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CHAPTER XXIII—(Continued.)

“But after two davs by herself she
couldn’t stand any more, and crept back,
that horrible night, to beg forgiveness of
her father. And there she found him,
the beast!—slippin’ poison in the -old
man’s glass!””

Her breath choked in her throat, and

_ she threw back her head. She looked

now, with her black eyes blazing and her
tace flushed, and her dark hair tossed
about her forchead, like a vivandiere of
the French revolution.

“He'd gone,” she went on, wildly,“while
Barker was there, and went ’round to the
window same as he ‘used to do when Het-
ty and her father sat there of a night to-
gether. And you can guess why he pois-
oned him? ’Cos o’ John Andrews as
drowned himself. Mr. Lancaster had found
it gut, and meant exposin’ Lord Fanshawe
and making him clear the dead man’s
name. And Lord Fanshawe poisoned him.
He took a friendly glass o’ wine with him
and murdered him, like the blackguard he
was. And/ there’s only one to prove it
now, and that is Fred Barker, who knew
what he meant doin’. He could prove it
if he liked, and he’s the only one to do
it. Hetty can prove nothing, for she is
Lord Fanshawe’s lawful wife, and she
can’t give evidence against her husband,
even if she would. And I never dreamt
of all this till tonight.

“It’s all different to what I thought
would be,” she added.

Then, suddenly Geoffrey dropped his
head on his arms upon the table and
added to the sounds was a man’s heavy
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CHAPTER -XXIV.
Betrayed.

i @ was nearly an hour later ' before
‘@eoffrey left the cottage: He got up,
Jooking oddly gray and old in the light
of the lamp that burnt on the round
ceutre tablz, and held out his hand to
Bessle. .

“I must go out and think,” he said; “I
can’t see my way—I don’t know what to
do., Does North know anything of all
this?”’ :

{“Nothin’,” said Bessie. “He got the
verdict at the inquest, but he believed
her guilty—I think he believes her guilty
still—and .I’ve been afraid a'most to tell
him what I was doin’ in cace he should]
go against me. But he’s got a soft heart,
’as the dogtor, and he’d cut off his hand
afore he'd do aught to harm our Hetty.”

.. Geoffrey looked round dully. The lit-

tle familiar room, clean and shining as
it had been ever since he kmew it first
guch long years ago, looked strange and
unreal. Before his hot eyes Lord Fan-
shawe’s veckless, dissolute face seemed to
dance .defiantly. He saw it everywhere,
Kiotting out everything, the face of the
man for whom he had sacrificed his all
eight years ago.

“] don’t know what is to-b: done,” he
waid, turning at last. “I must try to
think it out, Bessie. I suppose it would
be no use seeing her tonight? Tell her
I'm here in Oldcastle, and that I’'m com-
ing tomorrow, to do for her just what
she wants me to do.”

* Bessie nodded.

“Yes, I'll tell her that,” she said.

Geoffrey strode toward the door. He
wanted to be out now. Perhaps in the

.open air he could think. Perhaps out

in the night the heavy weight on his
brain would lift.
He flung open the door and stood for

" a moment on the step, looking out. The

yellow lamplight streamed out upon the
little garden path and lighted dimly the
tiny patch of frosty bed and border which
was Davy Merrill’s pride and hobby.
Three or four big men, stretched at length
would have covered it, but many a garden
a dozen times its size could not boast
guch a show of flowers all the year round
as this one did.

Geoffrey stood for a moment and then

“turned to Bessie, who had followed him.

As he did so a sudden eound in the lit-
tle patch of garden on his right made him
pause to listen. It was almost like a
footstep and a hea¥y! body brushing
igainst the rose bush that grew thickly
close by the window. Buv befors he had

_time to be sure a tram rattled round

g corner and swept pasty-the lights flash-
ing vividly through the fog, the bells
jingling, and when the ‘sounds had died
again everything ceemed quiet.

