few hours ago. I spoke 
calmly and decisively.

“I accept, Lord Chelsford,” I said. “I 
shall count my life a small thing indeed 
against my fidelity.”

He drummed idly with his forefinger

m ■

: mm tips way,” she

evidence.”
.

:
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been carrying in 
♦patching her deft 
ongst toe thick silkjf^oils of her hair. 
The extreme slimnesr of her figure seem­
ed accentuated" by her backward poise. 
Yet perhaps I had never before properly 
appreciated Its perfect gracefulness.

”1 was going farther along the cliffs, 
she said, “but I will walk some of .the 
way back with you, One minute.”

She stood on the extreme edge, and, 
shading her eyes with her hand, she 
looked up and -down the broad expanse 
of sand—a great untepanted wilderness. 
I wondered for whom she was looking, 
but I asked*no question. In a few 
moments she rejoined me, and we turn­
ed inland. . .... „

“Well,” she said, “what is it that you 
wish to say?"

“Lady Angela,” I began, “a few 
weeks ago there was her one whose pros­
pects were less hopeful’ than mine. 
Thanks to your father and Colonel Ray 
all that is changed. To-day I have a 
position I am proud of, and important 
work. Yet I cannot help always re­
membering this: I am holding a post 
which you warned me against accept­
ing.”

“Well?"
“I am very curious,” I said. “I have 

never understood your warning. I be­
lieve that you were in earnest. Was it 
that yon believed mft incapable 
trustworthy, or-----”

“Yon appear to me,” she murmured, 
“to be rather e curious person.”

I bent forward and looked into her 
face. There was in her wonderful eyes 
a glint of laughter which became her 
well. She walked with slow graceful 
ease, her hands behind her., her bead al­
most on a level with n»y own. L found 
myself studying her with a new pleasure.
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CHAPTER IX. THE MANAGER OF
Treach ary.

The Royal Bank of CanadaThe Sunlight was streaming through 
the window when at last my pen ceased 
to mbve. I rubbed my eyes and looked 
out in momentary amazement. Morning 
had already broken across the sea. My 
green-shaded lamp was burning with a 
sickly light. The moon had turned pale 
and colorless whilst I sat at my desk.

I stretched myself and, lighting a cig­
arette, commenced to collect my papers. 
Immediately a dark figure rose from a 
couch in the farther corner of the'room 
and approached me.

“Can I get you anything, air?”
I turned in my chair. The man-ser­

vant whom the Duke had put in charge, 
of the “Brand,” my present habitation, 
and who remained with me always in 
the room while I worked, stood at my 
elbow.

“I would like some coffee, Grooton,” 
I mid. “I am going to walk up to the 
house with these papers, and I shall 
want a bath and some breakfast direct 
ly I get back.”

“Very good, sir. It shall be ready.”
I folded up the sheets and maps, and 

placing them in an oilskin case, tied 
them round my body under my waist- 
-coat Then I withdrew all the cart­
ridges save one from the revolver which 
had lain all night within easy reach of 
my right' hahd, and slipped it into my 
pocket.

“Coffee ready, Grooton?”
‘Tn one moment, sir.”
I watched him bending
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Then our eyes met, and I looked away, 
momentarily confused. Was it my 
fancy, or was there a certain measure of 
rebuke in her cool surprise, a faint indi­
cation of her desire that I should re­
member that she was the Lady Angela 
Harberiy, and I her father’s secretary? 
I bit my lip. She should not catch me 
offending again. I determined.

“You must forgive me,” I said stiff­
ly, “but your. warning seemed a little 
singular. If you do not choose to grati­
fy my curiosity, it is of no consequence.”

“Since you disregarded it,” she re­
marked, lifting her dress from the dew­
laden grass on to which we had "emerg­
ed. “it does not matter, does it? Only 
you are very young, and you know little 
of the world. Lord Ronald was your 
predecessor, and he is in a lunatic asy­
lum. No one knows what lies behind 
certain unfortunate things which have 
happened during the last months. There 
is a mystery which is as yet unsolved."

I smiled.
“In your heart you are thinking," I 

said, “that such an unsophisticated per­
son as myself will be an easy prey to. 
whatever snares may he laid for me. Is 
it not so?”

She looked at mft with uplifted eye­
brows. -,

“Others of tnorft experience bave 
been worsted,” she remarked calmly. 
“Why not you?”

“If that is a serions question,” I said, 
“I will answer it. Perhaps my very 
inexperience will be my best friend.”

“Yes?”
“Those before me,” I continued, "have 

thought that they knew whom to trust. 
I, kpowiug no one, shall trust

“Not even me?” she asked, half tam­
ing her head

“Not even you," I answered firmly.
A man’s figure suddenly appeared on 

the left. I looked at him puzzled, won­
dering whence he had come.