“Perhaps by tomorrow I shall know
what to do,” he said. “Hetty can’t be
fond of Fanshawe now after all he has
done, and yet—Bessie, have you seen
that she wears his face at her neck still?”
he added, sharply. “Why does she do
that?”’

Bessie leaned forward and, as though
ehe wad afraid of any one overhearing,
sank her voice as she spoke.

- .“The first thing she did when she got
here,” she said, “was to fling it away
from her, as though it stung her. She
dragged at it an’ broke the chain and
Jest dashed it down at her feet. She
tried to stamp on it, but, poor dear, she
was that weak and ill she had no strength
to do it or sight to see where to strike.
Her foot slipped and she fell in my arms
faintin’ dead. Ay’ it’s a quesstion, I've

* asked myself many a time since I've bin

watchin’ her lyin’ up there, why “as she
kep’ it at her neck all these years? .It
ain’t for love of hifm, but I can give a
guess. I reckon she's bin through harder
times than either of us know. There
were times when she starved, and times
when she tried to sell it and got suspect-
ed o’ thievin’. All that has come out
in her delirium this last fortnight, and
you can give a guess why she had to keep
the miniature. She couldn’t sell it, an’
I know if it had bin me I should 'a’ kep’
it to remind me o what I had to pay
him when the time came. And p'r'ape
Hetty wae of my mind. P’r'aps she kept
it to remind her o’ what she owed him
in the great castle up there.”

She jerked her thumb backward.

“That’s the only reason I can think of
for keepin’ it,” 'she added, “‘but you'll see
fo’ yourself. She’ll tell you all about it
herself maybe.”

“Yes, maybe she will,” Geoffrey said.
“Meanwhile, I must think what to do.
Fanshawe must be made to pay. 1 owe
him a debt, Beesie, that I don’t mean to
forego, and the death of her father must
be brought hom .to him. I must manage
it somehow without tletty if I can. She
need not know—but ‘the wages of sin is
death. The wages of sin is death.””

He repeated the words and turned away
staring out into the fog. From the' open
door of the house Bessie watched him,
her black eyes blazing, her face quivering.

And_ from the shadowy darkness of the
little patch of garden another very differ-
ent pair of eyes watched, too, peering
from behind the thick busr, bright and
shzirp and alert. i

“You’'ll think o’ somethin’ to do, Geoff-
rey Clavering,” she cried. “You'll find a
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!seemed all these years as if.it only needed

w
{ his arm. ; !

“l say, Roberts, what sort of a “tem-
| per’s his lordship @7 he acked. “There's
{ Jackson’s clerk in the library waitin’ to
qsee him and looking that odd I'm half
| inclined to think he's bin drinkin’! And
| he’s given me this. Is it worth taking
ito his lordship?”

| He held out the note as he epoke. and
| the other footman examined it carefully.
| “He was right enough when I saw him'
a minute ago—as amiable as you please,”
i he said, “‘but he won’t want Barker foolin’
Fround tonight. He upset him the last
i o e i time, said he wouldn't see him again, and
).ml‘to tome h“,Cl‘ for all things to be put I he'® busy tonight. You'd hetteg wait a
§trzught—-l don’t know how, and tonight | bit. Give it to him when he comes from
t’s seemed barder than ever to say how, ' the reception rooms. I don’t suppose

but Uve had fhe feelin’ and Tve . it“there’s any hurry. Barker always whas

still, as somethin” Wiii turn up now you're ; on}: {)or.tthl;lki;:gda l,nt ’va hi'.“‘se*f‘"
here. And you won'f forget to put it| roperts looked at him in profound

right atween me and Ted, will you? ‘Things | SWPrise:
S, wiL youd lhmgs; “Barker?” 'he cried.  “That fop with

have altered tonight, and wl 3 :

B hata lxapf;cnegd, he'll beli::'l; :;e.]al;?‘:: : mud on him? Then there must be sommat
it wasn't Hetty. But what'll he say to N = et oy jos s T
me?  It’s that I'm afraid of. He's honest | ¢ to take his lordship the news if there
and straight, is Ted, and what’ll he say |

when he learns how I've gade up to Bar-
ker‘.’_ Will he hate me? Oh, he'll surely
forgive me when he sees how I did it for
'Hett]_\‘_’sl\sake, thinkin’ to find the murder-
er, thinkin’ as Barker were guilty? S
Ted’ll forgive?” vy

Geoffrey turned again.