“Here is your good friend, Colonel 
Ray,” she remarked, with a note of ban­
ter in her tone. "What about him?”

“Not (even Colonel Mostyn Ray,” I 
answered. “The notes which I take with 
me from each meeting are to be read
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“You see, Mr. Ducaine,” he began, “I 
am not a man who makes idle 
ises. I am here to offer you employment, 
if you are open to accept a post of some 
importance, and also, to be frank with 
you, of some danger.” - ,

“If I am qualified for the post, your 
Grace," I answered, “I shall be only too 
willingrto do my best. But you" must 
excuse me if I express exactft what is 
in my mind. I am almost a étranger to 
you. lap a complete stranger to Lord 
Chelsford. How can you rely upon my 
trustworthiness ? Yon must have so 
many young men to choose from who are 
personally known to you. Why do you 
come to me?”

The Duke smiled .grimly.
“In the first place,” he said, “we are 

only strangers from the personal point 
of view, which is possibly an advantage. 
I have in my pocket a close record of 
your days since yoti entered the univer­
sity. I know those who have been, your 
freinds, your tastes, how you have spent 
your time. Don’t be foolish, young sir," 
he added sharply, as he saw .the color 
rise in my cheeks: “you will have a 
trust reposed in you such as few men 
have ever had before. This prying into 
your life is from no motives of private 
curiosity. Wait until you hear the im­
portance of the things which I am going 
to say to you.”

I was impressed into silenece.
The Duke continued—
“You have heard, my young friend,” 

he said, “of the Committee of National 
Defente?’

“I have read of it,” I answered.
“Good! This committee has been 

formed and sanctioned by the W< 
flee in consequence of the shockfn

Ducaineover the
stove, pale, dark-visaged, with the sub­
dued mannefs and voice which mark the 
aristocracy of servitude. My employer’s 
confidence in him must be immense, for 
while be watched over me I was prac­
tically in his power.

“Have you been long with the Duke, 
Grooton ?” I asked him.

“Twenty-one years, sir. I left his 
Grace to go to Lord Chelsford, who 
found me some work in London.”

“Secret service work, wasn’t it. 
Grooton?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Interesting?”

. “Some parts 1 of it very interesting, 
sir.”

I nodded and drank my soffee. Groo­
ton was watching me with an air of 
respectful interest.

“YonJ will pardon my remarking ft, 
sir, but I hope you will try and get some 
sleep during the day. You are very pale 
this morning, sir.”

I looked at the glass, and was startled 
at my own reflection. This was only my 
third day, and the responsibilities of my 
work were heavy upon me. My cheeks 
were sunken and there were black rings 
around my eyes.

“I will lie down when I come back 
Grooton,” I answered.
1 Outside, the fresh morning wind came 
like a sudden sweet tonic to my jaded 
nerves. I paused for a moment to face 
bareheaded the rush of it from the sea 
As I stood there, drinking it in, I be­
came suddenly aware of light approach­
ing footsteps. Some one was coining 
towards the cottage from the Park.

I did not immediately turn toy head, 
but every nerve in my body seemed to

prom-
wever, had some possibly 
tye or association or cus- 
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SMUGGLERS CAUGHT.
Canadian Ladies Held Up by Customs 

Officers at Windsor.

Windsor, Ont., Oct 20.—Three ladies 
living In Chatham and two ladies from 
St. Thomas purchased coats in Detroit 
on Thursday and were spotted by cus­
toms officers when they stepped off the 
ferry. The coats were confiscated. A 
London woman was found to be wear­
ing three suits of fleecé-lined under­
wear which she was attempting to 
smuggle over." These goods were also 
seized.
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SAMPSON’S LIFE IN DANGER.

Charlottetown, P. E. I., Oct., 20.— 
Hon. George Simpson of Bay View, 
member of the provincial government, 
nominated this summer as the Liberal 
candidate for Queens in the House of 
Commons, to,dangerously ill with blood 
poisoning arising from a scratch on his 
hand. It is expected an arm will 
have to be amputated In hope of saving 
his life. 1
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The Duke was without 
He rose from his chair and ] 
room restlessly.

“You are sure of what you 
caine?” he demanded, turning 
iug nié suddenly.

■^Absolutely sure, your Gra 
ewered.

He turned away from me.
“In my own house, under! 

roof,” I heard him mutterJ 
Gbd !”

I had scarcely believed hhl 
of so much feeling. When hi 
his seat and former attitude II 
that his face was almost gray.I 

“This is terrible news,” hel 
am not at all sure, though, I 
caine, that any blame can attl 
to you.”

“Your Grace,” I answerel 
•were three men only who knel 
eret of the combination. OnJ 
self, another Colonel -Ray, the I 
self. I set the lock last night! 
ed it this morning. I ask yol 
name of common sense, upon J 
blame is likely to fall? If I rel 
will happen again. I cannot eJ 
picion. It is not reasonable.” I 

“The word was a common I 
Duke said half to himself. “■ 
may have guessed it.”

“Your Grace,” I said, “is it li 
any one would admit the possl 
such a thing?**

“It may have beeil overhear! 
“It has never been spoken, “1 

ed him. “It was written down! 
at by all of us, and destroyed.! 

The Duke nodded.
“You are right,” he admittel 

inference is positive enough. 1 
has been opened between the I 
ten n,t night and seven o’clock tl 
ing by——”

“By either myself,- Colonel I 
your Grace,” I said.
V“I am not so sure that I am I 

to admit that,” the Duke I 
quietly.

“It is inevitableI declare! 
“Only the very young use thal 

said the Duke drily.
:“I spoke only of what othi 

say.” I answered.
“It is a cul de sac, I admit,” fl 

said. “Nevertheless, Mr. Ducail 
not prepared without consider! 
accept your resignation. I cad 
that our position would be imp! 
any way, and in my own mind 
add that I hold you absolved ti 
picion.”

I held myself a little more J 
The Duke spoke without entl 
bht with conviction.

“Your Grace is very kind,” I ai 
gratefully, “but there are the! 
They know northing of me. It ti 
able that I should become an ol 
suspicion to them.”

'Hie Duke looked thoughtful! 
several moments at the table befd 
Then he looked up at me.-- 

“Ducaine,” lie said, “I will 
what I propose. You have doi 
duty in reporting this thing to mj 
dpty ends there—mine begins, j 
ponsibility, therefore, for our 1 
course of action remains with nd 
I presume, are prepared to admi 

“Certainly, your Grace,” 1 an 
“I see no useful purpose to bj 

edV’ the Dnke continued, “in spj 
this thing about. I believe that w 
do better by keeping our own d 
You and I can vsork secretly in tn 
ter. I may have some suggest] 
make when I have considered i] 
fully; but for the present I prop® 
we treat the matter as a halluq 
of yours. We shall hear in duel 
if this stolen information goes 
the water. If it does—well, wd 
know how to act.” '

“You mean this V I asked breat 
“Forgive me, your Grace, but it 
so much to me. You believe t! 
are justified ?”

“Why not?” the Duke asked 
“It is I who am your employer. 
I who am responsible to the coun 
these things. You are responsib 
to me. I choose that you rent 
choose that you speak of this 
only when I bid you speak.”

To me it was relief immeasi 
The Duke’s manner was precise 
cold. Yet I felt that he believed 
I scarcely doubted but that he hi 
picions of his own. I, at any rat 
not involved in them. I couk 
wrung him by the hand but for 
appropriateness of such a proc 
So far as he was concerned I cot 
that the matter was already don< 
His attention was beginning to i 
to the mass of letters before him. s 

“Would you allow me to hell 
Grace with your correspondnce ?” 
gested. “I have no work at prest 

The Duke shook his head im 
“J thank you,” he said. 

of business will be here this me 
nud _he will attend to them. I w 
uetam you, Mr. Ducaine.”

I turned to leave the room, but 
piyself face to face with 
10 th® act of entering it.

<‘uîenavon *” the Duke exclaim* 
‘How are you, sir?” the new 

answered. “Sorry I didn’t arri 
time to see you last night. We m 
irom King’s Lynn, and the whole < 
respectable household was in bed.’ 
rv at once who it was.

looked towards me. 
‘Ducaine,” he said, “this is mj 

Lord Bienavon.”
Lord Blenavon’s smile was evit 

meant to be friendly, but his expr< 
Hu* He was slightly tallerus father, and his cast of feature* 
altogether different. His cheeks 
Pale, almost sunken, his eyes wei 
close together, and they had the 
ness of the roue or the habitual dj 
ÏÜL^* 8 lips were too full, his chi 
©ceding, and he was 'almost bald 

How are you, Mr. Ducaine? 
{o.. .,,>Awful hour to be out of 
»sn t it? and all for the slaying of i 
*at and innocent birds. Let me 
^vasn t I at Magdalen with you?”

. \ came up in your last year.”
minded him.

ipa
“M

a younj

said.

“•r A\,yes’ 1 «member," he dra 
-iftrrible close worker you were 

Are you breakfasting downstairs,
I think that I had better,” the 

«aid. “I suppose you brought 
With you?”

“Half 
ewered, 
ness.”

The Duke thrust all his letters 
ms drawer, and locked them up 
uttle exclamation of relief.

some
a dozen,” Lord Blenavo: 
“including his Royal

•if

»
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