“I’ll see to it,” he said, gently. “Ted
shall forgive you. Yes, yes, he “will for-
-give you. VIl see him tonight if I can
and send him to you tomorrow.” :

He turned abruptly and. strode down
the little path and out of the gate. Bos-
sie watched him as the fog swallowed him
up, and stood long after the sound of hiﬂs
footsteps had died away, looking out into |
the night. Then at last she went back |
into the house and shut the door, plung-
ing the little garden into darkness once
more. As she did so the watching eyes |
behind the rose bush shifted. The man |
crouching beneath the window rose stiffly
and slowly, and looked around, as if the
fog ‘that was swooping down upon the
Oldcastle streets was seizing and gripping
and stifling him.

He gtood for eome time as if he had no
strength or will to move his limbs. Then
a sound in the cottage seemed to rouse
him. He turned slowly ‘and stumbled |
blindly over over Dave Merrill's neat gar- '
den, dragged open the little gate and
passed out into the street.

He nearly collided with Merrill himself
as he did so, and drew himself up with a |
ystart and a faint cry as he greeted him.

“Hallo, Barker,” he gaid, “jest cum
from seein’ our Bess, have you? I'm late
:znight. Extra work at the. mill, and 1

all be glad of a bite, I can tell you.
Ain’t you comin’ to join me?”’

Barker, shook his head and forced his
lagging tongue to speak.

“Not tonight, can’t tonight,” he stam-
mered, and stumbled on, leaving Davy
Merrill watching him with puzzled eyes.

“Never did like him,” he observed to
the empty street, “but he’s precious curi-
ous tonight.”

And he was not the.only.one who
thought Ered Barker curious that even-
ing. -More than one acquaintance meet-
ing him stopped to stare at his set gray’
face and wild eyes,. and more than one;
person wondered how it was that a dandy|
like Fred Barker K was walking through|
Oldcastle looking so disheveled, with|
patches of damp earth on his knees and|

! could tongim ‘\w‘ha{ to ‘do. He nndgea
| ; s
|

o

He passed hurriedly through the great !
thoroughfares that were already begin-iis. I suppos¢ you got mo idea what it’s]
ning to be gay with preparations for th‘e‘! all about?” ;
coming of the King, beneath the hiss-! o, | .
ing electric lights of the big shops and] :1‘}1‘8 other shook his head. :
along pavements that were as bright as| No, but I thought I saw over his
day, without thinking or caring, { shoulder something about Hetty Lan-

Hammering was still going on. Tall|caster. It couldn’t be, I reckon, but it
poles, wrapped round with red bunting,|lcoked like—"
were being erected, and shopkeepers were; He broke off, startled by a movement
busy fixing illuminated stars and crownsjand the rustle of a woman’s dress be-
and E. R.’s about their buildings. lhind the palms. He peered forward and

Barker saw nothing of them. *| Evelyn Walter’'s startled eyes met his

He was ‘hurrying to* the castle. Heiown. For an instant her face seemed
was leaving behind all the busy life that convulsed. Then suddenly it steadied.
was still going on in the business part! “Of: course I overheard you,” she said
of the town and turning toward the river, iemiling. “You can give me the note if
and up the hill toward the castle. | you like, and I will give it to Lord Fan-

The lights grew fewer as he neared the shawe. .
castle. The trees grew thicker. Then| She held out her hand.. It was per-
the walls of the park began, and he came | fectly steady, and the smile on her lips
to the great entrance gates. did not falter. -But her heart was throb-

He came to an abrupt standstill before | bing heavily, and for a moment threat-
them, and drew a sharp, startled breath. |cned to overcome her. But in that moment
. the footman handed her the note, and her

CHAPTER XXV. fingers clenched over it, and somehow the
touch of it rallied her.

The Secret Out, Sha Hoddid saily
S gaily.

The great gates were open and fully|’ «p i) give it to his lordship at once,”
lighted, and along’the great drive through| oo said.
the park he could tee the -double row of| She rose and turned away, her face
lamps that “'559 ‘;:11}" lhgl?ttetd 3“ ’“}‘Iport;lmtf still smiling, but as she went it changed
oceasions, an e hextated. € had;and grew hard and set.
forgotten that, and he remembered “O“"E It gtook her a long time to reach Lord
“‘1:11 adsgrt Oish(:"kv tl]““tthth(é ea;l fhadi Fanshawe. He was the centre of a group,
returned from London only the day belore, | 15yghing, debonsir and careless as usual.
and that he was giving a reception and aiShe stared hard at his reckless face, and
ball tonight. - ‘ {then looked down at the mote she held.

HSdStl?Od gﬂﬂ;::gehff“s‘::isnt;(‘?%rd’r{“:;eiThei\\'ritii]g upo;\ it \\l'la:s}shakyband ugx-
wou e no chane > L4 "an- | steady. t might we have been the
shawe for hours—yet he must, a.nd at once. | \riting of a drunken man, but something

He wa?ched the carnages] ngaep UID fOS told her that @t was not. Perhaps it had
S ST R

r ) : e ¢ roused the feeling of suspicion. At ‘any
und the library window taht opened on ' gte there was upon her face a flush of
to it. - | excitement, and her hand was trembling |
HIt “'anOY;;“ an;]‘l thedr(;?rzgix"x;a?t ];gn}]‘;et? a little when she put it on Lord Fan-

¢ peere rough, and,. 11 5 Y. ehawe's arm at last.

passed in, and crossed to the fire that He Jooked around with a little start,
burned in one of the great open fire-|.nq a slight shade of annoyance crossed
places. ! . 'his handsome face. :

He was standing staring d"‘,"“ into it| ?'(_‘ome ﬁ\\‘ﬂ‘)‘ for a moment,” she whis-
when a footman crossed h\}l’l‘r;e(}ll:" §r°‘“!}ye1'e(l, “I have something to give you—
the inner library. He touched his fore-| oniathing important.”
head when he saw, Barker, and came to! <he saw his eves glance about the room
an abrupt standstill. i |as though looking for some excuse to!

‘;iDocs. hxsdlor(lﬂllp EQOW—'— the began | yetyse, and then he yielded, holding his.
and stopped. Something strange 1Infapy, to her as he turned. .
Barker’s appearance checked him. Some-| A few minutes later she dropped” into
thin;lz ﬁtl‘x’llzigff ;n hl;"’-""? 5“‘1‘1”;“;‘ his ﬁ]rst* a lounge shielded by a great mass of ferns!
words, and then his glance fell on s nq orchids, and looked up into his face.
dicheveled cl;){thos, and (;“hlﬂmt}:“ml lat_ “You deserve to be made to guess what
his knees. e was probably the omly |y have’ she said. “You were so reluc-
man in the castle not in evening dress at| {ynt to come. But perhaps I won’t make
that moment, and it inust be something! oy She held out the note. ‘“The foot-
very urgent, thought the man, that h“d\'nnn couldn’t get to you a little while
brought l';;m .h(;lre..hkﬁ tl}‘“' i o I volunteered to give it to you,!

“It’s all right,”” Barker said,.huskily. anq to eay that Mr. Barker is in the;
“I came hurriedly, anvd I must see .Lordi‘m)rm.}. waiting to see vou.” » |
Fanshawe at once. You can take him a| gpe lay back, with lier bold, hard e}'c‘sll
note from me.” |on his face as he glanced down at the!

He stopped to takg . out a notebook }cn\'clopc in her fingers. |
as he sp]ol«;, t:mr] .;"rnh.)ki‘éi ﬂ;\lneo ]:::Ilg(; "'I o\-erheard one man tc}ling tlllledoth(;r[
upon & leal ol Jrom. 1L looked [that it was important,” she added and |
at the message “when he h"”l, finished, | ,topped, holding her breath a little at
;ntﬂl hls)‘top]ti]:) shr;\{\'em;fmffrﬂ;l/ e];:::]l]s;::‘ths'dglm of his face. It had clouded
yetween his . k-4 e suddenly.
from 6ne of the desks and sealed it. . “Barker?” he said. “What the dickens:

“Give this to his lordship at once, | goes he want here tonight? He’s always
and say that I must sce him. No one (orrying. He is becoming an intolerable !
will come in here, will they?” : ‘

" puikance.” He tore open the note. ‘1!
“They arc not likely to,” the footman: ,,u«t put a stop to him somehow or|
replied. He gave another curious glance| (iher,” he added, sinking his voice.
at Barker’s clothes and face, and thl Gp |
went silently from the room. * ' He stopped sharply, drawing in hjs!
Qutside, the corridor was full of people. | .eath with a harsh rattle.  Evelyn’s gray,
The guests were fast arriving. The' o5 saw the pallor spread upon his face,
reception in the great gallery was in full .14 her hands resting in her lap trembled
swing, and in. but a short time now, . jjttle over her fan. |
dancing would commence in the ballroom He crushed the note in his fingers and |
at the end of the corridor. I rose to his feet, standinz for a moment!
The man hesitated, the note in hii:with his face turned from her so that|
hand. It was no use attempting to get che could not see it. She leaned forward|
tn Lord Fanshawe unless it was some-| 4 Jittle, and he turned again suddenly.
thing desperately important, and suppose! “I must go to him, after all,” he said |
it was not? in a queer, rasping, unsteady voice. “It
He looked about the crowded corridor, it is something rather important, and,
and then began making his way slowly (T just try to see him immediately. Will|
toward the reception rooms. In the great you forgive me for taking you back to!
hall outside the door there was more space, | the reception room?” i
and the sight of anotner footman standing; the got up at once. ?

way yet—oh, somehow I know it. Itls

beside a bank of palms decided him. He *I wiii come with you as far as the;

boots. *“ Of course I overheard you,’

library,” she said, a'little etiffly. “Danc-
ing will be beginning directly, and every-
body will be drifting toward the ballroom.
I'll go wth you.”

For an instant he hesitated, and she
looked at him sharply: Then her ' thin, |
white-gloved hand linked itzelf in his arm. |

She glanced down. The note was stil'!

| clenched in his hand, and the sight of it|

fired her afresh. Had Birker mentioned |

 Hetty Lancaster in it? And if so, what!

did it mean? Why had her name come
up again in this strange way after all
those years? She would find out.

She loosened her hand from his arm
as they reached one of the entrances
to the great library and® then caught
him again sharply by the elbow. He
tvrned with a jerk. The corridor was
tull, and as he wheeled round sh> man-
aged somehow to strike the mote from
his- hand. A "crowd of people were
sauntering up. A girl touched her lightly
on the shoulder with her fan, and Evelyn
turned to speak to her. But as she did so
her bright gray eyes never left Lord Fan-
shawe's face, her quick wits were in twa

Wz

places at once, and before he had time
to move her foot was planted firmly on
the note as it lay on the floor. She waved
her hand to him lightly.

“You can leave me now,” she said.
“I’ll stay here. Good-bye.”

Almost mechanically he turned and
crossed to the library door. Mechanically,
and without realizing that the note had
gone from his grasp, he put his hand on
the handle, and, turning it, pushed open
the door and eal\ter::l(:ll.l\l

As he disappeared, Evelyn stooped
swiftly, and picking up the note, slipped
it in her glove. A minute later she made
some excuse and ran back along' the
corridor until she found an empty corner.
She looked round quickly. A palm hid her
from the moving crowd in the corridor,
and from the other end came the sound
of music. Dancing was beginning. On
lier card was a man’s name, but she cared
nothing for that.: He might look for her
in vain. She did not care.

She sat back, and, drawing the note
from her glove, looked round a little
breathlessly before she opened it. 'Then
she did so carefully, shielding it with her
fan in case any prying eyes might see it,
and bending forward, read it slowly.

Tiwice—three times, she read it before
her dull wits seemed to gather in the
sense of the scribbled words. Then she
looked up with the last drop of blood
drained from her cheeks, with the words

“‘Be quiet!’ Lord Fanshawe’s vcice sent Barker shrinking buckward. ‘Be
quiet, you cur! Where is Brooks

dancing before her feverish eyes in letters
of fire.

“I must see you,” it ran. ‘“The worst
has happened. It’s all out, and Bessie
Merrill has got Hetty Lancaster here in
Oldecastle, with all the truth about your
marriage to her, and the murder of her
father at their tingers’ ends. It'll be a
bad lookout if you don’t take care.

“FRED BARKER.”

Evelvn rose slowly to her feet. Her
face was eet and gray and stony—the
face of a woman with her heart frozen
in her breast.

CHAPTER XXVI.

One Mad Moment.

Meanwhile Barker waited restlessly. His

face was deathly gray, and his narrow eyes|
held an anery giitter, but there was despair|

in then., too, and something beneath the]

/

she said smilingly, ‘‘you can give me the note if you like.”

Sy - v

suvage cunning that' was at variance

the rest of his face. i
The rattle of carriages outside had!

ceased, and the sound of dancing had|
begun in the great ballroom at the' end!
of the corridor when the door opened atl
last. Barker sprang to his feet' as Lord |
Fanshawe entered, and stood, scarcely |
moving, waiting for him to close the door. |
“Well?” he said shurply at last.
Lord Fanshawe came swiftly across;
the room. ‘He looked a tall, fine figure,
a handsome, man people called him, but
all the reckless gaiety had gone from his|
face, all the careless, debonair light from
his eyes. He looked almost an old man'
as he crossed the room to Barker. Fine|
lines had sprung suddenly about his (-yesi
and lips and his mouth had the drawn:
and haggard look of age. There was
nothing handsome about him now. It
had gone, leaving behind only the ugliness|
of his heart laid bare. i . i
He strode swiftly across to Barker, and
for a moment the little clerk shrank from
him nervously.
“Well?” he said again.

Lord Fanshawe made an odd, uncertain
sound in his throat, and pulled at his
collar as though it choked him.

“YWhat does it mean?” he asked roughly.

“] suppose it’s one of your confounded
silly lies to get me here. What do you
want?”’

Barker shook himself a little—like a
terrier after a whipping.

“It’s no lie,” he said sullenly, “and
I shouldn’t have come here like this for
nothing. What I wrote you just now
ia true. ' It's all out, the wliole blessed
thing, Bessie Merrill’s done it all; she's
fooled me, curse her! Made me think
she was fond of me and going to marry
me, and all the time she’s been playing
her own game, curse her! It only remains
now for them to get hold of Brooks, that
little drunken chemist, who got you the
poison, for them to be able to hang you.”

“Be quiet!” Lord_ Fanshawe’s voice
ecnt Barker shrinkin® backward. “Be
quiet, you cur! Where is Brools?”

Barker shrugged his shoulders.

“You ought to know that,” he gaid.
“Prinking- himself to death at your ex-
pense, 'I suppose, in the place where you
put him. It’s a bit of bad luck for you
that he hasn’t done it before this. Eight
vears! It looks as though he had been
kept alive on purpose to hang you.” He
laughed weakly and then looked uncer-
tainly about the great room.

|
i
|
|
i
|
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Lord Fanshawe looked at him with hard!
desperate eyes. i
“Don’t be a fool,” he cried. *“Tell me
what it all -means. How can it have
come out?”’ !
Barker shrugged his sho
“Heaven knows,” he
hear enough for that. I
the whole

ders. i
1 didn’t!
ly know that!
of the bng.!
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_|step with the man. He was Geoffrey

| astonishment. Then he drew his breath

| face as gray as his own.

| “but it isn't true, Claude, it isn't true

| prepared for Lord Fanshawe to marty; a

st come back!
d

“after all, the woman who had loved Lord
! Fanshaw: stubbornly, faithfully, all these

" heart stripped and bare.

i he cried roughly. ‘“What if it is !rue?

R

LADIES’ RIDING COAT.

The coat shown in the above sketch is
just the style to complement a skirt of the
same material. This style of habit is
generally. made of fine black kersey, though
it also looks well of tan or gray covert.

1t is double-breasted, fitting very snug,
and comes about 14 inches below the hips.
Two rows of stitching down each seam
give a fine tailored flnish. The collar is
of velvet. Two rows of buttons are placed
down the front.

from Merrill’s cottage. I went there
thinking to see Bessie again, and I was
just about to knock when I heard a man’s
voice inside.”

He broke off.

*I’ve been fool enough to lose my wits
over Bessie Merrill,” he added” abruptly,
“and the sound of a man’s voice in there
sent me crazy. I jumped back behind
a bush just in time. The door opened,
and Bessie came out and stood on the

Clavering.”

Lord Fanshawe started.

“Geoffrey!” he cried. ‘“Here?”

“Yes, here; and with one thought in
his mind, one object in life, and that is
the clearing of Hetty Lancaster. I heard
enough for that, I heard enough to prove
that they probably have proofs of it. They
know that you married Hetty years ago,
and that you committed the crime she
was suspected of, and Geoffrey Clavering,
who loved her years ago, loves her still,
and means to prove her innocent.” '

He broke off to look up at Lord Fan-
shawe, his narrow gray eyes brightening
viciously. i

“And I hope they do,” he added. “Upon
my word, you'd deserve for them to prove
it all, and they’ll catch you yet. Sins
come home to roost, they say. Well, yours
will hang you yet.”

' He laughed harshly. His narrow face
seemed to have sharpened and lengthen-
ed. He looked like a rat caught in a hole,
ready to spring at the first throat that
offered. He stood with  his shoulders
hunched and his head sunk between them

and his hands hanging loosely at his side. |

He looked vicious, cruel, but in spite of
that there was something tragic in his
mean little face too. -

He threw up his hands with a queer
abrupt gesture. -

“Heavens . knows,” he cried, “if Bessie
had only cared—if it had only been trus
that she cared as I thought she did, I—"
He stopped with an’odd jerk. His voice
broke and died harshly in his throat. He
turned away. Outside through the open
library window the park lay dark and
silent. ~He took a step toward it, with his
face gray and set and desperate, with
upon it for the first time a look of real
misery. The depth of his own -tragedy
was coming home to him. The bit of real
heart in his breast that.Bessie had awalk-
ened to life was beginning to stir. The
pain shot through him, stabbing him like
a knife. He reached the window, and
without a word stepped out into the park, i
turning his gray and desperate fuce to-
ward the fires that flamed and leaped and
beckoned ‘n the black night.

At the same instant kord Fanshawe
realized with a start that his hand was
empty. He gave a cry of dismay and be-
gan hurriadly lcoking about the library
floor. The bit of paper might spell ruin
to him. How was it he lad been fool
enough to drop it? Where was it now?

Ile stared round wildly, the last drop of
blood gone from his face, and at that
moment he could not even Temember|
through which door he had entered the
library. Was it through the outer or in-
ner one?

He passed his hand across his forehead.
He had no tim2 to wait to think, no time
to lose. He must get the note at once.

Without stopping to think, he dragged
open the door nearest to him. As he did
so Evelyn Walter, crouched on the floor,
her ear against the keyhole, fell forward
into the room.

Tor a moment he stared at her in’ dumb

sharply. ‘“‘Evelyn,” he said.
She lifted herself up, and rose to her
fret with her eyes as desperate and her

“] have heard everything,” she cried,

that you married Hetty Lancaster? Say
it isn’t true?”

She caught at his sleeve with trembling
hands. A hundrad times in the last eight
years she had told herself she would be

hundred times she had been convinced
{hat she could bear it without a cry. But
now that she was face to fac: with it,
- that she felt it to be true, it scemed
@crent. She had lost in a moment all
ontrol of herself. She was only a woman,

no

years, standing before him now with her

He shook off her clinging hands.
“For heaven'’s suke don’t be stupid,”

What -is it to do with you? I'm too busy
to think just now. I've mislaid a note,

dering eyes to ber face, remembering »sud-
denly that she had been with him when
he dropped it.

“It's the note you gave me,” he added
harshly. “For gooddess sake try and
think if you saw me drop it anywhere.
Don’t look like that. Try and think.
What' the dickens is the matter with yoff,
Evelyn? Why are you staring like that?
I might be gone mad.”

She gave a quzer, broken cry, and then
drew hersclf up, steadying”herself, mascer®
ing herself, as she met his eyes. They
were hard and brutal. All the evil in
him was uppermost now, wiping out the
handsomeness of his face, and everything
that had fascinated her these past eight
years, She saw him, perhaps for the
first time, as he really was; but even that
would not have alienated her. It was the
thought of Hetty Lancaster, the burning
jealous rage against her old rival that
turned her traitor now.

“You need’s look for that note,” she
said, with her eyes glittering. “It is safe
enough.”. She drew a little quick breath
between her teeth. . “I have put it in a
safe place, where no one will think to look
for it, except myself, and whzn I want it
I can find it.”

He wiped his forehead with his hand-
kerchief. .

“Why the dickens didn’t you say so be-
fore?’* he cried. “I was in a funk, I ean
tell you. It—it’s important. Get it for
ine, Evelyn.”

She shook her head.

“No, I intend to keep it myself,” she
said coolly.

“It may be useful to me.” .

“To you,” Le repeated. Theirseyes met,
‘and suddenly she put out her hand to-
ward him. Hs had played with many
women. : Fresh faces always drew him
irresistibly. A debutante always foudd
him by her side, and sometimes his flirta-
tions had got so near an engagement that
Evelyn herself had almost expectsd and
had waited nervously for the announce-
ment. 7

But he always came back to her, i
ways drifted back to their old understand-
ing. The fresh face had palled. Lord
Fanshawz had tired, and generally a few
weeks found him back flirting desperately
with Evelyn again. And she had been
content with that for eight yveats.

Now she was roused. Now, for the
first" time she was realizing that there was
something behind his life that she did not
understand, something she did not know,
a sceret she had not sharced.

“Yes; it may be uscful to me,” she saidt
“and I intend to keep it. When you are
good I may give it to you.”

“Oh, come, Evelyn, get it for me now
You—you don't understand how sérious if
is.” ¢

“Oh, yes I do,”” she replied, without a
quiver in her Xuices ‘I read it, and I
quite‘understand, and I'll keep it {or you
until—"

“Until when?” he cried, hoarsely.

She looked at him steadily. Her breath
was coming quickly. The eolor wavered
in her face. She was nearing 30; her
chances were going, and she had lost
more than one through the man hefore
her, and now she was going to riek everz.
thing on the one throw. TUntil now she
had believed that there was nothing in
Lord Fanshawe's life that she,did not
know. Now she had been suddenly con-
fronted with a secrst that he had kef¥
for eight years, and her passionate heart
refused to Dbelieve it, fought etubbornly
and obstinately against it. It could not be
true!

“I'll keep it until your wedding day,”
she said, almost under hor breath. . It
shall be my wedding present to you.”

He stared at her stupidiy.

‘But—but—have you read it?” he stam-
mered. hoarsely.

She nodded.

(To be continued.)
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Fourteen miles of crimson rambler rose
{ bushes are in blossom at Dreamwold farm
| at Scituat:. It is probably the greatest
| rose show in the world.
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